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' Age cannot wither her, nor custom stale 
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No poet’s art, translator, seek to claim, 

But, as thou findest, leave each thought the same ; 
Yet through the dulling of a renderer’s glass 

Pray earnestly the bard himself to pass, 

And in the lispings of a later tongue 

Sing the great song again that long ago was sung. 


Thé early edition of this rendering of the Aneid, D. Nutt, 
1902, having met with continuing favour, much of my leisure 
for the past 26 years has been spent in endeavouring to draw 
it still nearer to the original, and to smouth its rhythm— 
with the result that of its lines a great number have 
been rewritten and a very great number amended. It can, 
therefore, hardly be regarded as a reprint. 

On reading the proofs one sees how serious is the challenge 
when the text is placed opposite to the Translation and 
every defect stands out in full relief. I must, therefore, beg 
my readers to be lenient in their judgment of failings which 
so openly proclaim themselves. 
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[I am that he who on the slender reed 

Did tune of old his song, and from the woods 
Gone forth, constrained the fields around to yield 
Toll to the tiller, greedy though he be. 

My work did then the husbandman delight 

Now the grim tales of war do I indite.] 


ARMS and the man I sing who earliest came 
Fate-bound for refuge from the coasts of Troy 
To Italy, and her Lavinian shore, 
Much tossed about was he alike by land 
And on the deep, by violence of gods, 
Through savage Juno’s unrelenting wrath, 
And many hurts endured in war beside, 
Till he could found a citv, and bring in 
His gods to Latium, whence the Latin race, 
And Alban sires and walls of lofty Rome. 

O Muse, tell o’er the causes now for me, 
How wronged in deity, or how chagrined, 
The queen of gods compelled a man renowned 
For piety such round of woes to bear, 
So many mighty toils to undertake. 
In heavenly breasts, do such fierce passions dwell ? 

There was an ancient city, colonists 
Of Tyre possessed it, Carthage, from afar 
Confronting Italy and Tiber’s mouths ; 
Rich in resources and exceeding fierce 
In war’s pursuing ; and this town ’tis said 
That Juno favoured more than all the lands, 
E’en more than Samos; here her armour hung, 
Here stood her car; this kingdom even then 
The goddess fostered, aye, and strove to make 
The sovereign realm of nations, if the fates 
Should anywise allow. Yet she had heard 
A stock was springing from the blood of Troy, 
Which should in time o’erthrow her Tyrian towers ; 
That hence a people of far-spreading rule, 
And masterful in war, should come to wreck 
Her Libya, for so fate’s wheel goes round. 
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[lle ego, qut quondam gracilt modulatus avena 
Carmen, et egressus siluis vicina coegt 

Ut quamus avido parerent arva colono, 

Graium opus agricolis, at nunc horrentia Marts | 


ARMA virumque cano, Tro1ae qui primus ab oris 
Italiam fato profugus Lavinaque venit 
Litora, multum ille et terris 1actatus et alto 
Vi superum, saevae memorem Iunonis ob 1ram, 
Multa quoque et bello passus, dum conderet urbem 
Inferretque deos Latio, genus unde Latmum 
Albanique patres atque altae moenia Romae 
Musa, mihi causas memora, quo numine laeso 
Quidve dolens regina deum tot volvere casus 
Insignem pietate virum, tot adire labores 
Inpulerit Tantaene animis caelestibus irae ° 
Urbs antiqua fut, Tyru tenuere colon, 
Karthago, Italiam contra Tiberinaque longe 
Ostia, dives opum studusque asperrima belli , 
Quam Iuno fertur terris magis omnibus unam 
Posthabita coluisse Samo , hic illius arma, 
Hic currus fut , hoc regnum dea gentibus esse, 
Si qua fata sinant, 1am tum tenditque fovetque 
Progeniem sed enim Troiano a sanguine duct 
Audierat, Tyrias olim quae verteret arces , 
Hinc populum late regem belloque superbum 
Venturum excidio Libyae sic volvere Parcas. 
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In fear of this, and bearing in her mind 
The long-drawn war that she had waged of old 
At Troy for her dear Argos, Saturn’s child— 
For not e’en yet the causes of her wrath 
And bitter grief had fallen from out her thought, 
Deep-stored within her soul there still remains 
The award of Paris, and the wrong he did 
Who spurned her beauty, and that hateful race, 
And honour paid to ravished Ganymede— 
Wroth hence the more, she now was chasing far 
From Latin shore storm-tossed o’er all the deep, 
The Trojans—scanty remnant that the Greeks 
And stern Achilles left—and many a year 
Driven by the fates they roamed all seas around, 
So huge the toil to found the Roman race. 

Scarce out of sight of the Sicilian land, 
With joy they spread their sails toward the main, 
And dashed with bronzen prow the salt sea-foam, 
When Juno, nursing deep within her breast 
Her ever-rankling wound, thus mused within: 
“Must I then, baffled, from my task desist, 
And have no power to turn the Teucrian king 
Aside from Italy ? The fates forsooth 
Forbid it me! And could then Pallas burn 
The Argive fleet, and drown the men themselves 
Within the sea, for one man’s impious deed, 
And the mad daring of Oileus’ son ? 
Herself, she hurled the lightning flames of Jove 
From out the clouds, and flung their ships apart, 
And with the winds upturned the level sea ; 
Him, while he gasped from breast transfixed the flames, 
She caught up in a whirlwind, and impaled 
On pointed crag: but I, the stately queen 
Of gods, at once Jove’s sister and his spouse, 
Am warring all these years with one poor race! 
Does any henceforth worship Juno’s power, 
Or, suppliant, on her altars lay his gift?” 

Such thoughts revolving in her fevered breast, 
The goddess reached /Eolia, land of clouds, 
A region big with Auster’s raging blasts. 
Here Eolus, the king, in cavern vast 
Holds sway o’er struggling winds and sounding storms, 
And bridles them with chains and prisonment. 
Chafing they howl around their cells, and wake 
Loud murmur of the mountain; olus 
Sits sceptred on his lofty citadel, 


LIBER I 
Id metuens veterisque memor Saturnia belli, 
Prima quod ad Troiam pro caris gesserat Argis :— 
Necdum etiam causae irarum saevique dolores 
Exciderant animo; manet alta mente repostum 
Iudicium Paridis spretaeque iniuria formae, 
Et genus invisum, et rapti Ganymedis honores :— 
His accensa super iactatos aequore toto 
Troas, reliquias Danaum atque immitis Achilli, 
Arcebat longe Latio, multosque per annos 
Errabant acti fatis maria omnia circum. 
Tantae molis erat Romanam condere gentem. 
Vix e conspectu Siculae telluris in altum 
Vela dabant laeti et spumas salis aere ruebant, 
Cum Iuno aeternum servans sub pectore volnus 
Haec secum: ‘ Mene incepto desistere victam, 
“Nec posse Italia Teucrorum avertere regem ? 
‘Quippe vetor fatis. Pallasne exurere classem 
‘ Argivom atque ipsos potuit submergere ponto 
‘Unius ob noxam et furias Aiacis Oili ? 
‘Ipsa, Iovis rapidum iaculata e nubibus ignem, 
‘ Disiecitque rates evertitque aequora ventis, 
‘Tilum exspirantem transfixo pectore flammas 
“Turbine corripuit scopuloque infixit acuto ; 
‘ Ast ego, quae divom incedo regina, Iovisque 
“Et soror et coniunx, una cum gente tot annos 
‘ Bella gero. Et quisquam numen Iunonis adorat 
‘ Praeterea, aut supplex aris imponet honorem ? ’ 
Talia flammato secum dea corde volutans 
Nimborum in patriam, loca feta furentibus Austris, 
Aeoliam venit. Hic vasto rex Aeolus antro 
Luctantes ventos tempestatesque sonoras 
Imperio premit, ac vinclis et carcere frenat. 
Ili indignantes magno cun1 murmure montis 
Circum claustra fremunt; celsa sedet Aeolus arce 
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And calms their angry moods, and checks their rage ; 
Else would they bear with them in swift career 
The seas as well as lands, and heaven profound, 
And sweep them through the air. But, fearing this, 
The Almighty Sire bestowed them in dark caves, 
And o’er them placed a pile of mountains tall 
And gave to them a sovereign who should know 
By settled compact how to hold them in, 

And, at command, to grant them easy rein. 

Him Juno then in suppliance thus addressed : 
“*O olus, for that the sire of gods 

And king of men has given to thee the power 

To lull the waves and stir them with the wind, 

A race I hate sails o’er the Tuscan main, 

Ilium the freight they bear to Italy, 

And conquered gods: lash might into the winds 
And whelm their sinking ships or drive apart, 
And scatter the men’s bodies 1n the sea. 

Nymphs of surpassing comeliness have I 

Twice seven, of whom the fairest formed of all, 
Deiopza, will I join to thee 

In stable wedlock, and assign her thine, 

That for such service she may spend with thee 
All years, and make thee sire of comely stock.” 
Thus answered Aolus: “Thy task, O queen, 

Is but to search and find what thou dost wish ; 
Mine is the right to catch at thy commands ; 
’Tis thou who dost for me this realm procure, 
Poor though it be, my sceptre, Jove’s goodwill— 
Thou who dost grant me at gods’ feasts to lie, 
And make me ruler over cloud and storm.” 

He spake, and smote the hollow mountain side 
With spear down-pointed, and the winds rush forth, 
Where free their passage, as in close array, 

And in a whirlwind blow throughout the lands, 
Brood o’er the sea at once, and side by side 
East wind and South wind stir it from its depths, 
And Africus, the wind of many squalls, 

And roll tremendous billows to the shore. 

Then speedily goes up the cry of men, 

And creaking of the cordage; suddenly 

Clouds from the eyes of Teucrians snatch away 
Their sight of heaven and daylight ; o’er the sea 
Black darkness broods: it thunders pole to pole 
And ether sparkles with repeated flash, 

And all things to the mien bode instant death. 
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Sceptra tenens, mollitque animos et temperat iras ; 
Ni faciat, maria ac terras caelumque profundum 
Quippe ferant rapidi secum verrantque per auras : 
Sed Pater omnipotens speluncis abdidit atris 
Hoc metuens, molemque et montes insuper altos 
Imposuit, regemque dedit, qui foedere certo 
Et premere et laxas sciret dare iussus habenas. 
Ad quem tum Iuno supplex his vocibus usa est : 
‘ Hole, namque tibi divom Pater atque hominum rex 
“Et mulcere dedit fluctus et tollere vento, 
‘Gens inimica mihi Tyrrhenum navigat aequor, 
‘Tlium in Italiam portans victosque Penates : 
‘Incute vim ventis submersasque obrue puppes, 
‘ Aut age diversos et dislice corpora ponto. 
“Sunt mihi bis septem praestanti corpore Nymphae, 
“Quarum quae forma pulcherrima Deiopea, 
‘Conubio iungam stabili propriamque dicabo, 
“Omnes ut tecum meritis pro talibus annos 
‘Exigat et pulchra faciat te prole parentem.’ 
£olus haec contra: ‘ Tuus, O regina, quid optes, 
“Explorare labor ; mihi iussa capessere fas est. 
‘Tu mihi quodcumque hoc regni, tu sceptra Iovemque 
“Concilias, tu das epulis accumbere divom, 
“ Nimborumque facis tempestatumque potentem.’ 
Haec ubi dicta, cavum conversa cuspide montem 
Inpulit in latus: ac venti velut agmine facto, 
Qua data porta, ruunt et terras turbine perflant. 
Incubuere mari, totumque a sedibus imis 
Una Eurusque Notusque ruunt creberque procellis 
Africus, et vastos volvunt ad litora fluctus. 
Insequitur clamorque virum stridorque rudentum. 
Eripiunt subito nubes caelumque diemque 
Teucrorum ex oculis ; ponto nox incubat atra. 
Intonuere poli et crebris micat ignibus aether, 
Praesentemque viris intentant omnia mortem. 
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At once Eneas’ limbs are numbed with cold ; 

He groans, and, stretching starwards both his palms 

Thus cries aloud: ‘‘ O thrice and four times blest, 

Whose happy lot before your fathers’ eyes, 

Beneath Troy’s lofty walls to meet your death ! 

Bravest of Danaan race, O Tydeus’ son! 

And could I never fall on Ilium’s plains, 

And by thy right hand shed this life away, 

Where by the weapon of AZacides 

Fierce Hector lies, where huge Sarpedon fell, 

Where caught within his waters Simois rolls 

So many shields, and helms, and bodies brave.” 
E’en midst such reckless words, the whistling blast 

Of Aquilo strikes full upon the sail, 

And dashes high the billows to the stars. 

The oars break short, then turns aside the prow, 

And gives the vessel broad-side to the waves ; 

‘A mountain-steep of waters in their wake 

Towers heaped above them. On the billows’ crest 

These hang suspended, while the yawning gulf 

To these lays bare the land amidst the waves ; 

The boiling tide runs seething with the sand. 

Three ships has Notus caught away, and whirled 

On hidden rocks; these rocks Italians call, 

Lying amid the waves, the Altar-rocks, 

A monstrous ridge on surface of the sea ; 

Three now does Eurus thrust from off the main 

On shallows and on quicksands, rueful sight, 

And dash them on the shoals, and ring them round 

With bank of sand: one ship that had on board 

Faithful Orontes and his Lycian men, 

Before their leader’s eyes, a mighty sea 

Towering above it, smote upon the stern ; 

Then forth was hurled, and prone head foremost rolled 

Her helmsman ; thrice then in that very spot 

The billow whirled her round, and in its wave 

The whirlpool swift devoured her. There appear 

Men swimming in the waters’ wide expanse, 

One here, one there, the arms of men, and planks, 

And Trojan treasure strewn upon the waves. 

Already the stout ship of Ilioneus, 

Now that of brave Achates, that wherein 

Abas was borne, and old Aletes’ craft 

The storm has mastered; their side-seams relaxed, 

They, all of them, let in the unfriendly flood, 

And gape with chinks. 


LIBER I 
Extemplo Aeneae solvuntur frigore membra ; 
Ingemit, et duplices tendens ad sidera palmas 
Talia voce refert: ‘O terque quaterque beati, 
‘Quis ante ora patrum Troiae sub moenibus altis 
‘Contigit oppetere! O Danaum fortissime gentis 
‘Tydide, mene Iliacis occumbere campis 
“Non potuisse tuaque animam hanc effundere dextra, 
‘Saevus ubi Aeacidae telo iacet Hector, ubi ingens 
‘Sarpedon, ubi tot Simois correpta sub undis 
*Scuta virum galeasque et fortia corpora volvit ?’ 
Talia iactanti stridens Aquilone procella 
Velum adversa ferit, fluctusque ad sidera tollit. 
Franguntur remi; tum prora avertit et undis 
Dat latus ; insequitur cumulo praeruptus aquae mons 
Hi summo in fluctu pendent, his unda dehiscens 
Terram inter fluctus aperit ; furit aestus arenis. 
Tres Notus abreptas in saxa latentia torquet ; 
Saxa vocant Itali mediis quae in fluctibus Aras, 
Dorsum inmane mari summo ; tres Eurus ab alto 
In brevia et syrtes urguet (miserabile visu) 
Inliditque vadis atque aggere cingit harenae. 
Unam, quae Lycios fidumque vehebat Oronten, 
Ipsius ante oculos ingens a vertice pontus 
In puppim ferit : excutitur pronusque magister 
Volvitur in caput ; ast illam ter fluctus ibidem 


Torquet agens circum, et rapidus vorat aequore vortex. 


Apparent rari nantes in gurgite vasto, 

Arma virum tabulaeque et Troia gaza per undas. 
Iam validam Ilionei navem, iam fortis Achati, 

Et qua vectus Abas, et qua grandaevus Aletes, 
Vicit hiemps ; laxis laterum compagibus omnes 
Accipiunt inimicum imbrem rimisque fatiscunt. 
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Meanwhile, with grave concern, 

Neptune perceived a turmoil in the sea 
And rumbling loud, and hurricane abroad, 
And his still pools upheaved from lowest depths ; 
And, looking forth upon the deep, upraised 
A placid head from summit of a wave. 
O’er the whole surface, scattered wide, he sees 
AEneas’ fleet, and Trojans whelmed beneath 
The billows and outpouring of the sky. 
Nor were her wiles and vengefulness unmarked 
Of Juno’s brother ; to his side he calls 
Eurus and Zephyrus, then thus he speaks : 
‘Hath such exceeding trust in heavenly birth 
Ta’en hold of you? already do ye dare, 
Ye winds, to mingle sky and land in one, 
Without my leave, and rear these mountain-waves ? 
Whom I anon—but first I must allay 
The troubled waters; after shall ye not 
So lightly pay to me for your misdeeds. 
Hasten your flight, and tell it to your king, 
That not to him but unto me have fallen 
The empire of the sea, and Trident stern. 
He rules the monster crags where thou and thine, 
O Eurus, have your home: in that proud court 
Let AZolus make boast, and there hold sway, 
But keep well barred the prison of the winds.” 

He spake, and quicker than the word allayed 
The swollen waves, and chased the gathered clouds, 
And brought the sunshine back. Cymothoé 
And with her Triton, shouldering, thrust the ships 
From off the jagged rock, while he himself 
Lightens their weight with trident, and lays bare 
The quicksands vast, and makes the waters still, 
And glides with light wheel o’er the tops of waves. 
And as, oft-times when riot has arisen 
Amongst a thronging populace, and minds 
Of baser folk wax wroth, and instantly 
Flies torch and stone, for fury findeth arms, 
Then should they chance to look upon a man 
By goodness and by service dignified, 
They hush, and stand around with ears attent ; 
He sways their hearts with words, and calms their breasts ; 
So stills at once all crashing of the main, 
When forth the father looks across the sea, 
And borne on cloudless sky directs his steeds, 
And flying gives his easy car the rein. 
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Interea Magno miscer1 murmure pontum 
Emussamque hiemem sensit Neptunus et imis 
Stagna refusa vadis, graviter commotus , et alto 
Prospiciens summa placidum caput extulit unda 
Disiectam Aeneae toto videt aequore classem, 
Fluctibus oppressos Troas caelique ruina 
Nec latuere doh fratrem Iunonis et irae 


Eurum ad se Zephyrumque vocat, dehinc talia fatur- 


‘Tantane vos generis tenuit fiducia vestn ? 
‘Iam caelum terramque meo sine numine, Venth, 
‘Mascere, et tantas audetis tollere moles ? 

“Quos ego—sed motos praestat componere fluctus 
“Post mihi non simili poena commuissa luetis 
‘Maturate fugam, regique haec dicite vestro 
‘Non ih imperium pelagi saevumque tridentem, 
‘Sed mthi sorte datum Tenet ile inmania saxa, 
‘Vestras, Eure, domos , ula se 1actet in aula 

‘ Aeolus et clauso ventorum carcere regnet ’ 

Sic ait, et dicto citius tumida aequora placat, 
Collectasque fugat nubes solemque reducit 
Cvmothoe simul et Triton admixus acuto 
Detrudunt naves scopulo , levat 1pse tnidenti 
Et vastas aperit syrtes et temperat aequor, 
Atque rotis summas levibus perlabitur undas 
Ac veluti magno in populo cum saepe coorta est 
Seditio, saevitque animis ignobile volgus, 

Tamque faces et saxa volant, furor arma munistrat 
Tum pietate gravem ac meritis si forte virum quem 
Conspexere, silent arrectisque auribus astant , 

Ille regit dictis animos, et pectora mulcet 

Sic cunctus pelagi cecidit fragor, aequora postquam 
Prospiciens genitor caeloque invectus aperto 

Flectit equos curruque volans dat lora secundo 
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Aineas’ weary sons now strive amain 
To reach the shore that nearest to them lies, 
And turn them toward the coasts of Libya. 
In a long bay there is a spot; an isle 
Forms there a harbour with its sheltering sides, 
On which each wave from off the ocean breaks, 
And parts into far hollows of the shore. 
Vast rocks and twin tall peaks on either side 
Loom upward to the sky; beneath whose crests 
The waters’ broad expanse lies safe and still. 
Behind, a background of the waving woods, 
And darkling grove with fearsome shade o’erhangs. 
Beneath the cliff’s brow with its beetling rocks 
There is a cave, a pleasant rill therein. 
And seats of living stone—the home of nymphs. 
No cables here constrain the weary ships, 
No hooked fluke of anchor holds them fast. 
Hither Aineas enters with his fleet, 
Seven only mustered out of all the tale, 
And, fired with mighty longing for the land 
Troy’s sons go forth and gain the wished-for beach, 
And lay their brine-soaked limbs upon the shore. 
And first Achates struck from flint a spark, 
And caught the fire in leaves, and round it fed 
Dry fuel, and on tinder snatched a flame. 
Then, weary of their fortunes, they undo 
Sea-sodden corn, and baking implements, 
And set themselves to roast within the flames 
And bruise with heavy stone the rescued grain. 
Meanwhile Aineas climbs a peak, and scans 
The whole view seaward far and wide, to see 
If aught of wind-tossed Antheus he discern 
And Phrygian biremes, Capys, or the arms 
Caicus bears upon his lofty stern. 
No ship in sight he sees, but on the shore 
Descries three stags a-roaming, in whose wake 
Whole herds are following, and the long array 
Are browsing through the vales. He halted here, 
Seized in his hand his bow and speedy shafts, 
His weapons that the tried Achates bare, 
And first their very leaders he laid low, 
That hold their heads aloft with branching horns, 
Then routs the common herd, and with his shafts 
Drives all the rabble ’mongst the Jeafy groves, 
Nor ceases till triumphant he has strewn 
Seven mighty carcases upon the ground, 
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Defess1 Aeneadae quae proxima litora cursu 
Contendunt petere, et Libyae vertuntur ad oras 
Est in secessu longo locus imsula portum 
Efficit obiectu laterum, quibus omnis ab alto 
Frangitur mque sinus scindit sese unda reductos 
Hinc atque hinc vastae rupes geminique minantur 
In caelum scopuli, quorum sub vertice late 
Aequora tuta silent tum silvis scaena coruscis 
Desuper horrentique atrum nemus imminet umbra , 
Fronte sub adversa scopulis pendentibus antrum, 
Intus aquae dulces vivoque sedilia saxo, 
Nympharum domus, hic fessas non vincula naves 
Ulla tenent, unco non alligat ancora morsu 
Huc septem Aeneas collectis navibus omnt 
Ex numero subit , ac magno telluns amore 
Egressi optata potiuntur Troes harena 
Et sale tabentes artus in litore ponunt 
Ac primum silici scintillam excudit Achates 
Succepitque ignem folus atque arida circum 
Nutrimenta dedit rapuitque m fomite flammam 
Tum Cererem corruptam undis Cerealiaque arma 
Expediunt fessi rerum, frugesque receptas 
Et torere parant flammuis et frangere saxo 

Aeneas scopulum interea conscendit et omnem 
Prospectum late pelago petit, Anthea si quem 
Iactatum vento videat Phrygiasque biremes, 

Aut Capyn, aut celsis mm puppibus arma Caici 
Navem in conspectu nullam, tres litore ce1vos 
Prospicit errantes , hos tota armenta sequuntur 
A tergo, et longum per valles pascitur agmen 
Constitit hic, arcumque manu celeresque sagittas 
Corripuit, fidus quae tela gerebat Achates, 
Ductoresque ipsos primum, capita alta ferentes 
Cormbus arboreis, sternit , tum volgus et omnem 
Miscet agens telis nemora inter frondea turbam , 
Nec prius absistit, quam septem ingentia victor 
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And made the number of then match his ships. 
Then hastes he to the harbour and allots 
Their shares to all his comrades. Then the wine 
That good Acestes on Trinacrian shore 
Had loaded in the casks, a hero’s gift 
To them departing, he metes out, and soothes 
Their sad hearts with the words: 
““Q, Comrades mine, 

For we were not unversed in ills before, 
O ye that have still weightier trials borne, 
These too the god shall end. Ye have come nigh 
Mad Scylla and her deep resounding rocks, 
And e’en have proven the Cyclopean crags, 
Call courage back, and banish gloomy fear, 
Perchance ye yet in time to come may joy 
As ye remember this. Through various haps 
And many risks to Latium on we press, 
Where fates disclose us undisturbed abodes ; 
There heaven allows Troy’s realm to rise again: 
Bear up, and keep yourselves for better days.” 

Such were his words, and by huge cares depressed 
He feigns an air of hope, and in his heart 
Deep buried holds his grief. They gird themselves 
To dress the booty for their coming feast, 
Tear from the ribs the hide and bare the flesh, 
Some slice and fix on spits the quivering steaks, 
Others set bronzen caldrons on the beach 
And kindle flames beneath. Then they revive 
Their strength with food, and stretched amid the grass, 
Are filled with old wine and with venison rich. 
When hunger by their feast was banishéd, 
And boards removed, in long regretful talk 
They yearn for their lost comrades, wavering 
*Twixt doubt and fear alike, are they to deem 
That still they live, or, in their last distress, 
No longer now can hear them call their names. 
Foremost in grief does good Ai‘neas mourn 
The fate of bold Orontes, Amycus, 
And silently for Lycus’ cruel death, 
For brave Gyas, and brave Cloanthus too. 

And now ’twas ended, when from ether’s height 
Jove, looking down upon the sail-winged sea, 
And outstretched lands, and shores, and peoples wide, 
So came to halt on summit of the sky, 
And bent on Libyan realm his downward gaze. 
When, as he weighed such troubles in his breast, 
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Corpora fundat humi et numerum cum navibus aequet. 


Hinc portum petit, et socios partitur in omnes. 
Vina bonus quae deinde cadis onerarat Acestes 
Litore Trinacrio dederatque abeuntibus heros, 
Dividit, et dictis maerentia pectora mulcet : 

‘O socii (neque enim ignari sumus ante malorum), 
‘O passi graviora, dabit deus his quoque finem. 
‘Vos et Scyllaeam rabiem penitusque sonantes 

‘ Accestis scopulos, vos et Cyclopea saxa 
‘Experti: revocate animos, maestumque timorem 
‘ Mittite ; forsan et haec olim meminisse iuvabit. 

‘ Per varios casus, per tot discrimina rerum 
‘Tendimus in Latium, sedes ubi fata quietas 
‘Ostendunt ; illic fas regna resurgere Troiae. 

‘ Durate, et vosmet rebus servate secundis.’ 

Talia voce refert, curisque ingentibus aeger 
Spem voltu simulat, premit altum corde dolorem. 
Iile se praedae accingunt dapibusque futuris : 
Tergora diripiunt costis et viscera nudant, 

Pars in frusta secant veribusque trementia figunt, 
Litore aéna locant alti flammasque ministrant. 

Tum victu revocant vires, fusique per herbam 
Inplentur veteris Bacchi pinguisque ferinae. 
Postquam exempta fames epulis mensaeque remotae, 
Amissos longo socios sermone requirunt 

Spemque metumque inter dubii, seu vivere credant 
Sive extrema pati nec iam exaudire vocatos 
Praecipue pius Aeneas nunc acris Oronti, 

Nunc Amyci casum gemit et crudelia secum 

Fata Lyci fortemque Gyan fortemque Cloanthum. 

Et iam finis erat, cum Iuppiter aethere summo 
Despiciens mare velivolum terrasque iacentes 
Litoraque et latos populos, sic vertice caeli 
Constitit et Libyae defixit lumina regnis. 

Atque illum tales iactantem pectore curas 
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Sadder than wont, her bright eyes dimmed with tears, 

Venus accosts him. “ Thou that orderest 

With ageless sway mankind and gods alike, 

And awest with thy lightning, ’gainst thy power 

What crime so great could my Atneas work, 

Or what the Trojans, who, though they have borne 

Deaths manifold, yet for Italia’s sake 

Find that the world is wholly barred to them ? 

Yet surely thou did’st proffer me thy word, 

That out of these, one day, as years roll on, 

Aye, out of these, of Teucer’s blood revived 

Romans should rise as leaders, to command 

Both sea and land in universal sway ; 

What new resolve my sire hath altered thee ? 

Here sooth I found me solace for the fall 

Of Troy and her sad ruin, as I weighed 

Fate against fate; now one same fortune dogs 

Men by ill happenings so oft pursued 

What end, great king, dost thou vouchsafe their toils ? 

Antenor, from the midst of Greeks escaped, 

Could safely penetrate the Illyrian bays 

And inmost parts of the Liburnian realms, 

And pass beyond Timavus’ fountain, where, 

Nine-mouthed the sea bursts forth in watery steep, 

Awakening loud murmur in the mount, 

And overwhelms the fields with roaring flood, 

Yet here he placed the town of Patavus 

And Trojan settlements, and named a race 

And hung Troy’s arms ; now lapped in tranquil peace 

He rests: while we, thine offspring, unto whom 

Thy nod assigns the citadel of heaven— 

Grief beyond utterance! our vessels lost, 

Through vengeful wrath of one, are now betrayed, 

And sundered far from shores of Italy. 

Is this the guerdon of our piety ? 

Thus dost thou put us back in sovereign sway ?”’ 
Smiling on her, the sire of men and gods, 

With that same look with which he turns to calm 

The sky and tempest, kissed his daughter’s lips ; 

Thus he then: ‘‘ Cytherea, spare thy fear, 

Unchanged for thee thy children’s fates abide: 

Laviniums’ city and its battlements, 

My promise to thee, thou shalt yet behold, 

And bear exalted to the stars of heaven 

High-souled AEneas, for no fresh resolve 

Hath changed my will. He—for I now will tell, 


LIBER I 
Tristior et lacrimis oculos suffusa nitentes 
Adloquitur Venus: ‘O qui res hominumque deumque 
‘ Aeternis regis imperiis et fulmine terres, 
‘Quid meus Aeneas in te committere tantum, 
‘Quid Troes potuere, quibus tot funera passis 
‘Cunctus ob Italiam terrarum clauditur orbis ? 
‘Certe hinc Romanos olim, volventibus annis, 
‘Hinc fore ductores revocato a sanguine Teucri, 
‘Qui mare, qui terras omni dicione tenerent, 
‘ Pollicitu’s : quae te, genitor, sententia vertit ? 
‘Hoc equidem occasum Troiae tristesque ruinas 
‘Solabar fatis contraria fata rependens ; 
“Nunc eadem fortuna viros tot casibus actos 
‘Insequitur. Quem das finem, rex magne, laborum ? 
‘Antenor potuit mediis elapsus Achivis 
‘Tllyricos penetrare sinus atque intima tutus 
“Regna Liburnorum et fontem superare Timavi, 
‘Unde per ora novem vasto cum murmure montis 
“It mare proruptum et pelago premit arva sonanti. 
‘Hic tamen ille urbem Patavi sedesque locavit 
‘Teucrorum, et genti nomen dedit armaque fixit 
‘Troia, nunc placida compostus pace quiescit : 
“Nos, tua progenies, caeli quibus adnuis arcem, 
‘Navibus, infandum! amissis, unius ob iram 
“ Prodimur atque Italis longe disiungimur oris. 
‘Hic pietatis honos? sic nos in sceptra reponis ?’ 
Olli subridens hominum sator atque deorum 
Voltu, quo caelum tempestatesque serenat, 
Oscula libavit natae, dehinc talia fatur : 
“Parce metu, Cytherea: manent immota tuorum 
“Fata tibi; cernes urbem et promissa Lavini 
“Moenia, sublimemque feres ad sidera caeli 
“Magnanimum Aenean; neque me sententia vertit. 
‘Hic tibi (fabor enim, quando haec te cura remordet, 
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Since preys upon thee this solicitude, 

And will fate’s secrets further still unroll— 
Shall wage for thee huge war in Italy, 

Beat down her haughty peoples, and create 
Laws of the land and dwellings for his men, 

Till the third summer shall have seen his rule 
In Latium, thrice the winter camps been struck, 
Since the Rutulian tribes have borne his sway. 
But then the boy Ascanius, he that bears 

The name Iulus now—’twas Ilus then 

When Ilium’s state stood firm in royal power— 
Shall with his rule complete, month rolled on month, 
Thrice ten great circling years, and then remove 
The sceptre from Lavinium’s settlement, 

And fortify the Long White Town amain. 

Here now for full three hundred years the line 
Of Hector shall the sovereignty maintain, 

Till Ilia, priestess-queen, shall at one birth 
Bring Mars a double offspring. From that time 
Rejoicing in a she-wolf’s tawny hide, 

His foster-mother’s, Romulus shall take 

The race in hand, and found the walls of Mars, 
And call the people Romans from his name. 

To these do I nor bound nor period set, 

For I have given them empire without end. 
Nay cruel Juno who now keeps astir 

The sea, and earth, and heaven in her alarm, 
Shall turn to better counsels, and with me 
Watch o’er the Romans, lords of all the world, 
The togaed race. So hath it pleased my will. 
An age shall come with gliding lustrums when 
Assaracus’ proud line shall subjugate 

Pthia and famed Mycenz, and be lords 

O’er conquered Argos. Czsar shall be born, 
Trojan of lofty ancestry, to bound 

His sway by Ocean, by the stars his fame, 
Julius, a name from great Iulus drawn. 

Him with light heart thou’lt welcome to the sky 
Laden with eastern spoils in days to come ; 

He too shall be invoked with prayers, and then, 
Wars laid aside, fierce ages shall grow mild; 
Hoar Faith and Vesta then, Quirinus too 
Joined with his brother, shall assign them laws ; 
Then shall the cruel gates of war be closed 
With sturdy bolts of iron, and curséd Wrath 
Seated within upon distressful arms, 


LIBER I 

‘Longius et volvens fatorum arcana movebo) 

‘ Bellum ingens geret Italia populosque feroces 
‘Contundet, moresque viris et moenia ponet, 
‘Tertia dum Latio regnantem viderit aestas 
‘Ternaque transierint Rutulis hiberna subactis. 

‘ At puer Ascanius, cui nunc cognomen Iulo 

‘ Additur (Ilus erat, dum res stetit Ilia regno), 

‘ Triginta magnos volvendis mensibus orbes 
‘Imperio explebit, regnumque ab sede Lavini 
‘Transferet, et longam multa vi muniet Albam. 
‘Hic iam ter centum totos regnabitur annos 
“Gente sub Hectorea, donec regina sacerdos 
‘Marte gravis geminam partu dabit Ilia prolem. 
‘Inde lupae fulvo nutricis tegmine laetus 
‘Romulus excipiet gentem, et Mavortia condet 
“Moenia Romanosque suo de nomine dicet. 
‘His ego nec metas rerum nec tempora pono, 
“Imperium sine fine dedi. Quin aspera Iuno, 
“Quae mare nunc terrasque metu caelumque fatigat, 
“Consilia in melius referet, mecumque fovebit 
‘Romanos, rerum dominos, gentemque togatam. 
“Sic placitum. Veniet lustris labentibus aetas, 
“Cum domus Assaraci Phthiam clarasque Mycenas 
‘ Servitio premet ac victis dominabitur Argis. 
‘Nascetur pulchra Troianus origine Caesar, 
“Imperium Oceano, famam qui terminet astris, 
“Tullius, a magno demissum nomen [ulo. 

“Hunc tu olim caelo, spoliis Orientis onustum, 

“ Accipies secura ; vocabitur hic quoque votis. 
‘Aspera tum positis mitescent saecula bellis ; 
‘Cana Fides et Vesta, Remo cum fratre Quirinus 
‘Tura dabunt ; dirae ferro et compagibus artis 
“Claudentur Belli portae ; Furor impius intus 
“Saeva sedens super arma et centum vinctus aenis 
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His hands bound back with hundred knots of bronze, 
And grim with bloodstained mouth, shall roar aloud.” 

These words he spoke, and from on high sent down 
The son of Maia, that the lands and towers 
Of new-built Carthage may for guestship ope’ 
To Teucrians; lest, in ignorance of fate, 
Dido should ward them from her boundaries. 
Through the wide air on oar-like wings he flies 
And quickly lights upon the Libyan shores ; 
Performs Jove’s hest at once, and, since the god 
So willeth it, the Carthaginians lay 
Their fierce intent aside; and first of all 
Their queen toward the Trojans grows to feel 
In mind at ease, and kindly in her heart. 

But good Afneas, pondering all the night 
Full many things, no sooner kindly dawn 
Was risen, resolved to go forth and explore 
New places, and discover to what coasts 
Wind-wafted he has come, who tenant them, 
Men or wild beasts, for waste they plainly are, 
And of his doings bring his comrades word. 
"Neath arching glades and under hollowed cliff 
Compassed about by trees and fearsome shade, 
He hides his fleet from view; and in his hand 
Grasping two spears broad-tipped with iron, himself 
Strides forth, Achates only at his side. 
Then, in the forest depth, there crossed his path 
His mother, wearing maiden’s guise and garb, 
And arms that maiden—be she Spartan—bears ; 
Or like the Thracian queen, Harpalyce, 
Who tires her steeds, and in her flight outstrips 
Winged Hebrus’ waters. For like huntress, she 
Had from her shoulders slung her handy bow 
In wonted way, and let her locks fly loose 
Upon the winds, bare knee’d, her flowing folds 
Gathered in knot ; and, first to speak, she cried 
“Ho, youths, pray tell me if you chanced to see 
One of my sisters roaming here, equipped 
With quiver and with hide of spotted lynx, 
Or, it may be, full cry, in hot pursuit 
Of wild-boar flecked with foam.’ 

So Venus spake. 

And so, in answer, Venus’ son began: 
“None of thy sisters have I heard nor seen, 
O, maiden, how must I address thee, since 
No earthly look, no human voice is thine ? 
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‘Post tergum nodis, fremet horridus ore cruento.’ 
Haec ait, et Maia genitum demittit ab alto, 

Ut terrae utque novae pateant Karthaginis arces 

Hospitio Teucris, ne fati nescia Dido 

Finibus arceret. Volat ille per aera magnum 

Remigio alarum, ac Libyae citus astitit oris. 

Et iam iussa facit, ponuntque ferocia Poeni 

Corda volente deo; in primis regina quietum 

Accipit in Teucros animum mentemque benignam. 
At pius Aeneas, per noctem plurima volvens, 

Ut primum lux alma data est, exire locosque 

Explorare novos, quas vento accesserit oras, 

Qui teneant, nam inculta videt, hominesne feraene, 

Quaerere constituit, sociisque exacta referre. 

Classem in convexo nemorum sub rupe cavata 

Arboribus clausam circum atque horrentibus umbris 

Occulit ; ipse uno graditur comitatus Achate, 

Bina manu lato crispans hastilia ferro. 

Cui mater media sese tulit obvia silva, 

Virginis os habitumque gerens et virginis arma, 

Spartanae, vel qualis equos Threissa fatigat 

Harpalyce volucremque fuga praevertitur Hebrum. 

Namque umeris de more habilem suspenderat arcum 

Venatrix, dederatque comam diffundere ventis, 

Nuda genu nodoque sinus collecta fluentes. 


Ac prior ‘ Heus’ inquit, ‘1uvenes, monstrate, mearum 


* Vidistis si quam hic errantem forte sororum, 
‘ Succinctam pharetra et maculosae tegmine lyncis, 
‘ Aut spumantis apri cursum clamore prementem.’ 
Sic Venus , et Veneris contra sic filius orsus : 


‘Nulla tuarum audita mihi neque visa sororum, 
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* Mortalis, nec vox hominem sonat; o dea certe, 
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Oh! surely thou art goddess, Art thou now 
Sister of Phoebus, or of nymphs’ descent ? 
Be gracious to us, whosoe’er thou art. 
Lighten our toils, and tell us ’neath what sky 
Or on what shores of earth at last we toss. 
Strangers to folk and land alike we roam, 
Driven hither by the wind and mighty waves. 
So, many a victim shall by my right hand 
Fall at thine altars slain.” 

Then Venus spake: 
“Such meed I claim not. Tyrian maids are wont 
To bear the quiver, and bind high the calf 
With purple buskin. Upon Punic realm, 
On men of Tyre, and on Agenor’s town 
Thou lookest now; but Libya lies around, 
A race in war unyielding. Sovereign rule 
Queen Dido holds from town of Tyre gone forth 
To ’scape her brother. Long the tale to tell 
Of wrong, and long its windings, yet will I 
Trace its chief points. Sychzus was her lord, 
Of all Phoenicians wealthiest in land, 
And greatly loved of his unhappy spouse ; 
To whom her sire had given her in her bloom, 
And yoked in early marriage. But the throne 
Of Tyre, Pygmalion, brother to her, held 
More monstrous than all other men in crime, 
Betwixt them then a savage hatred grew. 
He at the altar, impious that he was, 
And blind from love of gold, did secretly 
With dagger take Sychens unawares, 
And of his sister’s fondness had no heed; 
And long concealed the deed, and, evil man, 
Tricked the sad lover with delusive hope 
Thro’ many a vain pretence. But in her dreams 
The ghost himself of her unburied spouse 
Came, and uprearing features wondrous pale, 
Disclosed the cruel altars, and his breast 
sword-pierced, and every hidden crime revealed 
His house had wrought. Then bids her hasten flight 
And leave her fatherland, and in the ground 
Reveals an ancient store to help her way, 
An unknown weight of silver and of gold. 
Moved by this vision, Dido then began 
Her flight and its companions to prepare. 
There met together those that of their lord 
Felt either savage hate or bitter dread ; 
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‘An Phoebi soror an Nympharum sanguinis una ? 
‘Sis felix, nostrumque leves, quaecumque, laborem, 


‘Et, quo sub caelo tandem, quibus orbis in oris 


‘Tactemur, doceas ; ignari hominumque locorumque 


‘Erramus, vento huc vastis et fluctibus acti: 
‘Multa tibi ante aras nostra cadet hostia dextra.’ 
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Tum Venus: ‘ Haud equidem tali me dignor honore ; 


‘ Virginibus Tyriis mos est gestare pharetram, 

‘ Purpureoque alte suras vincire cothurno. 
‘Punica regna vides, Tyrios et Agenoris urbem ; 
“Sed fines Libyci, genus intractabile bello. 
‘Imperium Dido Tyria regit urbe profecta, 
‘Germanum fugiens. Longa est iniuria, longae 

‘ Ambages ; sed summa sequar fastigia rerum. 
‘Huic coniunx Sychaeus erat, ditissimus agri 
‘Phoenicum, et magno miserae dilectus amore, 
‘Cui pater intactam dederat primisque iugarat 
“Omuinibus. Sed regna Tyri germanus habehat 
‘Pygmalion, scelere ante alios inmanior omnes. 
‘Quos inter medius venit furor. Ile Sychaeum 
“Impius ante aras atque auri caecus amore 
‘Clam ferro incautum superat, securus amorum 
‘Germanae ; factumque diu celavit, et aegram 

‘ Multa nalus simulans vana spe lusit amantem. 
‘Ipsa sed in somnis inhumati venit imago 

‘ Coniugis, ora modis attollens pallida miris 
“Crudeles aras traiectaque pectora ferro 
‘Nudavit, caecumque domus scelus omne retexit. 
‘Tum celerare fugam patriaque excedere suadet, 
‘ Auxiliumque viae veteris tellure recludit 

‘ Thesauros, ignotum argenti pondus et auri. 
‘His commota fugam Dido sociosque parabat. 
‘Conveniunt, quibus aut odium crudele tyranni 

‘ Aut metus acer erat ; naves, quae forte paratae, 
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Ships that by chance lay ready there they seize, 

And lade them with the gold. Across the sea, 

Greedy Pygmalion’s wealth is borne away, 

A woman heads the deed. To spots they came, 

Where now thou'lt see huge walls and rising towers 

Of late-built Carthage, and they bought them ground, 

Called Byrsa from the deed, so much as they 

Could with a bull’s hide cast a circle round. 

But ye! pray who are ye, and from what shores 

Are ye now come or whither on your way ?”’ 

Sighing, and drawing from his bosom’s depths 

His words, to her inquiry he replied. 

““OQ Goddess were I from their very source 

To pass in long review, and thou wert free 

To hear the record of our sufferings, 

Ere my tale ended heaven were closéd up, 

And Hesperus were laying day to rest. 

Coming from ancient Troy, if it may hap 

The name of Troy has passéd through your ears, 

When borne o’er diverse seas, by very chance 

A storm has driven us on the Libyan shores, 

I am the good Aineas, who with me 

Am bearing in my fleet the household gods 

Snatched from the foe; by fame am I renowned 

Beyond the skies; for Italy I seek 

As fatherland, who sprung from Jove most high 

With twice ten ships I climbed the Phrygian main, 

And, while my goddess mother showed the way, 

Pursued my destined fates; scarce seven survive 

Shattered by waves and Eurus. I, myself, 

Unknown and needy track the Libyan wastes, 

From Europe and from Asia driven alike.” 

And now, for she no more could bear his plaint, 

Venus brake in amidst his tale of grief. 
“Who’er thou art, beloved of gods, I ween, 

Thou drawest breath of life, since thou art come 

Safe to this Tyrian town. Go thou but on, 

And hie thee to the palace of the queen, 

For of thy friends’ returning, and thy fleet 

Brought back again and by veered Aquilos 

Driven into safety do I bring thee news ; 

Unless my parents, on a mere pretence, 

Taught augury in vain. See those twelve swans 

In band disporting them, whom in clear sky, 

Swooping upon them out of heaven’s expanse 

Jove’s bird was harassing, in lengthened line 
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‘Corripiunt onerantque auro. Portantur avari 
‘ Pygmalionis opes pelago; dux femina facti. 

‘ Devenere locos, ubi nunc ingentia cernes 

‘ Moenia surgentemque novae Karthaginis arcem, 
‘Mercatique solum, facti de nomine Byrsam, 
‘Taurino quantum possent circumdare tergo. 
‘Sed vos qui tandem quibus aut venistis ab oris, 
‘Quove tenetis iter?’ Quaerenti talibus ille 
Suspirans imoque trahens a pectore vocem: 

‘O dea, si prima repetens ab origine pergam, 
‘Et vacet annales nostrorum audire laborum, 
‘Ante diem clauso componat Vesper Olympo. 
“Nos Troia antiqua, si vestras forte per aures 
‘ Troiae nomen iit, diversa per aequora vectos 
‘Forte sua Libycis tempestas adpulit oris, 

“Sum pius Aeneas, raptos qui ex hoste Penates 
“Classe veho mecum, fama super aethera notus. 
‘Italiam quaero;patriam et genus ab Iove summo. 
“ Bis denis Phrygium conscendi navibus aequor, 

“ Matre dea monstrante viam, data fata secutus ; 
‘Vix septem convulsae undis Euroque supersunt. 
‘Ipse ignotus, egens, Libyae deserta peragro, 
‘Europa atque Asia pulsus.’ Nec plura querentem 
Passa Venus medio sic interfata dolore est : 

“ Quisquis es, haud, credo, invisus caelestibus auras 
‘Vitales carpis, Tyriam qui adveneris urbem. 


‘ Perge modo atque hinc te reginae ad limina perfer. 


‘ Namque tibi reduces socios classemque relatam 
‘Nuntio et in tutum versis Aquilonibus actam, 
‘Ni frustra augurium vani docuere parentes. 

‘ Aspice bis senos laetantes agmine cycnos, 

‘ Aetheria quos lapsa plaga Iovis ales aperto 
“Turbabat caelo; nunc terras ordine longo 
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Some now appear alighting on the land, 
Some looking on their fixed alightmg place , 
Returning, how they sport on whirring wings, 
And have im conclave circled round the sky, 
And sung their songs E’en so thy ships and youth 
Are either safe in harbour, or full sail 
Making the entrance. Only go thou on, 
And where the pathway leads thee, point thy steps,” 

She spake no more, and as she turned aside 
Flashed from her rosy neck a gleam of light, 
And from her head her locks ambrosial breathed 
Fragrance divine , down on her very feet 
Her robe fell trailing, and her stately gait 
Revealed her, goddess unmistakable 
He, when his mother then he recognized, 
Pursued her fleeting form with cry like this 
“Why mock so oft thy son with phantoms false, 
Unkind as all the rest? Why now am I 
Denied to clasp thy hand, and in plain speech 
To hear and give reply ?’’ So chides he her, 
And to the city walls directs his way 
But Venus, as they went, with darkling cloud 
Hedged them, and poured thick cloak of mist around 
As goddess might, that none might them discern, 
Nor any touch, nor minister delay, 
Nor of their coming claim to know the cause 
Herself, aloft to Paphos she departs, 
And glad of heart revisits her abodes, 
Where stands her shrine, where hundred altars glow 
With frankincense Saban, and exhale 
An odour of fresh garlands 

They the while 

Press onward where the pathway shews, and now 
Were climbing up the hill, that m full might 
Looms high above the city and looks down 
On bastions fronting it Its huge extent 
7Eneas views with wonder—the mere huts 
Of former days, and wonders at its gates, 
Its din, and paven streets With fiery zeal 
The men of Tyre are hastening, some to raise 
Their walls, and rear with toil their citadel, 
And upward with their hands to roll its blocks 
Others, to choose the place to build their home, 
And trench it round, some are ordaiuing laws, 
And magistrates, and holy senate too 
Here some are digging harbours and some hence 
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‘ Aut capere aut captas iam despectare videntur : 

‘Ut reduces illi ludunt stridentibus alis 

‘Et coetu cinxere polum cantusque dedere, 

‘Haud aliter puppesque tuae pubesque tuorum 

‘ Aut portum tenet aut pleno subit ostia velo. 

‘ Perge modo et, qua te ducit via, dirige gressum.’ 
Dixit, et avertens rosea cervice refulsit, 

Ambrosiaeque comae divinum vertice odorem 

Spiravere, pedes vestis defluxit ad imos, 

Et vera incessu patuit dea. Ile ubi matrem 

Adgnovit, tali fugientem est voce secutus : 

‘Quid natum totiens, crudelis tu quoque, falsis 

‘Ludis imaginibus ? cur dextrae iungere dextram 

‘Non datur, ac veras audire et reddere voces ? ’ 

Talibus incusat, gressumque ad moenia tendit. 

At Venus obscuro gradientes aére saepsit, 

Et multo nebulae circum dea fudit amictu, 

Cernere ne quis eos neu quis contingere posset, 

Molirive moram aut veniendi poscere causas. 

Ipsa Paphum sublimis abit, sedesque revisit 

Laeta suas, ubi templum illi, centumque Sabaeo 

Ture calent arae sertisque recentibus halant. 
Corripuere viam interea, qua semita monstrat : 

Tamque ascendebant collem, qui plurimus urbi 

Imminet adversasque aspectat desuper arces. 

Miratur molem Aeneas, magalia quondam, 

Miratur portas strepitumque et strata viarum. 

Instant ardentes Tyrii, pars ducere muros 

Molirique arcem et manibus subvolvere saxa, 

Pars optare locum tecto et concludere sulco. 

Tura magistratusque legunt sanctumque senatum. 

Hic portus alii effodiunt ; hinc lata theatris 
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Are delving out a theatre’s broad base, 
And hewing mighty columns from the rocks, 
To grace with stately height a future stage. 
Such toil is this as in the summer’s prime 
Makes bees all busy when the sun is high 
Through meadows gay, when from the hive they lead 
The full-grown nurslings of their race, or pack 
Their flowing honey, and distend their cells 
With nectar sweet, or take the comers’ loads, 
Or from their precincts join in bands to drive 
The drones, a lazy herd; hot-haste they work 
And fragrant honey scatters scent of thyme. 
““O, happy ye, whose walls already rise! ”’ 
A&neas cries, and casts his upward gaze 
Upon the city roofs; wondrous to tell, 
Fenced with his cloud, goes in amidst the men, 
And mingles with them, yet is seen by none. 

In very middle of the town there stood 
A grove rejoicing in abundant shade, 
Spot where at first the Carthaginians, tossed 
By wave and whirlwind, dug from out of the ground 
The emblem queenly Juno had disclosed, 
A charger’s head; for so the race should prove 
In war distinguished, and the ages through 
Gain easy sustenance. Here Sidon-born 
Dido was building an enormous shrine 
To Juno, with abundant gifts enriched 
And with the goddess’ presence, and from steps 
Its bronzen entrance rose, its beams bronze-bound, 
And creaked the hinge beneath the bronzen doors. 
’Twas in this grove that first strange accident 
Eased their alarm; here first Aineas dared 
Have hope of safety, and a firmer trust 
In troubled fortunes. For the while he waits 
Expectant of their queen, and one by one 
Scans close each thing within that mighty shrine, 
Wonders how fair the city’s destinies, 
How skilled its craftsmen’s hands in rivalry, 
How hard their toil of labour, he descries 
The Ilian battles in due order shown, 
The wars already told through all the world, 
Sees there the sons of Atreus, Priam, too, 
Achilles also, bitter foe to both. 
He stood and, weeping, cried: ‘“‘ What place is there 
Still left, Achates, in the world, what spot 
That is not full of our disastrous tale ? 
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Fundamenta petunt alii, inmanesque columnas 
Rupibus excidunt, scaenis decora alta futuris: 
Qualis apes aestate nova per florea rura 
Exercet sub sole labor, cum gentis adultos 
Educunt fetus, aut cum liquentia mella 
Stipant, et dulci distendunt nectare cellas, 
Aut onera accipiunt venientum, aut agmine facto 
Ignavum fucos pecus a praesepibus arcent ; 
Fervet opus, redolentque thymo fragrantia mella. 
‘O fortunati, quorum iam moenia surgunt ! ’ 
Aeneas ait, et fastigia suspicit urbis. 
Infert se saeptus nebula (mirabile dictu) 
Per medios miscetque viris, neque cernitur ulli. 
Lucus in urbe fuit media, laetissimus umbrae, 
Quo primum iactati undis et turbine Poeni 
Effodere loco signum, quod regia Iuno 
Monstrarat, caput acris equi: sic nam fore bello 
Egregiam et facilem victu per saecula gentem. 
Hic templum Iunoni ingens Sidonia Dido 
Condebat, donis opulentum et numine divae, 
Aerea cui gradibus surgebant limina nexaeque 
Aere trabes, foribus cardo stridebat aenis. 
Hoc primum in luco nova res oblata timorem 
Leniit ; hic primum Aeneas sperare salutem 
Ausus et adflictis melius confidere rebus. 
Namque sub ingenti lustrat dum singula templo 
Reginam opperiens, dum, quae fortuna sit urbi, 
Artificumque manus inter se operumque laborem 
Miratur, videt Iliacas ex ordine pugnas 
Bellaque iam fama totum volgata per orbem, 


Atridas Priamumque et saevom ambobus Achillem. 
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Constitit, et lacrimans ‘ Quis iam locus,’ inquit, ‘ Achate, 


* Quae regio in terris nostri non plena laboris ? 
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See Priam there, e’en here do noble deeds 

Win their own recompense, here trouble hath 

Her tears, and here men’s sorrows touch the heart 

Let go thy fears, for this renown we bear 

Some safety shall afford thee’’ So he spake, 

And on the idle picturing feeds his thought, 

Oft groaning, and with tears that flowed apace 

Moistens his cheek , for he was marking how 

Warring round Pergamos, this side the Greeks 

Were fleeing, and Troy’s warriors in pursuit , 

And here the Phrvgians fled, and in his car 

Crested Achilles pressing on them hard 

And, weeping, not far hence he recognized 

The white sailed tents of Rhesus, which, betrayed 

In their first sleep, Tydides’ bloodstained hand 

With slaughter great was making desolate, 

And turned his fiery steeds toward the camp, 

Ere they Troy’s pasture tasted, and had drunk 

Of Xanthus stream Elsewhere 1s Troilus, 

Flying, his arms flung from him—luckless boy, 

Who met Achilles in unequal fight— 

Dragged by his steeds and hanging—head thrown back 

From empty car, yet grasping still the rems , 

His neck and locks are trailing on the ground, 

And by his down-turned spear the dust 1s scored 

The while with locks dishevelled Ian dames 

Were wending to unkindly Pallas’ shrine, 

Bearing the sacred robe, in suppliant guise 

Of mourners, smiting with the palm thew breasts— 

The goddess, turning from them, keeps her gaze 

Fast-fixed upon the ground Achilles there 

Had thrice dragged Hector round the walls of Troy, 

And fain would sell his lifeless corpse for gold 

Then bitter of a truth the groan he heaved 

Deep from his breast, when he beheld the spouls, 

The car nay e’en the body of his friend 

And Priam stretching forth his helpless hand— 

Saw too himself, with Argive chiefs engaged, 

And Eastern warriors, and black Memnon’s arms 

Here mad for war Penthesilea leads 

Her bands of crescent-shielded Amazons, 

The fiery heart amongst the thousands there , 

"Neath one bared breast the war-queen binds a loop 

Of gold, and, maiden, dares to fight with men 
To Dardan-born AZneas while this seems 

A wondrous sight, while dazed and motionless 
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‘En Priamus! Sunt hic etiam sua praemia laudi ; 
‘Sunt lacrimae rerum et mentem mortalia tangunt. 
‘Solve metus; feret haec aliquam tibi fama salutem.’ 
Sic ait, atque animum pictura pascit inani 
Multa gemens, largoque umectat flumine voltum. 465 
Namque videbat, uti bellantes Pergama circum 
Hac fugerent Graii, premeret Troiana iuventus ; 
Hac Phryges, instaret curru cristatus Achilles. 
Nec procul hinc Rhesi niveis tentoria velis 
Agnoscit lacrimans, primo quae prodita somno 470 
Tydides multa vastabat caede cruentus, 
Ardentesque avertit equos in castra, priusquam 
Pabula gustassent Troiae Xanthumque bibissent. 
Parte alia fugiens amissis Troilus armis, 
Infelix puer atque inpar congressus Achill, 475 
Fertur equis curruque haeret resupinus inani, 
Lora tenens tamen ; huic cervixque comaeque trahuntur 
Per terram, et versa pulvis inscribitur hasta. 
Interea ad templum non aequae Palladis 1bant 
Crinibus Iliades passis peplumque ferebant, 480 
Suppliciter tristes et tunsae pectora palmis : 
Diva solo fixos oculos aversa tenebat. 
Ter circum Iliacos raptaverat Hectora muros 
Exanimumque auro corpus vendebat Achilles. 
Tum vero ingentem gemitum dat pectore ab imo, 485 
Ut spolia, ut currus, utque ipsum corpus amici 
Tendentemque manus Priamum conspexit inermes. 
Se quoque principibus permixtum adgnovit Achivis, 
Eoasque acies et nigri Memnonis arma. 
Ducit Amazonidum lunatis agmina peltis 490 
Penthesilea furens, mediisque in millibus ardet, 
Aurea subnectens exsertae cingula mammae, 
Bellatrix, audetque viris concurrere virgo. 
Haec dum Dardanio Aeneae miranda videntur, 
Dum stupet obtutuque haeret defixus in uno, 495 
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In one rapt gaze he stands, towards the shrine 

The queen draws onward, Dido, full of grace, 

A mighty crowd of warriors thronging round. 

As on Eurota’s banks, or Cynthus’ heights, 

Diana leads the dances, in whose train 

On either side a thousand Oreads crowd ; 

A quiver from her shoulders slung she bears, 

And, stepping, towers o’er all the goddesses, 

While joy thrills through Latona’s quiet breast ; 

Such one was Dido, such with joyous mien 

She moved among them, urging on their work 

To build her realms. Then at the goddess’ gates, 

Midmost the shrine’s arched vault she took her seat, 

Fenced round with arms, upon her high-raised throne ; 

And laws and statutes to her subjects gave, 

And in fair portions meted out the toil 

Of tasks, or else assigned to them by lot. 

When suddenly Aéneas sees approach 

Antheus, Sergestus, and Cloanthus brave, 

And other Trojans, a great concourse round, 

Whom the black whirl had scattered o’er the deep, 

And borne them right away to other shores. 

At once AEneas stood amazed, at once 

Achates was transfixed by joy and dread, 

Eager their longing grew to clasp their hands, 

But unknown issues make their minds afraid. 

They hide their yearnings, and in hollow cloud 

Encloaked, observe what luck befalls the men ; 

Mark on what shore they leave their fleet, and why 

Are coming here—for, drawn from all the ships, 

To crave indulgence they were on their way, 

And ’mid loud clamour making for the shrine. 
When they were entered, and before them all 

Free leave to speak was given, then Ilioneus, 

Their aged chief, with dauntless heart began. 

“OQ queen, to whom Jove hath permission given 

To found thee a new city, and to curb 

Proud nations by just rule, we, Troy’s poor sons, 

Borne o’er all seas by wind, make thee our prayer : 

Guard thou our vessels from the cruel flames, 

Take pity on our righteous race, and look 

Upon our fortunes with more kindly eye. 

Not come are we with sword to waste the homes 

Of Libya, nor drive off to the shore 

Our captured spoil, not so fierce-natured we, 

Nor have the conquered such o’erbearing pride. 
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Regina ad templum, forma pulcherrima Dido, 
Incessit magna iuvenum stipante caterva. 
Qualis in Eurotae ripis aut per iuga Cynthi 
Exercet Diana choros, quam mille secutae 
Hinc atque hinc glomerantur Oreades ; ilia pharetram 
Fert umero, gradiensque deas supereminet omnes ; 
Latonae tacitum pertemptant gaudia pectus : 
Talis erat Dido, talem se laeta ferebat 
Per medios, instans operi regnisque futuris, 
Tum foribus divae, media testudine templi, 
Saepta armis, solioque alte subnixa resedit. 
Tura dabat legesque viris, operumque laborem 
Partibus aequabat iustis aut sorte trahebat ; 
Cum subito Aeneas concursu accedere magno 
Anthea Sergestumque videt fortemque Cloanthum, 
Teucrorumque alios, ater quos aequore turbo 
Dispulerat penitusque alias avexerat oras. 
Obstupuit simul ipse, simul percussus Achates 
Laetitiaque metuque: avidi coniungere dextras 
Ardebant, sed res animos incognita turbat. 
Dissimulant et nube cava speculantur amicti, 
Quae fortuna viris, classem quo litore linquant, 
Quid veniant : cunctis nam lecti navibus ibant 
Orantes veniam, et templum clamore petebant. 
Postquam introgressi et coram data copia fandi, 
Maximus Ilioneus placido sic pectore coepit : 
“O regina, novam cui condere Iuppiter urbem 
‘Iustitiaque dedit gentes frenare superbas, 
‘Troes te miseri, ventis maria omnia vecti, 
‘Oramus: prohibe infandos a navibus ignes, + 
‘Parce pio generi, et propius res aspice nostras. 
‘Non nos aut ferro Libycos populare penates 
‘Venimus aut raptas ad litora vertere praedas ; 
‘Non ea vis animo nec tanta superbia victis. 
‘Est locus, Hesperiam Graii cognomine dicunt, 
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There is a place by Greeks Hesperia named, 

An olden country, powerful in arms 

And fertile soil ; C£notrians peopled it ; 

Now from their leader’s name the later folk 
Have called the land Italia, so ’tis said. 

Hither were we sailing when, with sudden swell, 
Stormy Orion rose, and carried us 

On hidden shoals, and scattered us afar 

By Auster’s wanton blasts amid the waves 

And ’mid the trackJess rocks, while seas o’erwhelmed ; 
But few, have we swum hither to your shore. 
What race of men is this? What land so rude 
To let such custom be? We are debarred 

The guest’s allowance of your sandy shore ; 
They stir up war, and will not let us plant 

Our feet upon the outskirt of your land. 

If man and arms of mortals ye despise, 

Still count that gods take note of right and wrong. 
A king we had, Aéneas, none more true, 

More upright, none in war and arms more great, 
And if the fates still keep our chief alive, 

If still he feed upon the air of heaven, 

And rest not yet beneath the cruel shades, 

No fear have we, that thou should’st e’er repent 
In friendship’s vying to have striven the first, 
Towns have we too in Sicily, and arms, 

And famed Acestes is of Trojan blood. 

Grant us your leave to draw our fleet ashore, 
Tossed by the winds, and in your woods refit 
Our beams, and trim your branches for our oars; 
That, if, our comrades and our king restored, 
Tis ours to make for Italy, we may 

Seek Italy and Latium light of heart. 

But, if our help be gone, and Libyan deep 

Hold thee, good father of the Trojan race, 

And of Iulus now no hope remain, 

Still, at the least, to the Sicilian straits 

And homes made ready whence we hither sailed, 
And to the king Acestes let us go.” 

So pleaded Ilioneus, and one and all 

The Dardans hum of approbation raised. 

Then briefly Dido, downward gazing, spake: 
“Loose from your heart, your fear, ye men of Troy, 
And lay your cares aside. Harsh circumstance 
And newness of my realm constrain me now 
To take these pains, and far and wide to set 
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‘Terra antiqua, potens armis atque ubere glaebae ; 

‘Oenotri coluere viri; nunc fama minores 

‘Italiam dixisse ducis de nomine gentem ; 

‘Hic cursus fuit, 

‘Cum subito adsurgens fluctu nimbosus Orion 535 

‘In vada caeca tulit, penitusque procacibus Austris 

‘ Perque undas superante salo perque invia saxa 

‘Dispulit : huc pauci vestris adnavimus oris. 

“Quod genus hoc hominum? quaeve hunc tam barbara 
morem 

‘Permittit patria ? hospitio prohibemur harenae ; 540 

‘Bella cient, primaque vetant consistere terra. 

“Si genus humanum et mortalia temnitis arma, 

‘ At sperate deos memores fandi atque nefandi. 

‘Rex erat Aeneas nobis, quo iustior alter 

‘Nec pietate fuit nec bello maior et armis: 545 

“Quem si fata virum servant, si vescitur aura 

‘ Aetheria neque adhuc crudelibus occubat umbris, 

“Non metus officio ne te certasse priorem 

‘Paeniteat : sunt et Siculis regionibus urbes 

‘Armaque, Troianoque a sanguine clarus Acestes, 550 

“Quassatam ventis liceat subducere classem 

‘Et silvis aptare trabes et stringere remos, 

‘Si datur Italiam soctis et rege recepto 

“Tendere, ut Italiam laeti Latiumque petamus ; 

“Sin absumpta salus, et te, pater optime Teucrum, 555 

“Pontus habet Libyae nec spes iam restat luli, 

‘ At freta Sicaniae saltem sedesque paratas, 

“Unde huc advecti, regemque petamus Acesten.’ 

Talibus Ilioneus ; cuncti simul ore fremebant 

Dardanidae. 560 

Tum breviter Dido voltum demissa profatur : 
“Solvite corde metum, Teucri, secludite curas. 
‘Res dura et regni novitas me talia cogunt 
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Watch o’er my borders. Who can fail to know 

The race of the Aineadz, Troy’s town 

Who knoweth not ? Its deeds and doughty men, 

And all the kindlings of that mighty war ? 

We Carthaginians bear not breasts so dull, 

Nor does Sol yoke his steeds so far away 

From this our Tyrian town. If you should choose 

Either the great West land and Saturn’s fields, 

Or boundaries of Eryx and your king 

Acestes, I will speed you safely hence 

With furtherance, and aid you of my store. 

Or, would you settle in these realms with me 

On equal terms ? the town I build is yours ; 

Draw up your ships; Trojan and man of Tyre 

Shall at my hands be treated both alike. 

And well I would your king himself were here, 

Eneas, driven by that same southern blast. 

Along my shores will I indeed send forth 

Trustworthy men and give command to search 

The farthest bounds of Libya, if he, 

Shipwrecked, be roaming in its woods or towns.” 
Their courage lifted by these words, alike 

‘Achates brave and sire Aineas longed 

Ere this to burst their cloud. Achates first 

Addressed AEneas: ‘Son to goddess born, 

What purpose now uprises in thy breast? 

Thou see’st that all is safe, our fleet and friends 

Regained. But one is gone from us, and him, 

Ourselves beheld submerged amid the wave ; 

The rest thy mother’s prophecy befits.” 

Scarce had he spoken this, when suddenly 

The mist poured round them parted and dissolved 

To cloudless air. A®neas stood revealed, 

And shone in the clear light in countenance 

And shoulders like a god: for she herself, 

His mother, had shed o’er her son a wealth 

Of comely locks, and rosy bloom of youth, 

And breathed a joyous lustre in his eyes ; 

Such grace as skilful fashioning imparts 

To ivory, or when some silver thing, 

Or Parian stone is cased in yellow gold. 

Then thus he addressed their queen, and suddenly 

Spake with unlooked-for presence to them all: 

‘“ Here am I, plain to see, the one you seek, 

Trojan AEneas, snatched from Libyan wave. 

O thou who did’st alone compassionate 
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‘ Moliri et late fines custode tueri. 

‘ Quis genus Aeneadum, quis Troiae nesciat urbem 
‘ Virtutesque virosque aut tanti incendia belli ? 
‘Non obtusa adeo gestamus pectora Poeni, 

‘Nec tam aversus equos Tyria Sol iungit ab urbe. 
‘Seu vos Hesperiam magnam Saturniaque arva 

‘ Sive Erycis fines regemque optatis Acesten, 

‘ Auxilio tutos dimittam opibusque iuvabo. 
‘Voltis et his mecum pariter considere regnis ? 


‘Urbem quam statuo, vestra est ; subducite naves ; 


‘Tros Tyriusque mihi nullo discrimine agetur. 
‘ Atque utinam rex ipse Noto compulsus eodem 
‘ Adforet Aeneas! equidem per litora certos 

‘ Dimittam et Libyae lustrare extrema iubebo, 
‘Si quibus eiectus silvis aut urbibus errat.’ 

His animum arrecti dictis et fortis Achates 
Et pater Aeneas iamdudum erumpere nubem 
Ardebant. Prior Aenean compellat Achates : 
“Nate dea, quae nunc animo sententia surgit ? 
‘Omnia tuta vides, classem sociosque receptos. 
‘ Unus abest, medio in fluctu quem vidimus ipsi 
‘Submersum ; dictis respondent cetera matris.’ 
Vix ea fatus erat, cum circumfusa repente 
Scindit se nubes et in aethera purgat apertum. 
Restitit Aeneas claraque in luce refulsit 
Os umerosque deo similis ; namque ipsa decoram 
Caesariem nato genetrix lumenque iuventae 
Purpureum et laetos oculis adflarat honores : 
Quale manus addunt ebori decus, aut ubi flavo 
Argentum Pariusve lapis circumdatur auro. 
Tum sic reginam adloquitur cunctisque repente 
Improvisus ait: ‘Coram, quem quaeritis, adsum 
‘Troius Aeneas, Libycis ereptus ab undis. 

‘O sola infandos Troiae miserata labores, 
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The sufferings of Troy past telling of, 

Who grantest fellowship of town and hearth 

To us scant remnant that the Greeks have left, 

By all disasters both of land and sea 

Now sorely spent, in neediness of all, 

No power have we queen Dido, no, nor power 

Has all the Dardan race, whate’er of it 

Is anywhere, dispersed the wide world o’er, 

To pay thee worthy thanks. To thee may gods 

Bring meet reward, if any deities 

Regard the good, if anywhere exist 

Justice, and mind of conscious rectitude. 

How blest the ages that brought thee to birth! 

How great the parents that such child begat ! 

Long as the rivers into seas shall flow, 

Long as the shadows sweep the mountain slopes, 

Long as the heaven shall feed its flock of stars, 

Thine honour, fame, and praises e’er shall last, 

Whatever lands do summon me away.” 

So having said, he rushes forth to grasp 

With right hand his belovéd Ilioneus, 

And with the left Serestus, then the rest, 

The brave Gyas, and brave Cloanthus too. 
Sidonian Dido first in wonder marked 

His presence, then the hero’s fell mishaps, 

And thus addressed him. “O thou goddess-born 

What evil fortune through such perils still 

Pursues thy path? To these unkindly shores, 

What forceful fate impels thee? Art thou then 

The great Atneas whom fair Venus bare 

Beside the stream of Phrygian Simois, 

Dardan Anchises’ son? And I forsooth 

Mind me, how, banished from his father’s shores, 

Teucer to Sidon came, and sought new realms 

By Belus’ aid: my father Belus then 

Was wasting fertile Cyprus with the sword 

And holding it in his victorious sway. 

Right from that time familiar were to me 

Troy’s fall, thy name, and the Pelasgian kings. 

Himself, their foe, he would oft-times extol 

The Teucrians with marked praise, and would maintain 

That he was sprung from Teucer’s ancient race. 

Then come, brave men, and enter now my halls. 

My fate, like yours, required that tossed about 

Through many perils I at last should rest 

Upon this land, and knowing sorrow well, 
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‘Quae nos, reliquias Danaum, terraeque marisque 

‘Omnibus exhaustos iam casibus, omnium egenos 

‘Urbe domo socias, grates persolvere dignas 

‘Non opis est nostrae, Dido, nec quidquid ubique est 

‘Gentis Dardaniae, magnum quae sparsa per orbem. 

‘ Di tibi, si qua pios respectant numina, si quid 

‘Usquam iustitia est et mens sibi conscia recti, 

‘ Praemia digna ferant. Quae te tam laeta tulerunt 

‘Saecula ? qui tanti talem genuere parentes ? 

‘In freta dum fluvii current, dum montibus umbrae 

‘Lustrabunt convexa, polus dum sidera pascet, 

‘Semper honos nomenque tuum laudesque manebunt, 

‘Quae me cumque vocant terrae.’ Sic fatus amicum 

Ilionea petit dextra, laevaque Serestum, 

Post alios, fortemque Gyan fortemque Cloanthum. 
Obstupuit primo aspectu Sidonia Dido, 

Casu deinde viri tanto, et sic ore locuta est : 

“Quis te, nate dea, per tanta pericula casus 

“Insequitur ? quae vis immanibus applicat oris ? 

“Tune ille Aeneas, quem Dardanio Anchisae 

‘Alma Venus Phrygii genuit Simoentis ad undam ? 

‘Atque equidem Teucrum memini Sidona venire 

‘Finibus expulsum patriis, nova regna petentem 

‘ Auxilio Beli; genitor tum Belus opimam 

‘Vastabat Cyprum et victor ditione tenebat. 

‘Tempore iam ex illo casus mihi cognitus urbis 

‘Troianae nomenque tuum regesque Pelasgi. 

‘Ipse hostis Teucros insigni laude ferebat, 

‘Seque ortum antiqua Teucrorum a stirpe volebat. 

‘Quare agite o tectis, iuvenes, succedite nostris. 

‘Me quoque per multos similis fortuna labores 

‘Tactatam hac demum voluit consistere terra : 

‘Non ignara mali miseris succurrere disco.’ 
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I learn the way to succour the distressed.”’ 
So spake she: and within her queenly roof 
At once she leads Aineas, and at once 
Due offerings at the shrines of gods proclaims ; 
While to his comrades by the shore she sends 
Oxen a score, a hundred bristly-backed 
Huge swine, and with their ewes a hundred lambs, 
Fat ones, her gift upon the festal day. 
Now gaily was the palace decked within 
With royal luxury, and ’midst its halls 
They lay the banquet; coverlets enwrought 
Deftly with lordly purple, on the board 
Great weight of silver, and enchased in gold, 
Their ancestors’ brave deeds, a chain prolonged 
Of story linked through many valiant men 
Right from the olden birth-time of the race. 

AEneas—for a father’s loving heart 
Left not his mind to rest—sends on in front 
The swift Achates to the ships, to bear 
Ascanius tidings, and to bring the boy 
In person to the walls ; for fully set 
Upon Ascanius his fond parent’s love. 
Gifts furthermore from [lium’s ruins snatched 
He bids them bring, the long robe hanging stiff 
With golden broidery, and woven veil 
Wrought round with yellow bearsfoot, ornaments 
Of Argive Helen, that she bore away 
Out of Mycenz’s town when on her road 
To Pergamos and nuptials not allowed—; 
Her mother Leda’s present, marvellous ; 
The sceptre furthermore that Ilioné 
Eldest of Priam’s daughters, erst had borne, 
And beaded necklet for the throat, and crown 
With double tier of jewels and of gold. 
speeding these hests, Achatessto the ships 
Was on his way. 

But Cytherea plans 

Fresh wiles and fresh devices in her heart, 
How Cupid, changed in feature and in mien 
In place of sweet Ascanius may come, 
And with his gifts the queen’s mad love inflame, 
And in her bones enwrap the fire of love: 
Ay, for in truth she fears that fickle house, 
And two-tongued Tyrians ; Juno’s wrath her bane, 
And fresh with fall of night her care returns. 
So in these words to winged Love she cries ; 
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Sic memorat; simul Aenean in regia ducit 
Tecta, simul divom templis indicit honorem. 
Nec minus interea sociis ad litora mittit 
Viginti tauros, magnorum horrentia centum 
Terga suum, pingues centum cum matribus agnos, 
Munera laetitiamque dii. 
At domus interior regali splendida luxu 
Instruitur, mediisque parant convivia tectis : 
Arte laboratae vestes ostroque superbo, 
Ingens argentum mensis, caelataque in auro 
Fortia facta patrum, series longissima rerum 
Per tot ducta viros antiqua ab origine gentis. 
Aeneas (neque enim patrius consistere mentem 
Passus amor) rapidum ad naves praemittit Achaten, 
Ascanio ferat haec, ipsumque ad moenia ducat ; 
Omnis in Ascanio cari stat cura parentis. 
Munera praeterea Iliacis erepta ruinis 
Ferre iubet, pallam signis auroque rigentem 
Et circumtextum croceo velamen acantho, 
Ornatus Argivae Helenae, quos illa Mycenis, 
Pergama cum peteret inconcessosque hymenaeos, 
Extulerat, matris Ledae mirabile donum ; 
Praeterea sceptrum, Ilione quod gesserat olim, 
Maxima natarum Priami, colloque monile 
Bacatum et duplicem gemmis auroque coronam. 
Haec celerans iter ad naves tendebat Achates. 
At Cytherea novas artes, nova pectore versat 
Consilia, ut faciem mutatus et ora Cupido 
Pro dulci Ascanio veniat, donisque furentem 
Incendat reginam atque ossibus implicet ignem. 
Quippe domum timet ambiguam Tyriosque bilingues ; 
Urit atrox Iuno, et sub noctem cura recursat. 
Ergo his aligerum dictis affatur Amorem : 
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‘My son, my strength, sole source of all my power, 
Son who dost scorn e’en the great father’s bolts 
Which slew Typhceus, unto thee I fly, 
And suppliant claim thy heavenly aid; for thou 
Knowest, and at our grieving oft hast grieved, 
How on the main neas, brother thine, 
Around all shores by bitter Juno’s hate, 
Is buffeted. Phoenician Dido now 
Holds him and stays him with her flattering words ; 
I dread withal to what the welcome tends 
That Juno gives; she will not prove remiss 
At such a very crisis of affairs. 
So to forestall her by my craft I plan, 
And ring the queen around with passion’s flame, 
That by no power of gods her heart she change, 
But by the thraldom of AEneas’ love 
Be holden with me. My device now learn 
By which thou may’st avail to compass that. 
The royal youth, chief object of my care, 
Prepares to journey to the Tyrian town 
At his fond sire’s injunction bearing gifts 
Which stormy seas and flames of Troy survive. 
Him, lulled to sleep upon Cythera’s heights 
Or on Idalium, in my sacred home 
Safe will I hide, that he may have no power 
To know my wiles or cross them ere they’re done. 
Thou therefore for one single night—no more— 
Assume by craft his likeness, and, a boy, 
Put on the well-known features of the boy, 
So that when Dido at the royal feast, 
And midst of draughts Lyzan, full of joy 
Shall take thee to her bosom, and shall fling 
Embraces round thee, and sweet kisses print, 
Thou may’st upon her breathe the hidden flame, 
And with the poison blind her.”’ Love obeys 
The words of his fond mother, doffs his wings, 
And jovfully adopts Iulus’ gait. 
But Venus through Ascanius limbs diffused 
A calming sleep, and, fondled in her lap, 
The goddess bears him to Idalium’s height 
Grove-covered, where sweet marjoram with flowers 
And odours clasps him in its pleasant shade. 
And Cupid now, obedient to her word, 
Was on his way, and bearing royal gifts 
To Tyrians, of Achates’ guidance glad. 

And when he came, the queen had ranged her robes 
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‘Nate, meae vires, mea magna potentia solus, 
‘Nate, Patris summi qui tela Typhoia temnis, 

‘ Ad te confugio et supplex tua numina posco. 
‘Frater ut Aeneas pelago tuus omnia circum 

‘ Litora iactetur odiis Iunonis acerbae, 

‘Nota tibi, et nostro doluisti saepe dolore. 
‘Nunc Phoenissa tenet Dido blandisque moratur 
‘Vocibus ; et vereor, quo se Iunonia vertant 
‘Hospitia ; haud tanto cessabit cardine rerum. 
‘Quocirca capere ante dolis et cingere flamma 
‘Reginam meditor, ne quo se numine mutet, 
‘Sed magno Aeneae mecum teneatur amore. 


‘Qua facere id possis, nostram nunc accipe mentem : 


‘ Regius accitu cari genitoris ad urbem 
“Sidoniam puer ire parat, mea maxima cura, 
“Dona ferens pelago et flammis restantia Troiae ; 
‘Hunc ego sopitum somno super alta Cythera 
‘Aut super Idalium sacrata sede recondam, 
‘Ne qua scire dolos mediusve occurrere possit. 
“Tu faciem illius noctem non amplius unam 
‘Falle dolo et notos pueri puer indue vultus, 
“Ut, cum te gremio accipiet laetissima Dido 
‘Regales inter mensas laticemque Lyaeum, 
“Cum dabit amplexus atque oscula dulcia figet, 
“Occultum inspires ignem fallasque veneno.’ 
Paret Amor dictis carae genetricis, et alas 
Exuit et gressu gaudens incedit Juli. 

At Venus Ascanio placidam per membra quietem 
Inrigat, et fotum gremio dea tollit in altos 
Idaliae lucos, ubi mollis amaracus illum 
Floribus et dulci adspirans complectitur umbra. 
Iamque ibat dicto parens et dona Cupido 
Regia portabat Tyriis duce laetus Achate. 

Cum venit, aulaeis iam se regina superbis 
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"Neath royal tapestries on golden couch, 

And took the central place. Already now 

The sire Aeneas and the Trojan youth 

Meet, and on purple strewn abroad recline. 

The waiting men bring water for their hands, 
Bring bread from out the baskets, and present 
Towels with close-shorn nap. Within the halls 
Are fifty maidens who have charge to pile 

In ordered course the lasting store, and burn 
Sweet scented incense to their household gods : 
A hundred other maids, and waiting men 

Like number of like age, are there to load 

The board with viands, and set on the cups. 
And Tyrians likewise in their throngs have flocked 
Within those joyous thresholds, by command 
Upon the broidered couches to recline. 

With wonderment they view /Eneas’ gifts. 
With wonder view Iulus, and the god’s 

Bright glowing visage, and his feignéd words, 
The robe and veil with yellow bearsfoot gay. 
Foremost the Tyrian Queen, ill-starred, foredoomed 
To coming bane, can never sate her soul 

And gazing grows aflame, from love alike 

Both of the boy and of the gifts he bears. 
When he, clasped round Aineas’ neck had hung, 
And his pretended sire’s deep love fulfilled, 

He to the queen betakes him. She, with eyes 
And her whole soul, is riveted to him, 

And fondles him oft-times upon her lap, 

Dido, who knows not what a mighty god 

Is nestling in her bosom to her woe. 

But he, his Acidalian mother’s words 
Remembering, by step on step begins 

To blot Sychzus out, and seeks to storm 
Feelings that erst long while had listless grown, 
And unfamiliar heart, with living love. 

When the first stillness o’er the banquet came, 
And tables were removed, great bowls they bring, 
And crown their wine. Within the halls a din 
Arises, and the hum of voices rolls 
Through spacious chambers; lighted lamps hang down 
From golden ceilings, and the torch aflame 
Is master of the night. Anon the queen 
Calls for her goblet, with its weight of gems, 
And gold, and fills it with unmixen wine ; 
Goblet that Belus had been wont to use, 
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Aurea composuit sponda mediamque locavit ; 
Iam pater Aeneas et 1am Troiana iuventus 
Conveniunt, stratoque super discumbitur ostro. 
Dant manibus famuli lymphas, Cereremque canistris 
Expediunt tonsisque ferunt mantelia villis. 
Quinquaginta intus famulae, quibus ordine longam 
Cura penum struere et flammis adolere penates ; 
Centum aliae totidemque pares aetate ministri, 
Qui dapibus mensas onerent et pocula ponant. 
Nec non et Tyrii per limina laeta frequentes 
Convenere, toris iussi discumbere pictis. 
Mirantur dona Aeneae, mirantur Iulum 
Flagrantesque dei vultus simulataque verba 
Pallamque et pictum croceo velamen acantho. 
Praecipue infelix, pesti devota futurae, 
Expleri mentem nequit ardescitque tuendo 
Phoenissa, et pariter puero donisque movetur. 
Ille ubi complexu Aeneae colloque pependit 
Et magnum falsi implevit genitoris amorem, 
Reginam petit. Haec oculis, haec pectore toto 
Haeret et interdum gremio fovet, inscia Dido, 
Insidat quantus miserae deus. At memor ille 
Matris Acidaliae paulatim abolere Sychaeum 
Incipit, et vivo tentat praevertere amore 
Iam pridem resides animos desuetaque corda. 
Postquam prima quies epulis, mensaeque remotae, 
Crateras magnos statuunt et vina coronant, 
It strepitus tectis vocemque per ampla volutant 
Atria ; dependent lychni laquearibus aureis 
Incensi, et noctem flammis funalia vincunt. 
Hic regina gravem gemmis auroque poposcit 
Implevitque mero pateram, quam Belus et omnes 
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And all that followed Belus; then was made 
Silence within the halls: “O Jupiter, 

Since thou, they say, for guests dost make the laws, 
Will that this day alike should joyful be 

To Tyrians and to them that hail from Troy, 

And that our children bear it in their minds, 

Let Bacchus, giver of our joy, be nigh, 

And bounteous Juno; and ye, Tyrians, pray 
With your approval grace this gathering.”’ 

She spake, and poured libation of the wine 

Upon the board, and then libation made, 
Touched it the first with margin of her lip, 
Then gave to Bitias, and challenged him ; 

He, nothing loth, drained deep the flowing bowl, 
And steeped him in the brimming golden cup ; 
Then the other chiefs. Long-haired Iopas sounds 
His golden lyre, whom mighty Atlas taught : 

He sings of wandering moon, of toiling sun, 
From whence the race of men and cattle kind; 
Whence rain and lightning: of Arcturus sings, 
Moist Hyades, and of the bears conjoined ; 

Why winter suns in ocean haste so fast 

To plunge, and what late-falling night delays. 
The men of Tyre redouble their applause 

And Trojans follow after. Furthermore 
Unhappy Dido wears night on and on 

With varied talk, and quaffs long draughts of love : 
Asking of Priam oft, of Hector oft ; 

Now, in what arms Aurora’s son had come, 

Now, of what kind the steeds of Diomed, 

And now, how strong Achilles. ‘‘ Nay,” quoth she, 
“ From first beginnings, tell us pray, my guest, 
The treacheries of Greeks, thy people’s fall, 

And thine own wanderings; for already now 
The seventh summer beareth thee along, 

O’er every land and wave a wanderer still.” 
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A Belo soliti; tum facta silentia tectis : 

‘Tuppiter, hospitibus nam te dare iura loquuntur, 
‘Hunc laetum Tyriisque diem Troiaque profectis 
‘Esse velis, nostrosque huius meminisse minores. 

‘ Adsit laetitiae Bacchus dator et bona Iuno ; 

‘ Et vos o coetum, Tyrii, celebrate faventes.’ 

Dixit, et in mensam laticum libavit honorem, 
Primaque libato summo tenus attigit ore ; 

Tum Bitiae dedit increpitans ; ille inpiger hausit 
Spumantem pateram et pleno se proluit auro ; 
Post alii proceres, Cithara crinitus Iopas 

Personat aurata, docuit quem maximus Atlas, 
Hic canit errantem lunam solisque labores, 

Unde hominum genus et pecudes, unde imber et ignes, 
Arcturum pluviasque Hyadas geminosque Triones, 
Quid tantum Oceano properent se tinguere soles 
Hiberni, vel quae tardis mora noctibus obstet. 
Ingeminant plausu Tyrii, Troesque sequuntur. 

Nec non et vario noctem sermone trahebat 

Infelix Dido, longumque bibebat amorem, 

Multa super Priamo rogitans, super Hectore multa ; 
Nunc, quibus Aurorae venisset filius armis, 

Nunc, quales Diomedis equi, nunc, quantus Achilles. 
“Immo age, et a prima, dic, hospes, origine nobis 
“Insidias’ inquit “Danaum casusque tuorum 
‘Erroresque tuos. Nam te iam septima portat 
‘Omnibus errantem terris et fluctibus aestas.’ 
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ALL hushed and on him fixed a gaze intent : 
Then did the sire Aineas thus begin 
From his high lifted couch: ‘ Past telling of 
O queen, the grief thou biddest me recall, 
How Danaans o’erthrew the power of Troy 
And realm we mourn; sore deeds myself beheld, 
And bare chief part in them. What warrior 
Of Myrmidons, or Dolopes, or stern 
Ulysses, could when telling such a tale 
Hold back from tears? And now dew-laden night 
Is rushing down the sky, and setting stars 
Beguile to slumber. But, if such desire 
Be thine to acquaint thee with our miseries, 
And briefly learn of Troy’s last agony, 
Though the mind shudders, as it calls it back, 
And did from grief recoil, I will begin. 
Broken in war and by the fates repulsed, 
The leaders of the Greeks—now many years 
Were gliding on—by Pallas’ skill divine 
Build them a horse as any mountain huge, 
And weave it ribs of fir-planks, feigning it 
A votive offering for their safe return— 
That tale goes round; and here by stealth they hide 
In its dark flank, lot-drawn, their chosen men, 
And fill the enormous caverns of its womb 
Full to their depths with armed soldiery. 
There stands in view the isle of Tenedos, 
Well known to fame, in her resources rich, 
So long as Priam’s kingdom still remained, 
Now a mere bay and treacherous anchorage 
For vessels. Hither having sailed away, 
They hide themselves on that deserted shore. 
We deemed them gone, and with the favouring wind 
Far toward Mycene. So all Troy lays by 
Long griefs, flings wide the gates, and goes with joy 
To view the Doric camp, forsaken lines, 
And bare sea shore: “ The Dolopes were here, 
Here stern Achilles pitched his tent, ‘twas here 
Their fleets were beached, and here their ranks would fight.” 
48 
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CoNTICUERE omnes, intentique ora tenebant. 
Inde toro pater Aeneas sic orsus ab alto: 
‘Infandum, Regina, iubes renovare dolorem, 
Troianas ut opes et lamentabile regnum 
Eruerint Danai; quaeque ipse miserrima vidi, 
Et quorum pars magna fui. Quis talia fando 
Myrmidonum Dolopumve aut duri miles Ulixi 
Temperet a lacrimis! et iam nox umida caelo 
Praecipitat, suadentque cadentia sidera somnos, 
Sed si tantus amor casus cognoscere nostros, 
Et breviter Troiae supremum audire laborem, 


Quamquam animus meminisse horret luctuque refugit, 


Incipiam. 
Fracti bello fatisque repulsi 

Ductores Danaum, tot iam labentibus annis, 
Instar montis equom divina Palladis arte 
Aedificant, sectaque intexunt abiete costas : 
Votum pro reditu simulant ; ea fama vagatur. 
Huc delecta virum sortiti corpora furtim 
Includunt caeco lateri, penitusque cavernas 
Ingentes uterumque armato milite complent. 

‘Est in conspectu Tenedos, notissima fama 
Insula, dives opum, Priami dum regna manebant, 
Nunc tantum sinus et statio male fida carinis: 
Huc se provecti deserto in litore condunt. 
Nos abiisse rati et vento petiisse Mycenas. 
Ergo omnis longo solvit se Teucria luctu. 
Panduntur portae ; iuvat ire et Dorica castra 
Desertosque videre locos litusque relictum. 


Hic Dolopum manus, hic saevus tendebat Achilles ; 


Classibus hic locus, hic acie certare solebant. 
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Some stand amazed hefore the fatal gift, 
Maiden Minerva’s present, and regard 
With wonderment the monster horse; and first 
Thymeetes urged that it within the walls 
Be drawn, and placed upon the citadel ; 
This whether of deceit, or it may be 
That so, e’en then, Troy’s fates were hearing on. 
But Capys, those too in the minds of whom 
Was better judgment, bade them either hurl 
Headforemost in the sea the wiles of Greeks 
And their mistrusted gifts, or burn them up 
With lighted flames beneath, or else bore through 
The hollow lurking places in its womb, 
And probe them out. The giddy common folk 
By opposite desires is cleft apart. 
Then first to lead the way, thronged closely round, 
Laocoon comes running in hot haste 
Down from the summit of the citadel, 
And from afar cries: O poor citizens 
What passing madness! Do ye then believe 
Our foes embarked are gone? or do ye deem 
That any gifts of Greeks are free from guile ? 
Is this your knowledge of Ulysses’ ways ? 
Fither enclosed within this thing of wood 
Achzans lie concealed, or ’gainst our walls 
This engine hath been fashioned cunningly 
To peer into our homes, and from o’erhead 
Fall on our town, or some sly craft is there : 
Trojans, mistrust that horse. Whate’er that be, 
E’en when they bring us gifts I fear the Greeks.” 
So said, he hurled his huge spear at the flank 
And rounded bolten belly of the beast 
With sturdy strength ; it stood and quivered there, 
And hollow rang the hold and groaned aloud 
Then, when the womb was smitten hard ; and had 
The destinies of gods, had not our minds 
Been all perverted, he had driven us 
To violate with sword the Argive hold, 
And, Troy, thou would’st be standing now, and thou, 
Priam’s high citadel, would’st still endure. 

And lo! the while, amidst a clamour loud, 
Some Dardan shepherds haling to the king 
A youth unknown, his hands behind him bound, 
Who of intent had thrown him in their way 
To work this very end, and to the Greeks 
Lay open Troy—of courage confident, 
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Pars stupet innuptae donum exitiale Minervae, 

Et molem mirantur equi; primusque Thymoetes 

Duci intra muros hortatur et arce locari, 

Sive dolo, seu iam Troiae sic fata ferebant. 

At Capys, et quorum melior sententia menti, 

Aut pelago Danaum insidias suspectaque dona 

Praecipitare iubent, subiectisque urere flammis : 

Aut terebrare cavas uteri et temptare latebras. 

Scinditur incertum studia in contraria volgus. 
‘Primus ibi ante omnes, magna comitante caterva, 

Laocoon ardens summa decurrit ab arce; 

Et procul: ‘O miseri, quae tanta insania, cives? 

‘Creditis avectos hostes? aut ulla putatis 

‘Dona carere dolis Danaum? sic notus Ulixes ? 

‘Aut hoc inclusi ligno occultantur Achivi, 

‘ Aut haec in nostros fabricata est machina muros 

‘Inspectura domos venturaque desuper urbi ; 

‘ Aut aliquis latet error: equo ne credite, Teucri. 

‘ Quidquid id est, timeo Danaos et dona ferentes.’ 

Sic fatus validis ingentem viribus hastam 

In Jatus inque feri curvam compagibus alvom 

Contorsit. Stetit illa tremens, uteroque recusso 

Insonuere cavae gemitumque dedere cavernae. 

Et, si fata deum, si mens non laeva fuisset, 

Impulerat ferro Argolicas foedare latebras ; 

Troiaque nunc stares, Priamique arx alta, maneres. 
‘Ecce, manus iuvenem interea post terga revinctum 

Pastores magno ad regem clamore trahebant 

Dardanidae,” qui se ignotum venientibus ultro, 

Hoc ipsum ut strueret Troiamque aperiret Achivis, 

Obtulerat, fidens animi, atque in utrumque paratus, 
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Also for either issue well prepared 

To ply his wiles successfully, ur else 

To meet with certain death. The Trojan youth 
Rush crowding all around to gaze on him, 

And vying each to mock their prisoner. 

Now list to wiles of Greeks, and know them all 
By guilt of one. For as confused he stood, 
Unarmed amid them in the sight of all, 

And with his eyes our Phrygian bands surveyed : 
“‘ Alas,” he cried, ‘‘ what land, what waters, now 
Can take me in? Or what at last awaits 

My wretchedness, who neither anywhere 

Found place among the Greeks, and now moreo’er 
The Dardans in their enmity demand 

The forfeit of my blood? ’”’ By this lament 
Changed were our minds, and all our onslaught stayed. 
We bid him speak and tell us of what race 

He comes, his news; say what the captive’s hope. 
His fear laid by at length this tale he tells: 

‘* All truly will I own to thee, O king, 

Whate’er befall, and not deny,’’ quoth he 
“That of the Argive nation I am one. 

This at the outset ; nor if fortune have 

Made Sinon wretched, in her spitefulness, 

Shall she then make him cheat and liar too. 
Chance it that in thy talk has reached thine ears 
The name of Palamede, from Belus sprung, 
And his famed exploits, whoni Pelasgian men 
By false betrayal and base charge condemned 
To death, though guiltless, for forbidding war, 
And now are mourning him bereft of life. 
Henchman to him, and kinsman by descent, 

My father sent me from my early years 

Hither, for he was poor, to live by arms. 

And while he stood within the realm secure, 
And potent in king’s counsels, I too bare 

Some honour and repute. Now after that 

By envy of Ulysses treacherous— 

Things fully known I speak—from upper world 
He went, my life in darkness and in grief 

I sorrowing prolonged, and in my heart 

Was at my guiltless friend’s undoing, wroth. 
And in my madness did not hold my peace, 
And vowed that I would his avenger prove 

If e’er occasion came to me, and I 

Victorious unto Argos’ fatherland 
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Seu versare dolos, seu certae occumbere morti. 

Undique visendi studio Troiana iuventus 

Circumfusa ruit, certantque inludere capto. 

Accipe nunc Danaum insidias, et crimine ab uno 65 
Disce omnes. 

Namque ut conspectu in medio turbatus inermis 

Constitit, atque oculis Phrygia agmina circumspexit : 
‘Heu, quae nunc tellus,’ inquit, ‘ quae me aequora possunt 
‘ Accipere ? aut quid iam misero mihi denique restat? 70 
‘Cui neque apud Danaos usquam locus, et super ipsi 
‘Dardanidae infensi poenas cum sanguine poscunt.’ 

Quo gemitu conversi animi, compressus et omnis 

Impetus. Hortamur fari, quo sanguine cretus, 

Quidve ferat ; memoret, quae sit fiducia capto. 75 
[Ille haec, deposita tandem formidine, fatur :] 

“Cuncta equidem tibi, Rex, fuerit quodcumque, fatebor 
‘Vera,’ inquit: ‘neque me Argolica de gente negabo: 
“Hoc primum ; nec, si miserum fortuna Sinonem 
‘Finxit, vanum etiam mendacemque improba finget. 80 
“Fando aliquod si forte tuas pervenit ad aures 
‘Belidae nomen Palamedis et incluta fama 
“Gloria, quem falsa sub proditione Pelasgi 
‘Insontem infando indicio, quia bella vetabat, 

“Demisere neci, nunc cassum lumine lugent ; 85 
“Illi me comitem et consanguinitate propmquum 

‘ Pauper in arma pater primis huc misit ab annis. 

“Dum stabat regno incolumis, regumque vigebat 
“Consiliis, et nos aliquod nomenque decusque 

‘Gessimus. Invidia postquam pellacis Ulixs 90 
‘(Haud ignota loquor) superis concessit ab oris, 

‘ Adflictus vitam in tenebris luctuque trahebam, 

‘Et casum insontis mecum indignabar amici. 

‘Nec tacui demens ; et me, fors si qua tulisset, 

‘Si patrios unquam remeassem victor ad Argos, 95 
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Should wend me back ; and by my words awoke 

Fierce hate. This brought me earliest taint of ill, 

Henceforth Ulysses with fresh calumnies 

Would ever frighten me, and spread abroad 

Sayings of doubtful meaning ’mongst the crowd, 

And privily seeks arms. Nor did he rest 

Till, Calchas aiding him—yet why do I 

All to no end this thankless tale unfold ? 

Or why delay? If al] in one same rank 

Ye place the Greeks, and ’tis enough for me 

To hear it, take your vengeance now at once ; 

This very thing would please the Ithacan, 

And for it Atreus’ sons great price would pay.” 
Then sooth we burn to question him and learn 

Of his misfortunes, knowing naught of crimes 

So base, nor of Greek cunning; trembling he 

Proceeds to tell from his false heart the tale; 

“ Oft longed the weary Greeks to compass flight, 

Leave Troy behind, and their long warfare quit ; 

Would they had done so! Many times the storm 

Sat rough upon the sea and shut them out, 

And Auster scared them at their setting forth. 

So in especial was it when yon horse, 

With woven maple beams, at last stood forth, 

The storm-cloud’s wailing rang throughout the sky. 

Doubting the cause, we sent Eurypylus 

To ask of Phoebus’ oracle, and he 

Brought back these dismal answers from the shrine. 

‘With blood of damsel slain ye laid the winds, 

Greeks, when at first to Ilian shores ye came, 

With blood must ye then your returning seek, 

And win you favour with an Argive life.’ 

Now when this answer reached the people's ear, 

Their minds were dazed, and a cold shudder ran 

Deep in their bones—for whom do fates prepare ? 

Whom does Apollo claim? The Ithacan, 

While loud the uproar, now amidst them drew 

Calchas, and plies him with his questionings ; 

What those deep meanings of the gods. And now 

Many foretold to me the cruel crime 

He plotted, and, while silent, seemed to see 

Events that were to come. For twice five days 

The seer was mute, and guardedly refused 

By word of his to point to any one 

Or put one forth to death. Scarce driven at last, 

By the great clamourings of the Ithacan, 
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“Promisi ultorem, et verbis odia aspera movi. 
‘Hinc mihi prima mali labes ; hinc semper Ulixes 
‘Criminibus terrere novis; hinc spargere voces 
‘In volgum ambiguas, et quaerere conscius arma. 
‘Nec requievit enim, donec Calchante ministro— 100 
“Sed quid ego haec autem nequiquam ingrata revolvo ? 
‘Quidve moror, sl omnes uno ordine habetis Achivos, 
‘Tdque audire sat est ? iamdudum sumite poenas: 
‘Hoc Ithacus velit, et magno mercentur Atridae.’ 
Tum vero ardemus scitari et quaerere casus, 105 
Ignari scelerum tantorum artisque Pelasgae. 
Prosequitur pavitans, et ficto pectore fatur: 

‘Saepe fugam Danai Troia cupiere relicta 
“Moliri et longo fessi discedere bello ; 
‘Fecissentque utinam! saepe illos aspera ponti 110 
‘Interclusit hiemps, et terruit Auster euntes. 
‘Praecipue, cum iam hic trabibus contextus acernis 
‘Staret equus, toto sonuerunt aethere nimbi. 
‘Suspensi Eurypylum scitantem oracula Phoebi 
‘Mittimus; isque adytis haec tristia dicta reportat: 115 
‘Sanguine placastis ventos et virgine caesa, 
“Cum primum Iliacas Danai venistis ad oras : 
‘ Sanguine quaerendt reditus, animaque litandum 
‘ Argolica. Volgi quae vox ut venit ad aures, 
‘Obstipuere animis, gelidusque per ima cucurrit 120 
‘Ossa tremor, cui fata parent, quem poscat Apollo. 
‘Hic Ithacus vatem magno Calchanta tumultu 
‘Protrahit in medios; quae sint ea numina divom, 
‘Flagitat. Et mihi iam multi crudele canebant 
‘ Artificis scelus, et taciti ventura videbant. 125 
‘Bis quinos silet ille dies, tectusque recusat 
‘Prodere voce sua quemquam aut opponere morti. 
‘Vix tandem, magnis Ithaci clamoribus actus, 
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Agreement ’twixt them made, he loosed his words, 
And doomed me to the altar. All consent, 
And what each dreaded for himself, when turned 
To wreck of one poor wretch, bare unconcerned. 
And now the day unspeakable drew nigh, 
My sacrifice began to be prepared 
And salted cakes, and fillets round my brows. 
I snatched me from my death, I own to you, 
And burst my chains, and in the muddy lake 
Lay the night through concealed amid the sedge, 
Till they should sail, if chanced it that they sailed. 
Nor now a hope at all have I to see 
My olden land, nor my sweet sons, nor sire 
For whom I yearned, and they perchance will claim 
The punishment of them for mine escape, 
And by their hapless death atone this crime. 
But I entreat thee by the gods above, 
And deities that mark the truth, by what 
Unblemished faith exists, if anywhere 
To mortals aught remain, take pity on 
Such grievous woes, take pity on a soul 
That bears fate undeserved.” 

To these his tears 
We grant him life, and further pity him: 
Priam himself first bids his manacles 
And tightly bonded fetters should be loosed, 
And thus in friendly words addresses him: 
“Whoe’er thou art, henceforth forget the Greeks 
That now are lost to thee; belong to us; 
And tell me true and plain the things I ask: 
Why set they up this huge and monster horse ? 
Who planned the thing, or what was their intent ? 
What pious motive, or what war device ? ”’ 
He, trained in craft and in Pelasgian guile, 
Upraised his palms which from the chains were loosed 
Towards the stars, ‘‘ To you, eternal fires, 
And your divinity that none may wrong 
I make appeal,” quoth he, “ ye altars too, 
And swords unnameable that I escaped, 
And the gods’ fillets I as victim wore, 
That I of right may break the sacred oaths 
I made to Greeks, of right may hate the men, 
And bring things all to light whate’er they hide, 
And by no laws of fatherland am bound: 
Do thou but by thy promises abide, 
And, Troy, preserved, do thou preserve thy troth 
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“Composito rumpit vocem, et me destinat arae. 

‘ Adsensere omnes, et, quae sibi quisque timebat, 

‘Unius in miseri exitium conversa tulere. 

‘Iamque dies infanda aderat ; mihi sacra parari, 

‘Et salsae fruges, et circum tempora vittae. 

‘Eripui, fateor, leto me, et vincula rupi ; 

‘Limosoque lacu per noctem obscurus in ulva 

‘ Delitui, dum vela darent, si forte dedissent. 

‘Nec mihi iam patriam antiquam spes ulla videndi, 

‘Nec dulces natos exoptatumque parentem ; 

‘Quos illi fors et poenas ob nostra reposcent 

‘Effugia, et culpam hanc miserorum morte piabunt. 

“Quod te per superos et conscia numina veri, 

‘Per, si qua est, quae restet adhuc mortalibus usquam 

‘Intemerata fides, oro, miserere laborum 

‘Tantorum, miserere animi non digna ferentis.’ 
‘His lacrimis vitam damus, et miserescimus ultro. 

Ipse viro primus manicas atque arta levari 

Vincla iubet Priamus, dictisque ita fatur amicis: 

‘ Quisquis es, amissos hinc iam obliviscere Graios : 

“Noster eris; mihique haec edissere vera roganti. 
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“Quo molem hanc immanis equi statuere ? quis auctor? 150 


‘Quidve petunt ? quae religio aut quae machina belli?’ 


Dixerat. [Ile dolis instructus et arte Pelasga, 
Sustulit exutas vinclis ad sidera palmas: 

‘Vos aeterni ignes, et non violabile vestrum 
‘Testor numen,’ ait, ‘ vos arae ensesque nefandi, 
‘Quos fugi, vittaeque deum, quas hostia gessi: 
‘Fas mihi Graiorum sacrata resolvere iura, 

‘Fas odisse viros, atque omnia ferre sub auras, 
‘Si qua tegunt: teneor patriae nec legibus ullis. 
‘Tu modo promissis maneas, servataque serves 
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If I tell true, if amply I repay: 

All hope of Greeks and faith in war begun 

Was ever grounded upon Pallas’ aid ; 

But from the time when impious Diomed, 

Joined with Ulysses, conjurer of crimes, 

Set out to tear from consecrated shrine 

Minerva’s fateful image, having slain 

The guards of her high citadel, and snatched 

The sacred statue, and with bloodstained hands 
Dared e’en the virgin goddess’ fillets seize, 

From then, the hopes of Greeks began to ebb, 
Slip backward and decline; crushed was their might, 
The favour of their goddess turned away. 

And by her portents unmistakable 

Tritonia signed it so; scarce in the camp 

Her likeness placed, when from those starting eyes 
Bright flames flashed forth, and o’er her limbs there streamed 
A briny sweat, and, wondrous to relate, 

Three times unaided from the ground she sprang 
Bearing her target and her quivering spear. 
Calchas at once proclaimed that they must brave 
The sea’s expanse in flight, for Pergamos 

By Argive weapons never could be razed, 

Unless they seek at Argos omens fresh, 

And bring her godhead back, that o’er the sea 
And in curved keel they bore with them away. 
And now since they with favouring wind have sought 
Their land Mycene, they are gathering 

Their arms, and gods to journey at their side, 
And, sea recrossed, unlooked for will be here. 
Thus Calchas reads the omens. Warned by him, 
In place of Pallas’ image, they have reared 

This figure for her injured deity 

And for that sad wrong-doing to atone. 

But Calchas bade them build this mighty mass 
With laced oak-beams, and rear it to the sky, 
That it might not be ta’en within the gates, 

Nor drawn upon the walls, nor should the race 
Beneath their old observance find defence. 

For if your hands Minerva’s gift had wronged, 
That fell destruction—gods the omen turn 

Upon its author ere it reach to you— 

On Priam’s realm and Phrygians then should fall ; 
But should it by your hands have climbed within 
Your town, then Asia of herself would come 

In mighty strife to Pelopean walls, 
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‘Troia fidem, si vera feram, si magna rependam. 
“Omnis spes Danaum et coepti fiducia belli 

« Palladis auxiliis semper stetit. Impius ex quo 

“Tydides sed enim scelerumque inventor Ulixes, 

“Fatale adgressi sacrato avellere templo 

‘Palladium, caesis summae custodibus arcis, 

“Corripuere sacram effigiem, manibusque cruentis 

“Virgineas ausi divae contingere vittas ; 

‘Ex illo fluere ac retro sublapsa referri 

“Spes Danaum, fractae vires, aversa deae mens. 

“Neg dubiis ea signa dedit Tritonia monstris. 

‘Vix positum castris simulacrum: arsere coruscae 

‘Luminibus flammae arrectis, salsusque per artus 

‘Sudor iit, terque ipsa solo (mirabile dictu), 

‘Emicuit, parmamque ferens hastamque trementen. 

‘Extemplo temptanda fuga canit aequora Calchas 

“Nec posse Argolicis exscindi Pergama telis, 

‘QOmina ni repetant Argis, numenque reducant, 

“Quod pelago et curvis secum avexere carinis. 

‘Et nunc, quod patrias vento petiere Mycenas, 

‘Arma deosque parant comites, pelagoque remenso 

‘Improvisi aderunt. Ita digerit omina Calchas. 

‘Hanc pro Palladio moniti, pro numine laeso 

‘Effigiem statuere, nefas quae triste piaret. 

‘Hanc tamen inmensam Calchas attollere molem 

‘ Roboribus textis, caeloque educere tussit, 

‘Ne recipi portis, aut duci in moenia possit, 

‘Neu populum antiqua sub religione tueri. 

‘Nam si vestra manus violasset dona Minervae, 

‘Tum magnum exitium (quod di prius omen in ipsum 


‘Convertant !) Priami imperio Phrygibusque futurum: 


‘Sin manibus vestris vestram ascendisset in urbem, 
‘Ultro Asiam magno Pelopea ad moenia bello 
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And those same destinies await our sons.” 

By stratagems like these, and by the craft 

Of perjured Sinon, was the tale believed, 

And we were caught by wiles and feignéd tears, 

Whom not Tydides, nor Larissa’s chief, 

Not ten long years, nor thousand keels could quell. 
Hereon another, weightier, and by far 

More dread occurrence meets us in our woe, 

And spreads dismay in unexpectant breasts. 

Laocoon, to Neptune priest by lot, 

Was at the wonted altars offering 

A mighty bull, when lo! from Tenedos— 

I shudder as I tell—o’er tranquil depths, 

Two snakes with monstrous coils speed o’er the main, 

And side by side are making for the shore ; 

Their breasts amid the billows stand aloft, 

Their blood-red crests uprising o’er the waves ; 

The other part tracks through the sea behind, 

And their huge backs glide serpentine along. 

We hear the splash of foam, and now they reach 

Our fields, and with their glowing eyes suffused 

With blood and fire, lick round with quivering tongues 

Their hissing mouths. Half-dead before the sight 

We flee all ways; they with unswerving course 

Make for Laocoon, and first each snake 

Gripping the tender forms of his two sons 

Entwines them round, and gnawing crops the flesh 

From their poor limbs; and after, as he went 

To bear them aid, his weapons in his hand, 

Him too they seize, and bind with mighty folds— 

And now they twice have girdled round his’waist 

Twice coiled their scaly backs around his throat— 

Their heads and lofty necks tower over him. 

He struggles with his hands the while to rend 

Their knots apart, his fillets dyed with gore 

And with their poison foul, and all the time 

Lifts to the stars his horrifying shrieks ; 

Such bellowing as when a wounded bull 

Has fled the altar, and has dashed aside 

From off its neck the axe that missed the blow. 

But those twin dragons gliding onward flee 

Toward the lofty shrine, and make their way 

To the citadel where fell Minerva dwelt, 

And ’neath the goddess’ feet and orb of shield 

Shelter. Then o’er the trembling hearts of all 

Fresh terror steals: “‘ Laocoon,” they say, 
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‘ Venturam, et nostros ea fata manere nepotes.’ 
Talibus insidiis periurique arte Sinonis 
Credita res, captique dolis lacrimisque coactis, 
Quos neque Tydides, nec Larissaeus Achilles, 
Non anni domuere decem, non mille carinae. 
‘Hic aliud maius miseris multoque tremendum 
Obicitur magis, atque improvida pectora turbat. 
Laocoon, ductus Neptuno sorte sacerdos, 
Sollemnes taurum ingentem mactabat ad aras, 
Ecce autem gemini a Tenedo tranquilla per alta 
(Horresco referens) inmensis orbibus angues 
Incumbunt pelago, pariterque ad litora tendunt ; 
Pectora quorum inter fluctus arrecta iubaeque 
Sanguineae superant undas; pars cetera pontum 
Pone legit, sinuantque inmensa volumine terga ; 
Fit sonitus spumante salo. Iamque arva tenebant, 
Ardentesque oculos suffecti sanguine et igni 
Sibila lambebant linguis vibrantibus ora. 
Diffugimus visu exsangues: illi agmine certo 
Laocoonta petunt. Et primum parva duorum 
Corpora natorum serpens amplexus uterque 
Inplicat, et miseros morsu depascitur artus ; 
Post ipsum, auxilio subeuntem ac tela ferentem, 
Corripiunt, spirisque ligant ingentibus; et iam 
Bis medium amplexi, bis collo squamea circum 
Terga dati, superant capite et cervicibus altis. 
Ille simul manibus tendit divellere nodos, 
Perfusus sanie vittas atroque veneno ; 
Clamores simul horrendos ad sidera tollit : 
Qualis mugitus, fugit cum saucius aram 
Taurus et incertam excussit cervice securim. 
At gemini lapsu delubra ad summa dracones 
Effugiunt, saevaeque petunt Tritonidis arcem, 
Sub pedibusque deae, clipeique sub orbe teguntur. 
Tum vero tremefacta novus per pectora cunctis 
Insinuat pavor ; et scelus expendisse merentem 
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‘‘ Deservedly paid forfeit for his crime, 

Who with his javelin harmed the sacred oak, 

And whirled against its flank his guilty spear. 

Now must the image to its place be drawn, 

And prayer too to the goddess’ power be made.”’ 

So cry they all. We rend our battlements 

And ope the city’s walls; all gird for work, 

And set the feet of it on gliding wheels, 

And strain the hempen cables round its neck ; 

The fateful engine climbs upon our walls, 

Alive with arms. Our boys aud girls unwed 

Chant songs around, and joy to take the rope 

Within their hands ; it mounts, and lowering glides 

Into the town. O Fatherland! O Troy, 

Home of the gods! and Dardans’ war-famed walls! 

Four times on very threshold of the gate 

It halted, and four times within its womb 

Arms clanked; yet heedless, and from madness blind, 

We haste to plant on sacred citadel 

The ill-fraught monster. Then Cassandra too, 

Who never was—by ordering of the god— 

Believed of Trojans, opes her lips to tell 

Our coming fates, and we, sad folk, for whom 

That day our last should be, throughout the town 

Adorn with festal leaf the shrines of gods. 
Meanwhile heaven turns and out of Ocean Night 

Comes rushing up enwrapping earth and sky, 

And wiles of Myrmidons in shade profound ; 

Troy’s sons at rest throughout her walls are still, 

A drowsy sleep their wearied limbs enfolds. 

And now the Argive host was on its way 

From Tenedos in marshalled vessels borne, 

While the still moon a friendly silence lent, 

To well-known shores, when lo! the royal ship 

Flashed forth its flames, and Sinon, saved from death 

By destinies of gods to us unkind, 

Lets loose the Greeks imprisoned in its womb, 

And stealthily undoes its pinewood doors. 

Them to heaven’s breeze the horse unbarred restores, 

And joyfully from hollow oak come forth 

The chiefs Thessander, Sthenelus, and fierce 

Ulysses, who by hanging rope slide down, 

And Acamas, and Thoas, and the son 

Of Peleus’ son, Neoptolemus by name, 

And in the van Machaon, and the son 

Of Atreus, Menelaus, and Epéus 
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Laocoonta ferunt, sacrum qui cuspide robur 
Laeserit, et tergo sceleratam intorserit hastam. 
Ducendum ad sedes simulacrum, orandaque divae 
Numina conclamant. 

Dividimus muros et moenia pandimus urbis. 
Accingunt omnes operi, pedibusque rotarum 
Subiciunt lapsus, et stuppea vincula collo 
Intendunt. Scandit fatalis machina muros, 

Feta armis: pueri circum innuptaeque puellae 


Sacra canunt, funemque manu contingere gaudent. 


Illa subit, mediaeque minans inlabitur urbi. 
O patria, o divom domus Ilium, et incluta bello 
Moenia Dardanidum! quater ipso in limine portae 


Substitit, atque utero sonitum quater arma dedere. 


Instamus tamen inmemores caecique furore, 

Et monstrum infelix sacrata sistimus arce. 

Tunc etiam fatis aperit Cassandra futuris 

Ora, dei iussu non unquam credita Teucris. 

Nos delubra deum miseri, quibus ultimus esset 

Tile dies, festa velamus fronde per urbem. 
‘Vertitur interea caelum, et ruit Oceano nox, 

Involvens umbra magna terramque polumque 

Myrmidonumque dolos; fusi per moenia Teucri 

Conticuere ; sopor fessos complectitur artus. 

Et iam Argiva phalanx instructis navibus ibat 

A Tenedo tacitae per amica silentia lunae 

Litora nota petens, flammas cum regia puppis 

Extulerat, fatisque deum defensus iniquis, 

Inclusos utero Danaos et pinea furtim 

Laxat claustra Sinon. Illos patefactus ad auras 

Reddit equus, laetique cavo se robore promunt 

Thessandrus Sthenelusque duces, et dirus Ulixes, 

Demissum lapsi per funem, Acamasque Thoasque, 

Pelidesque Neoptolemus, primusque Machaon, 
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Himself who fashioned that deceit. They storm 
The town deep sunk in sleep and wine; the guards 
Are slain; and they through open gates let in 
Their comrades all, and join confederate bands. 

It was the hour when first repose begins 
For weary mortals, and by gift of gods 
It steals in all its pleasance over them : 
Lo! in my dreams before mine eyes, appeared 
To stand beside me Hector, full of grief, 
And shedding plenteous tears; as erst he was 
When dragged by chariot—black with gory dust 
And with his swollen feet cut through with thongs. 
Ah me, how looked he! and how changed from that 
Hector, who wore Achilles’ armour back, 
Or hurled on ships of Greeks the Phrygian flames ! 
His beard unkempt, locks clotted with his blood, 
And bearing those sad wounds that he received, 
Full many of them, round his native walls, 
Methought J, weeping, was the first to greet 
The hero, and give vent to these sad words: 
“O light of Dardan land, O trustiest hope 
Of Teucrians, what great hindrances have kept 
Thee from us, from what region are thou come 
Much longed-for Hector? O how gladly we 
Behold thee, in our utter weariness, 
Now, when so many of thy friends are dead, 
When varied woes thy folk and town have borne! 
What cause unmeet has thy fair features marred ? 
Why look I on these wounds?” He naught replies, 
Nor lets mine idle questionings delay, 
But drawing from his bosom’s very depths 
Deep groans: ‘‘ Alas! take flight, thou goddess-born, 
And snatch thee from these flames,” he cries, “ the foe 
Has seized our ramparts, and from her proud height 
Troy falls apace. Enough to Fatherland 
And Priam has been given ; if Ilium’s towers 
Could e’er have been made safe by might of arm, 
They had been saved by this one; Troy entrusts 
Her sacred things, her household gods to thee ; 
Take these to share thy fates; for these seek walls, 
Great walls, which thou at last shalt found, when thou 
Hast roamed the wide seas over? ’’ Thus he speaks, 
And in his hands bears forth from inmost shrine 
The fillets that betoken Vesta’s power, 
And her undying fire. 

Our walls the while 
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Et Menelaus, et ipse dol: fabricator Epeos 
Invadunt urbem somno vinoque sepultam , 
Caeduntur vigiles, portisque patentibus omnes 
Acciprunt socios, atque agmina conscia jungunt 
‘Tempus erat, quo prima qmes mortalibus aegris 
Incipit, et dono divom gratissima serpit 
In somnis, ecce, ante oculos maestissimus Hector 
Visus adesse mihi, largosque effundere fletus, 
Raptatus bigis, ut quondam, aterque cruento 
Pulvere, perque pedes traiectus lora tumentes 
Hei mihi, qualis erat! quantum mutatus ab illo 
Hectore, qui redit exuvias indutus Achill, 
Vel Danaum Phrygios iaculatus puppibus ignes ! 
Squalentem barbam, et concretos sanguine crimes, 
Volneraque ula gerens, quae circum plurima muros 
Accepit patrios Ultro flens i1pse videbar 
Compellare virum, et maestas expromere voces 
“O lux Dardaniae, spes o fidissma Teucrum, 
‘Quae tantae tenuere morae ? quibus Hector ab oris 
“Fxspectate venis? ut te post multa tuorum 
‘Funera, post varios hominumque urbisque labores 
“Defessi aspicrmus! quae causa indigna serenos 
‘Foedavit voltus ? aut cur haec volnera cerno ?’ 
Tile nrhil, nec me quaerentem vana moratur 
Sed graviter gemitus umo de pectoire ducens, 
‘Heu! fuge, nate dea, teque his,’ ait, ‘ erype flammuis 
‘Hostis habet muros, ruit alto a culmine Troia 
‘Sat patriae Priamoque datum $1 Pergama dextra 
‘Defend: possent, etiam hac defensa fuissent 
“Sacra suosque tibi commendat Troia Penates , 
‘Hos cape fatorum comites, his moenia quaere, 
‘Magna pererrato statues quae denique ponto’ 
Sic ait, et manibus vittas Vestamque potentem 
Aeternumque adytis effert penetralibus ignem. 
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Become one mingled scene of various grief, 

And though my sire Anchises’ dwelling lay 

Lone from the rest, and overgrown with trees, 

Clearer and ever clearer grows the din, 

And breaks on us the dreaded sound of arms. 

I start from sleep and climb the sloping roof 

To very top, and stand with ears attent ; 

As when the flame by Auster’s fury fanned 

Leaps on the standing corn, or torrent swift 

Of mountain stream lays desolate the fields, 

Lays desolate the smiling crops whereat 

The oxen laboured, and drags headlong down 

The forests, from the top of lofty crag 

The shepherd wonders as he hears the sound, 

And knows not whence it comes. But then the truth 

Is plain to see, and wiles of Greeks revealed. 

E’en now the palace of Deiphobus 

By flames o’ercome in stately ruin falls, 

And now ablaze Ucalegon’s beside ; 

The broad Sigzean gulf reflects the glare. 

Goes up the cry of men, the trumpet’s clang. 

Distraught in mind I seize my arms, nor great 

The purpose of those arms, but all afire 

My heart to raise a band for war, and run, 

My comrades with me, to the citadel ; 

Rage and resentment urge my heart apace, 

Comes up the thought, ’twere well to die in arms. 
But lo! escaped from weapons of the Greeks 

Pantheus, Pantheus the son of Othrys, priest 

Of Phoebus’ towered shrine, within his hand 

Emblems of conquered gods, he drags behind 

His little grandson, and distractedlv 

Comes running to my door. “ Pantheus, how goes 

The day with us? seize we what vantage spot ? 

Scarce had I said, when groaning he replied : 

“ Our latest day, the inevitable hour 

Of Troy has come; we Trojans are no more, 

Ilium no more, and all the great renown 

Of Trojans: Jove in wrath hath made it o’er 

To Argos all; the Greeks are masters now 

Within our burnt-up city; that huge horse, 

Planted amidst our walls, is pouring forth 

Its arméd men, and Sinon, insolent, 

In triumph spreads the burning at his will. 

Some through our double gates are rushing in, 

So many thousand foes as ever came 
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‘ Diverso interea miscentur moenia luctu ; 
Et magis atque magis, quamquam secreta parentis 
Anchisae domus arboribusque obtecta recessit, 300 
Clarescunt sonitus, armorumque ingruit horror. 
Excutior somno, et summi fastigia tecti 
Ascensu supero, atque arrectis auribus adsto ; 
In segetem veluti cum flamma furentibus Austris 
Incidit, aut rapidus montano flumine torrens 305 
Sternit agros, sternit sata laeta boumque labures, 
Praecipitesque trahit silvas ; stupet inscius alto 
Accipiens sonitum saxi de vertice pastor. 
Tum vero manifesta fides, Danaumque patescunt 
Insidiae. Jam Deiphobi dedit ampla ruinam 310 
Volcano superante domus; iam proximus ardet 
Ucalegon ; Sigea igni freta lata relucent : 
Exoritur clamorque virum clangorque tubarum. 
Arma amens capio; nec sat rationis in armis ; 
Sed glomerare manum bello et concurrere in arcem 315 
Cum sociis ardent animi. Furor iraque mentem 
Praecipitant, pulchrumque mori succurrit in armis. 

‘Ecce autem telis Panthus elapsus Achivom, 
Panthus Othryades, arcis Phoebique sacerdos, 
Sacra manu victosque deos parvumque nepotem 320 
Ipse trahit, cursuque amens ad limina tendit. 
‘Quo res summa loco, Panthu ? quam prendimus arcem ? 
Vix ea fatus eram, gemitu cum talia reddit : 
‘Venit summa dies et ineluctabile tempus 
‘Dardaniae. Fuimus Troes, fuit Ilium et ingens 325 
‘Gloria Teucrorum. Ferus omnia Iuppiter Argos 
‘Transtulit: incensa Danai dominantur in urbe. 
‘ Arduus armatos mediis in moenibus adstans 
‘Fundit equus, victorque Sinon incendia miscet 
‘Insultans. Portis alii bipatentibus adsunt, 330 
‘Milia quot magnis umquam venere Mycenis ; 
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From great Mycenz; others in our front 

Have blocked the narrow passages with arms, 
The sword’s sharp edge and glittering point, unsheathed 
Stands ripe for death; the guardians of our gates 
Scarce at the first give battle, and resist 

In blind encounter.’ At such tale as this 

Of Othrys’ son, and by the gods’ high will, 

I rush amid the flames, amid their arms 

Where the grim Fury, where the war-din calls, 
And shouts are borne aloft into the sky. 
Rhipeus, and Epytus in arms renowned, 
Become my comrades, by the moonlight found, 
And Hypanis, and Dymas gather close 

By side of me; the youth Corcebus too, 

The son of Mygdon. He by chance had come, 
By frantic passion for Cassandra fired, 

To Troy within these days, and son-in-law 

To Priam and the Phrygians bore his aid, 
Unhappy youth! for that he gave no heed 

To things his spouse in her wild ravings taught. 
And when I saw them gathered in a band 

And bold for battle, further I began : 

“ Warriors, whose bravest hearts beat all in vain, 
If fixed be your desire to follow me 

In daring to the uttermost, ye see 

How fare our fortunes; gone are all of them, 
Their shrines and altars left, the deities 

By whom this empire stood. ’Tis to a town, 
Burnt up by flames that you are bearing aid ; 
Then let us rush amidst their arms and die. 
One only safety left have vanquished men— 

To look for none.’ Thus in the warrior’s hearts 
Was frenzy raised. Then like to prowling wolves 
In a dark mist, whose bellies’ craving fierce 
Hath driven blindly forth, and whom the cubs 
They left behind with thirsty jaws await, 
Through weapons and through enemies we fare 
To death undoubted, and hold on our way 
Through all the city’s midst, whilst sable night 
Floats all around us with its hollow shade. 
Who, as he tells the tale, could ere unfold 

The wreck, the slaughter of that night, or match 
With tears its throes? An ancient city fell 
That long years through had borne the mastery ; 
About its ways full many a corpse is strewn 

To stir no more, strewn also in its homes, 
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‘ Obsedere alii telis angusta viarum 

‘Oppositi; stat ferri acies mucrone corusco 

‘Stricta, parata neci; vix primi proelia temptant 

‘ Portarum vigiles, et caeco Marte resistunt.’ 335 
Talibus Othryadae dictis et numine divom 

In flammas et in arma feror, quo tristis Erinys, 

Quo fremitus vocat et sublatus ad aethera clamor. 

Addunt se socios Rhipeus et maximus armis 

Epytus, oblati per lunam, Hypanisque Dymasque, 340 
Et lateri adglomerant nostro, iuvenisque Coroebus 
Mygdonides. Illis ad Troiam forte diebus 

Venerat, insano Cassandrae incensus amore, 

Et gener auxilium Priamo Phrygibusque ferebat, 

Infelix, qui non sponsae praecepta furentis 345 
Audierit. 

Quos ubi confertos audere in proelia vidi, 

Incipio super his: ‘ Iuvenes, fortissima frustra 

‘Pectora, si vobis audentem extrema cupido 

‘Certa sequi, quae sit rebus fortuna videtis : 350 
‘Excessere omnes, adytis arisque relictis, 

‘Di, quibus imperium hoc steterat ; succurritis urbi 
‘Incensae: moriamur, et in media arma ruamus. 

‘Una salus victis nullam sperare salutem.’ 

Sic animis iuvenum furor additus. Inde, lupi ceu 355 
Raptores atra in nebula, quos inproba ventris 

Exegit caecos rabies, catulique relicti 

Faucibus exspectant siccis, per tela, per hostes 

Vadimus haud dubiam in mortem, mediaeque tenemus 
Urbis iter: nox atra cava circumvolat umbra. 360 
Quis cladem illius noctis, quis funera fando 

Explicet, aut possit lacrimis aequare labores ? 

Urbs antiqua ruit, multos dominata per annos: 

Plurima perque vias sternuntur inertia passim 

Corpora, perque domos et religiosa deorum 365 
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And on the sacred thresholds of its gods. 
Nor toll of blood pay Teucrians alone ; 
Oft too to hearts of conquered men returns 
Their valour, and the Greeks, though conquering, fall. 
Sore wailing everywhere, and everywhere 
Panic, and death’s presentment manifold. 

First of the Greeks—a mighty throng with him— 
Androgeus met us, deeming ours a band 
Of comrades, and with friendly words accosts : 
‘“‘ Haste on, good men, what laggard sloth delays ? 
Others are sacking, burning Pergamos ; 
Are ye but quitting now your lofty ships?” 
He spake, and straightway, for our answers bore 
No trusty ring, perceived that he was fallen 
In midst of foes. Aghast he stood, and checked 
Footstep and word alike. E’en as a man 
Who struggling with rough briars has trodden down 
A serpent unperceived, and suddenly 
Drawn back affrighted, as in wrath it rose 
And swelled its azure neck; no otherwise, 
Awed at the sight, Androgeus began 
To make retreat. We rush upon the foe 
And with our serried arms encompass them, 
And—for the place they knew not, and o’ercome 
By terror, everywhere we lay them low, 
And fortune wafts our earliest efforts on. 
‘Twas then, in pride of valour and success 
Corcebus cried: ‘‘ O comrades, where our first 
Good fortune points the path where safety lies, 
And where she shows herself upon our side 
There let us follow her; change we our shields 
And fit we on the badges of the Greeks. 
Who stays to ask in presence of a foe 
If it be craft or courage? They themselves 
Shall find us arms. So saying then he dons 
Androgeneus’ pluméd helmet and his shield’s 
Rich blazonment, fits also to his side 
The Argive sword. So Rhipeus, so Dymas, 
And all the warriors gladly do the same; 
Each arms him with his fresh-won spoils; we march, 
With Greeks commingling, neath no gods of ours, 
And through the gloom of night encountering them 
Join battle oft, and many Greeks we send 
To Orcus down. Some scatter to the ships 
And hie them to the trusted shore apace ; 
Some in disgraceful panic climb again 
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Limina Nec soli poenas dant sanguine Teucr , 
Quondam etiam victis redit m praecordia virtus, 
Victoresque cadunt Danai Crudelis ubique 
Luctus, ubique pavor, et plurma mortis imago 
‘Primus se, Danaum magna comitante caterva, 
Androgeos offert nobis, socia agmina credens 
Inscius, atque ultro verbis compellat amicis 
‘Festinate, vir1 nam quae tam sera moratur 
“Segnities ? alu raprunt incensa feruntque 
‘Pergama vos celsis nunc primum a navibus itis!’ 
Drat, et extemplo—neque enim responsa dabantur 
Fida satis—sensit medios delapsus in hostes 
Obstipuit, retroque pedem cum vore repressit 
Inprovisum aspris veluti qui sentibus anguem 
Pressit hum: nitens, trepidusque repente refugit 
Attollentem iras, et caerula colla tumentem 
Haud secus Androgeos visu tremefactus abibat 
Inrummus densis et circumfundimur armis, 
Ignarosque loci passim et formidine captos 
Sternmus Adspirat primo fortuna labori 
Atque hic successu exsultans animisque Coroebus, 
‘O socu, qua prima,’ inquit, ‘ fortuna salutis 
‘Monstrat iter, quaque ostendit se dextra, sequamur 
‘Mutemus clipeos, Danaumque insignia nobis 
‘Aptemus Dolus an virtus, quis in hoste requirat ? 
‘Arma dabunt ipsi’ Sic fatus demnde comantem 
Androgei galeam cliperque insigne decorum 
Induitur, laterique Argivom accommodat ensem 
Hoc Rhipeus, hoc pse Dymas, omnisque 1uventus 
Laeta facit , spoluis se quisque recentibus armat 
Vadimus mnmiati Danais haud numuine nostro, 
Multaque per caecam congressi proelia noctem 
Conserrmus , multos Danaum demittimus Orco 
Diffugiunt aln ad naves, et litora cursu 
Fida petunt , pars ingentem formidine turp1 
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The mighty horse, and in its well known paunch 
Hide them. Alas! no right hath any man 

To trust to gods who do not will it so! 

Lo Priam’s child Cassandra do we see, 

Whom by her locks dishevelled now they hale 
From out Minerva’s temple and her shrine, 
Uplifting toward the heavens her glowing eyes 

In vain, for bonds her tender hands restrained. 
Frenzied in mind Corcebus could not bear 

This sight, and flung himself amidst their band 
To meet his death. We follow all with him, 
And, rush upon them with a crowd of arms. 
Here first from lofty summit of a shrine 

By weapons of our friends were we o’erthrown. 
And very grievous slaughter there arose, 
Through semblance of our arms, and plumes of Greeks 
Misleading them. Then, gathering from all sides, 
With groans of anger at the maid’s release, 

The Greeks come on; fierce Ajax, and the twain 
Atride, and the whole Dolopian host : 

E’en as the winds, when hurricane has burst, 
Dash one against another, oftentimes 

The Zephyr breeze, South wind, and Eurus’ blast 
Who gaily rides behind his Eastern steeds ; 

The forests crash, and Nereus, lord of foam, 
With trident waxes wroth, and stirs the waves 
From lowest depths. Those, too, who’er they were, 
Whom in the dark night’s gloom by stratagems 
We routed and made fly through all the town, 
Now show themselves ; and they are first to note 
Our shields and weapons telling their false tale, 
And mark the looks that match our accents ill. 
Anon by numbers were we overwhelmed ; 

And at the warrior-goddess’ altar first 

By Peneleus’ right arm Corcebus fell 

Prone to the earth; Rhipeus too died, who was 
True-heartedest among the men of Troy, 

And sioutest to maintain the right; for all 

The gods willed otherwise. There perished then 
Dymas, and Hypanis, by comrades slain ; 

Nor, Pantheus, did thine own great worth, nor yet 
Apollo’ s flock, ‘when falling prove thy shield. 
Ashes of Troy, and death-flames of my kin, 
Witness, that in your wreck I shrank to meet 
No weapons nor exchanges with the Greeks, 

And had fate willed my fall so had my deeds 
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Scandunt rursus equom, et nota conduntur in alvo. 


‘Heu nihil invitis fas quemquam fidere divis ! 
Ecce trahebatur passis Priameia virgo 
Crinibus a templo Cassandra adytisque Minervae, 
Ad caelum tendens ardentia lumina frustra, 
Lumina, nam teneras arcebant vincula palmas. 
Non tulit hanc speciem furiata mente Coroebus, 
Et sese medium iniecit periturus in agmen. 
Consequimur cuncti et densis incurrimus armis. 
Hic primum ex alto delubri culmine telis 
Nostrorum obruimur, oriturque miserrima caedes 
Armorum facie et Graiarum errore iubarum. 
Tum Danai gemitu atque ereptae virginis ira 
Undique collecti invadunt, acerrimus Aiax, 
Et gemini Atridae, Dolopumque exercitus omnis : 
Adversi rupto ceu quondam turbine venti 
Confligunt, Zephyrusque, Nutusque, et laetus Eois 
Eurus equis: strident silvae, saevitque tridenti 
Spumeus atque imo Nereus ciet aequora fundo. 
Illi etiam, si quos obscura nocte per umbram 
Fudimus insidiis, totaque agitavimus urbe, 
Adparent ; primi clipeos mentitaque tela 
Adgnoscunt, atque ora sono discordia signant. 
Ilicet obruimur numero: primusque Coroebus 
Penelei dextra Divae armipotentis ad aram 
Procumbit ; cadit et Rhipeus, iustissimus unus 
Qui fuit in Teucris et servantissimus aequi : 
Dis aliter visum. Pereunt Hypanisque Dymasque, 
Confixi a sociis ; nec te tua plurima, Panthu, 
Labentem pietas, nec Apollinis infula texit. 
Iliaci cineres, et flamma extrema meorum, 
Testor, in occasu vestro nec tela nec ullas 
Vitavisse vices Danaum, et si fata fuissent, 
Ut caderem, meruisse manu. Divellimur inde: 


73 


405 


410 


415 


420 


425 


430 


74 BOOK II 


Well earned. Then we were torn apart; with me 
Were Iphitus, and Pelias, of whom 
Was Iphitus already worn with years, 
And Pelias encumbered of the wound 
Ulysses dealt him; by uplifted cries 
Anon to Priam’s palace we were called. 

Here, sooth a mighty conflict we behold, 
As though nowhere were other battles waged, 
None else in all the town were perishing ; 
Such stubborn war ; Greeks clambering to the roofs, 
And thresholds by the assailing tortoise blocked. 
Their scaling ladders cling against the walls 
And e’en beside the gates they mount the rungs, 
And, guarding with their left, present their shields 
Against our darts, and with the right hand grip 
Our battlements. The Dardans in reply 
Tear down the palace towers and covered roof, 
With these for weapons their defence to make 
When all, they see, is o’er, and roll them down, 
The golden beams, the lofty ornaments 
Old sires set up; some with their daggers bared 
Have ranged them by the doorways down below, 
And over them keep guard in dense array. 
Fresh heart we took, to bear the palace aid, 
Lend ours relief and give the conquered strength. 
There was an entrance with its doors concealed, 
An oft-used way ’twixt Priam’s halls to pass. 
With a secluded gateway in the rear, 
By which on times ill-starred Andromache, 
While stood our realm, would go unretinued 
To see her spouse’s parents, and would lead 
To his grandsire the boy Astyanax. 
I mount to the top gables of the roof, 
Whence Troy’s unhappy sons were hurling down 
Their unavailing shafts. A tower that stood 
Sheer from the ground, upreared with pinnacles 
High as the stars—from whence all Troy was wont 
To be o’erlooked, the vessels too of Greeks, 
And the Achean camp—we plied around 
With iron crowbar, where the topmost floor 
Showed tottering joints, and tore it from its height 
And hurled upon them; suddenly it slipped 
And crashing spread loud ruin in its train, 
And far out o’er the ranks of Greeks it fell. 
But others still come on, nor stones the while 
Nor any kind of weapon cease to fly, 
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Iphitus et Pelias mecum; quorum Iphitus aevo 
Iam gravior, Pelias et volnere tardus Ulixi;: 
Protinus ad sedes Priami clamore vocati. 
Hic vero ingentem pugnam, ceu cetera nusquam 
Bella forent, nulli tota morerentur in urbe, 
Sic Martem indomitum, Danaosque ad tecta ruentes 
Cernimus, obsessumque acta testudine limen. 
Haerent parietibus scalae, postesque sub ipsos 
Nituntur gradibus, clipeosque ad tela sinistris 
Protecti obiciunt, prensant fastigia dextris. 
Dardanidae contra turres ac tecta domorum 
Culmina convellunt: his se, quando ultima cernunt, 
Extrema iam in morte parant defendere telis ; 
Auratasque trabes, veterum decora alta parentum, 
Devolvunt: alii strictis mucronibus imas 
Obsedere fores; has servant agmine denso. 
Instaurati animi, regis succurrere tectis, 
Auxilioque Jevare viros, vimque addere victis. 
“Limen erat caecaeque fores et pervius usus 
Tectorum inter se Priami, postesque relicti 
A tergo, infelix qua se, dum regna manebant, 
Saepius Andromache ferre incomitata solebat 
Ad soceros, et avo puerum Astyanacta trahebat. 
Evado ad summi fastigia culminis, unde 
Tela manu miseri iactabant inrita Teucri. 
Turrim in praecipiti stantem summisque sub astra 
Eductam tectis, unde omnis Troia videri 
Et Danaum solitae naves et Achaica castra, 
Adgressi ferro circum, qua summa labantes 
Iuncturas tabulata dabant, convellimus altis 
Sedibus, inpulimusque: ea lapsa repente ruinam 
Cum sonitu trahit, et Danaum super agmina late 
Incidit. Ast alii subeunt ; nec saxa, nec ullum 
Telorum interea cessat genus. 
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Before the very vestibule and at 
The outer gate, stands Pyrrhus jubilant, 
All glittering with bronzen gleam of arms ; 
As when a snake, on evil herbage fed, 
Comes forth to daylight, whom cold winter kept 
Swollen to full bulk concealed within the ground ; 
Now fresh from cast-off slough, and sleek in youth, 
With front upraised he coils his slippery back 
Erect to catch the sun, and in his mouth 
Quivers his three-forked tongue. Huge Periphas 
With him, and he that drove Achilles’ steeds, 
The charioteer Automedon; and all 
The Scyrian youth march in a band to storm 
The palace and fling firebrands on the roof. 
He ’mid the van himself, his axe caught up, 
Hacks through the solid lintel, and from hold 
Wrenches the bronze-bound doorposts, and has now 
Hewn through the beams, and hollowed the stout oak, 
And made a yawning-mouthed huge aperture. 
Clear shows the house within, and its long halls 
Grow plain to view, clear show the inner shrines 
Of Priam and the old kings, and they descry 
Ranged in the outer gateway arméd men. 

But all the palace’s inner courts are filled 
With wailing and sad uproar, and throughout, 
The hollow chambers ring with women’s shrieks ; 
Their cry strikes upward to the golden stars. 
Then trembling matrons roam the ample halls, 
And clinging round the door-posts print on them 
Their kisses. Pyrrhus with his sire’s rough might 
Is pressing on; nor bolts, nor guards themselves 
Can stay his onslaught ; ‘neath the frequent blow 
Of battering-ram the gate is tottering, 
And from their holdings torn, the posts fall flat. 
Might moulds its way; they burst a passage m, 
And entering Greeks the first defenders slay, 
And fill the place throughout with soldiery. 
Less fierce the foaming river that has poured 
Through broken banks, and vanquished with its flood 
The opposing hillocks, and heaped high in wrath 
Sweeps o’er the fields, and whirls o’er all the plain 
The oxen with their byres. I mine own self 
Saw Neoptolemus with slaughter mad, 
And at the threshold the Atride twain ; 
Saw Hecuba, and saw the hundred wives 
Her sons had wed; I looked on Priam, too, 
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‘Vestibulum ante ipsum primoque in limine Pyrrhus 
Exsultat, telis et luce coruscus aena : 470° 

Qualis ubi in lucem coluber mala gramina pastus, 

Frigida sub terra tumidum quem bruma tegebat, 

Nunc positis novus exuviis nitidusque iuventa, 

Lubrica convolvit sublato pectore terga 

Arduus ad solem, et linguis micat ore trisulcis. 475 

Una ingens Periphas et equorum agitator Achillis 

Armiger Automedon, una omnis Scyria pubes 

Succedunt tecto, et flammas ad culmina iactant. 

Ipse inter primos correpta dura bipenni 

Limina perrumpit, postesque a cardine vellit 480 

Aeratos ; iamque excisa trabe firma cavavit 

Robora, et ingentem latu dedit ore fenestram. 

Adparet domus intus, et atria longa patescunt ; 

Adparent Priami et veterum penetralia regum, 

Armatosque vident stantes in limine primo. 485 
‘At domus interior gemitu miseroque tumultu 

Miscetur ; penitusque cavae plangoribus aedes 

Femineis ululant ; ferit aurea sidera clamor. 

Tum pavidae tectis matres ingentibus errant, 

Amplexaeque tenent postes, atque oscula figunt. 490 

Instat vi patria Pyrrhus; nec claustra, neque ipsi 

Custodes sufferre valent. Labat ariete crebro 

Ianua, et emoti procumbunt cardine postes. 

Fit via vi: rumpunt aditus, primosque trucidant 

Inmissi Danai, et late loca milite complent. 495 

Non sic, aggeribus ruptis cum spumeus amnis 

Exiit, oppositasque evicit gurgite moles, 

Fertur in arva furens cumulo, camposque per omnes 

Cum stabulis armenta trahit. Vidi ipse furentem 

Caede Neoptolemum, geminosque in limine Atridas: 500 

Vidi Hecubam centumque nurus, Priamumque per aras 
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Fallen by the altar, fouling with his blood 

~The fires that he himself had hallowéd. 

Those fifty bridal chambers—so high hopes 

Of sons to be—their doors magnificent 

With foreign guld and spoils, are fallen flat ; 

And, where the fire is not, the Greeks have hold. 
And haply, thou may’st ask of Priam’s fate. 

When he beheld the captured city’s fall, 

And palace gateways wrecked and the enemy 

Amid his secret chambers—agéd man, 

Upon his shoulders tottering with years 

He fits in vain his long disuséd arms, 

Girds on his idle sword, and hurries forth 

To meet his death amongst the thick of foes. 

In centre of the court, ’neath heaven’s bare vault 

A mighty altar stood, and close beside, 

A very ancient bay-tree that o’erhung 

The altar, and embraced within its shade 

Our household gods. Here Hecuba in vain, 

Her daughters with her, round the altar sat, 

Like doves that fly headlong from darkling storm, 

And huddling clasped the images of gods. 

But when she looked on Priam, who had ta’en 

The arms he bore in youth: “ Unhappy spouse,”’ 

She cried: ‘‘ what ill-fraught purpose bade thee gird 

These arms to thee? or whither wouldst thou rush ? 

Not succour such, nor those defences thine 

This crisis needs; not if my Hector now, 

His very self, were present at our side. 

Come hither ere too late; this altar shall 

Shield all, or thou with all of us shalt die.”’ 

So having spoken, to herself she drew 

The old king and set him on the sacred seat. 

But lo! escaped from Pyrrhus’ slaughtering hand 

Polites, one of Priam’s sons, who flies 

Through the long cloisters ’midst of darts and foes, 

And wounded, speeds across the empty halls ; 

Hard after him fierce Pyrrhus in pursuit, 

With deadly stroke, and almost has him now 

Within his grasp, and smites him with his spear. 

And when at last before his parents’ sight 

He came full view, in helpless heap he fell. 

And in a pool of blood poured forth his life. 

Then Priam, though by death environed hard, 

Yet held not back, nor spared to vent his wrath. 

“To thee for thine iniquity,” he cries, 
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Sanguine foedantem quos ipse sacraverat ignes. 

Quinquaginta illi thalami, spes tanta nepotum, 

Barbarico postes auro spoliisque superbi, 

Procubuere: tenent Danai, qua deficit ignis. 505 
‘ Forsitan et Priami fuerint quae fata, requiras. 

Urbis uti captae casum convolsaque vidit 

Limina tectorum, et medium in penetralibus hostem, 

Arma diu senior desueta trementibus aevo 

Circumdat nequiquam umeris, et inutile ferrum 510 

Cingitur, ac densos fertur moriturus in hostes. 

Aedibus in mediis nudoque sub aetheris axe 

Ingens ara fuit iuxtaque veterrima laurus, 

Incumbens arae atque umbra complexa penates. 

Hic Hecuba et natae nequiquam altaria circum, 515 

Praecipites atra ceu tempestate columbae, 

Condensae et divom amplexae simulacra sedebant. 

Ipsum autem sumptis Priamum iuvenalibus armis 

Ut vidit, ‘ Quae mens tam dira, miserrime coniunx, 

‘Impulit his cingi telis ? aut quo ruis?’ inquit. 520 

“Non tali auxilio, nec defensoribus istis 

“Tempus eget ; non, si ipse meus nunc adforet Hector. 

“Huc tandem concede; haec ara tuebitur omnes, 

‘Aut moriere simul.’ Sic ore effata recepit 

Ad sese, et sacra longaevom in sede locavit. 525 
“Ecce autem elapsus Pyrrhi de caede Polites, 

Unus natorum Priami, per tela, per hostes 

Porticibus longis fugit, et vacua atria lustrat 

Saucius. IJllum ardens infesto volnere Pyrrhus 

Insequitur, iam iamque manu tenet et premit hasta 530 

Ut tandem ante oculos evasit et ora parentum, 

Concidit, ac multo vitam cum sanguine fudit. 

Hic Priamus, quamquam in media iam morte tenetur, 

Non tamen abstinuit, nec voci iraeque pepercit. 

‘At tibi pro scelere,’ exclamat, ‘ pro talibus ausis, 535 
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“Thy daring outrage, may the gods repay 

Their worthy thanks, and render due reward ; 

If aught of righteousness in heaven reside 

To heed such crimes—thou that hast made me view 

The murder of my son before mine eyes, 

And hast with death a father’s sight defiled. 

Yet did not he, of whom thou falsely sayest 

That thou art son, Achilles, so behave 

Towards his foeman Priam, but revered 

The rights and trust of him that craved a boon, 

And gave up Hector’s corpse for burial, 

And to my kingdom sent me back again.” 

So spake the aged king, and hurled his spear— 

No warrior’s shaft—that lacked the force to wound, 

Which by the ringing bronze at once was checked, 

And from the shield-boss’ top hung idly down. 

To whom made answer Pyrrhus: “ Then shalt thou 

Bear news of this, and pass as messenger 

Unto my sire Pelides, mark thou tell 

To him the sorry deeds I wrought, and how 

Neoptolemus is grown degenerate. 

Now to thy death. And as the word he spoke, 

He dragged him to the very altar steps, 

Trembling, and slipping in his son’s deep blood, 

And his left hand entwined in Priam’s hair, 

And with the right drew forth his flashing blade 

And buried it hilt-deep within his side. 

These things of Priam’s fortunes were the close, 

This ending bore him off by destiny, 

F’en as he gazed upon his burnt-up Troy, 

And fallen Pergamos—the erst proud lord 

Of Asia’s many peoples and her lands! 

He lies a huge trunk on the shore, his head 

Torn from his shoulders, and a nameless corpse. 
Then first a cruel dread encompassed me, 

Aghast I stood, for to my thought arose 

The image of my father dear, as I 

Beheld our sovereign, of like age to him, 

By cruel wound a-breathing life away ; 

Rose to my thought Creusa left behind, 

My plundered home, my young Iulus’ fate. 

I look around and scan what force may be 

About me; all worn out, have left my side, 

And with a leap have flung them to the ground, 

Or given themselves despairing to the flames. 

And so at last was I now left alone, 
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“Di, si qua est caelo pietas, quae talia curet, 

‘Persolvant grates dignas, et praemia reddant 

‘Debita, qui nati coram me cernere letum 

‘Fecisti, et patrios foedasti funere voltus. 

‘At non ille, satum quo te mentiris, Achilles 

‘Talis in hoste fuit Priamo ; sed iura fidemque 

“Supplicis erubuit, corpusque exsangue sepulcro 

“Reddidit Hectoreum, meque in mea regna remisit.’ 

Sic fatus senior, telumque inbelle sine ictu 

Coniecit, rauco quod protinus aere repulsum, 

Et summo clipei nequiquam umbone pependit. 

Cui Pyrrhus: ‘ Referes ergo haec, et nuntius ibis 

‘Pelidae genitori: illi mea tristia facta 

‘ Degeneremque Neoptolemum narrare memento. 

“Nunc morere.’ Hoc dicens, altaria ad ipsa trementem 

Traxit et in multo lapsantem sanguine nati, 

Inplicuitque comam laeva, dextraque coruscum 

Extulit ac lateri capulo tenus abdidit ensem. 

Haec finis Priami fatorum ; hic exitus illum 

Sorte tulit, Troiam incensam et prolapsa videntem 

Pergama, tot quondam populis terrisque superbum 

Regnatorem Asiae. Iacet ingens litore truncus, 

Avolsumque umeris caput, et sine nomine corpus. 
‘At me tum primum saevus circumstetit horror. 

Obstipui ; subiit cari genitoris imago, 

Ut regem aequaevom crudeli volnere vidi 

Vitam exhalantem ; subiit deserta Creusa, 

Et direpta domus, et parvi casus Tuli. 

Respicio, et quae sit me circum copia lustro. 

Deseruere omnes defessi, et corpora saltu 

Ad terram misere aut ignibus aegra dedere. 
[Iamque adeo super unus eram, cum limina Vestae 
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When staying there in Vesta’s shrine I spied 
Helen, who lurked in silence all apart ; 

For the bright flames did light me, as I strayed 
And cast mine eyes on all things everywhere. 
She, dreading sore the hatred Teucrians felt 

For her, for Troy’s o’erthrow, the vengeance too 
Of Greeks, and her forsaken husband’s wrath, 
Fell scourge alike of Troy and her own land, 

Had hidden her, and by the altars sat 

The hated one. Fire flashed within my heart, 
There in me rose the passion to revenge 

My falling fatherland, and claim from her 

The payment for her crimes: ‘‘ Sooth then shall she 
Look upon Sparta and her native town 

Mycene all unharmed, and, like a queen 

Go there in triumph gained? and shall she see 
Husband and home, her parents and her sons, 

By train of [lian dames and Phrygian slaves 
Accompanied ? Shall Priam by the sword 

Have fallen? Shall Troy have burnéd in the flames ? 
Shall Dardan shore so oft have reeked with blood ? 
Not so—for though no reputation lies 

In meting woman punishment, nor praise 

Hath victory, yet I shall still be praised 

For that I quenched iniquity, and wreaked 
Deservéd vengeance, and ’twill please that I 

Sated the fire of vengeance in my soul, 

And made the ashes of my folk content.” 

Such thoughts in me passed to and fro, borne on 
By passionate resolve, when to my gaze 

My parent sweet appeared—not e’er before 

So bright to view, and shone amid the night 

In lustre pure, and goddess owned herself, 

As fair at once and yet as great as she 

Is wont to seem to dwellers of the sky, 

And by the right hand seized and held me fast, 
And further this with rosy lip she spake: 

“‘ What grief so great thy reckless passion stirs, 
Why this wild wrath my son or whither gone 
Thy love for me? Wilt thou not first regard 
Where thou hast left thy sire worn out with age, 
Anchises, whether still Creusa lives 

Thy spouse, and boy Ascanius, around all 

Of whom the bands of Greeks roam everywhere, 
And had my care not stayed them, flames ere now 
Had borne them off, and hostile sword devoured. 
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Servantem et tacitam secreta in sede latentem 
Tyndarida aspicio; dant clara incendia lucem 
Erranti passimque oculos per cuncta ferenti. 

Illa sibi infestos eversa ob Pergama Teucros, 

Et poenas Danaum et deserti coniugis iras 
Praemetuens, Troiae et patriae communis Erinys, 
Abdiderat sese, atque aris invisa sedebat. 

Exarsere ignes animo; subit ira cadentem 

Ulcisci patriam, et sceleratas sumere poenas : 
Scilicet haec Spartam incolumis patriasque Mycenas 
Aspiciet, partoque ibit regina triumpho ? 
Coniugiumque domumque patres natosque videbit, 
Iliadum turba at Phrygiis comitata ministris ? 
Occiderit ferro Priamus? Troia arserit igni? 
Dardanium toties sudarit sanguine litus ? 

Non ita. Namque, etsi nullum memorabile nomen 
Feminea in poena est nec habet victoria laudem, 
Exstinxisse nefas tamen et sumpsisse merentes 
Laudabor poenas, animumque explesse iuvabit 
Ultricis flammae, et cineres satiasse meorum. 
Talia iactabam, et furiata mente ferebar,] 

Cum mihi se, non ante oculis tam clara, videndam 
Obtulit, et pura per noctem in luce refulsit 

Alma parens, confessa deam, qualisque videri 
Caelicolis et quanta solet; dextraque prehensum 
Continuit, roseoque haec insuper addidit ore: 
‘Nate, quis indomitas tantus dolor excitat iras ? 
‘Quid furis? aut quonam nostri tibi cura recessit ? 
‘Non prius aspicies, ubi fessum aetate parentem 
‘Liqueris Anchisen ? superet coniunxne Creusa, 

‘ Ascaniusque puer? quos omnes undique Graiae 
‘Circum errant acies, et, ni mea cura resistat, 
‘Iam flammae tulerint inimicus et hauserit ensis. 
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’Twas not Laconian Helen’s countenance, 
Hateful to thee, nor Paris, the reviled ; 
The inclemency of gods, of gods I ween 
This power is overturning, and lays low 
Troy from her height. Behold, for I will tear 
All mist away that now, drawn o’er thy gaze, 
Bedims thy mortal sight and sheds around 
Damp darkness: thou then have no fear at all 
Of aught soe’er thy mother bids thee do, 
Nor her injunctions to obey refuse. 
Here, when thou see’st huge buildings rent apart, 
Stone torn from stone, and curling smoke appear 
Mingling with dust ’tis Neptune shakes the walls, 
Upheaven from their base with trident huge, 
And roots out all our city from its place; 
Here, Juno, sword-girt, bitterest of foes, 
Is first to post her at the Sczan gate, 
And madly summons her confederate host 
Forth from their vessels. Now look back to see ; 
Tritonian Pallas on our fortress top 
Hath seated her, effulgent with her cloud 
And Gorgon fierce. The Sire himself supplies 
Courage and might victorious to the Greeks, 
Himself stirs heaven against the arms of Troy. 
Take flight in haste, my son, and end thy toil. 
Nowhere shall I be absent from thy side, 
But bring thee safely to thy father’s gate.” 
Her words were ended, and in thickest shades 
Of dark she hid her. The dread shapes appear 
And mighty presences of gods opposed 
To Troy. 

Then sooth all Ilium seemed to me 
To sink down in the flames, and Neptune’s Troy 
From its foundation to be overturned ; 
And as on mountain top, when husbandmen 
Haste vying each with other to o’erthrow 
An ancient ash the iron has ringed around 
And frequent strokes of axe; it all the while 
Is menacing to fall, and, as its crown 
Is rudely shaken, quivering nods its green, 
Till by degrees o’ercome by wounds, it yields 
A final groan, and from its hills torn down, 
Draws speedy ruin with it. I descend, 
And by the heavenly guidance thread my way 
Mid flame and foe; their weapons now give place, 
Their flames retreat. 
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“Non tibi Tyndaridis facies invisa Lacaenae, 
‘Culpatusve Paris, divom inclementia, divom, 
‘Has evertit opes, sternitque a culmine Troiam. 
‘ Aspice: namque omnem, quae nunc obducta tuenti 
* Mortales hebetat visus tibi et umida circum 
‘Caligat, nubem eripiam: tu ne qua parentis 
‘“Tussa time, neu praeceptis parere recusa. 
‘Hic, ubi disiectas moles avolsaque saxis 
‘Saxa vides, mixtoque undantem pulvere fumum, 
“Neptunus muros magnoque emota tridenti 
‘Fundamenta quatit, totamque a sedibus urbem 
‘Eruit. Hic Iuno Scaeas saevissima portas 
‘Prima tenet, sociumque furens a navibus agmen 
‘Ferro accincta vocat. 
‘Jam summas arces Tritonia, respice, Pallas 
‘Insedit, nimbo effulgens et Gorgone saeva. 
‘Ipse Pater Danais animos viresque secundas 
‘Sufficit ; ipse deos in Dardana suscitat arma. 
‘Eripe, nate, fugam, finemque inpone labori. 
‘Nusquam abero, et tutum patrio te limine sistam.’ 
Dixerat ; et spissis noctis se condidit umbris. 
Adparent dirae facies, inimicaque Troiae 
Numina magna deum. 

‘Tum vero omne mihi visum considere in ignes 
Tlium, et ex imo verti Neptunia Troia ; 
Ac veluti summis antiquam in montibus ormum 
Cum ferro accisam crebrisque bipennibus instant 
Eruere agricolae certatim; illa usque minatur 
Et tremefacta comam concusso vertice nutat, 
Volneribus donec paulatim evicta supremum 
Congemuit traxitque iugis avolsa ruinam. 
Descendo, ac ducente deo flammam inter et hostes 
Expedior ; dant tela locum, flammaeque recedunt. 
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And when I now at last 
Had gained the threshold of iny father’s house, 
Our early home, my sire, whom most of all 
I longed to carry to the mountain heights 
Whom most of all was I now come to seek, 
That sire refused to lengthen out his days 
And suffer exile now that Troy was razed. 
“Do ye,’ quoth he,” “‘ whose blood is young within, 
Whose strength stands firm in all its vigour still, 
Haste ye your flight. 
Had the gods willed that I should lengthen life, 
For me they had preserved this dwelling-place. 
Enough and more, one sacking have I seen, 
And have survived the taking of my town. 
Thus, thus laid out for burial greet my corpse, 
And pass along. I'll find me means of death ; 
The enemy will pity, and will claim 
A dead fve’s spoils; not grievous is the loss 
Of burial. Hated of the gods awhile 
And profitless I stay the march of years, 
E’er since the sire of gods and king of men 
Blew on me with the wind of thunderbolt, 
And grazed me with its fire.” Thus on and on 
He kept repeating, and of purpose fixed 
Remained. While we dissolved in tears, my wife 
Creusa and Ascanius and all 
Our household kept imploring that my sire 
Would not make wreck of all things with himself, 
And forward on the doom that pressed us hard. 
Deaf ear he turns, and to his purpose clings 
And to that spot. To arms again I rush, 
And in sore anguish make me choice of death: 
For what device, what chance was left us now? 
“And didst thou dream, my sire, that leaving thee 
I could go forth? Hath such an impious word 
Fallen from a father’s lips? If gods decide 
That naught of this great city should be left, 
And if this now be rooted in thy mind 
And of thyself and thine if it be joy, 
To make addition to Troy’s perishing, 
The door lies open to that death of thine, 
And speedily will Pyrrhus be at hand 
Reeking with blood of Priam—he, that slays 
The son in very presence of the sire, 
The sire beside the altar. Was it this 
For which, sweet parent, thou dost snatch me out 
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‘ Atque ubi iam patriae perventum ad limina sedis 
Antiquasque domos, genitor, quem tollere in altos 
Optabam primum montes primumque petebam, 
Abnegat excisa vitam producere Troia, 
Exsiliumque pati. ‘Vos o, quibus integer aevi 
‘Sanguis,’ ait, ‘ solidaeque suo stant robore vires, 
‘Vos agitate fugam. 

‘Me si caelicolae voluissent ducere vitam, 

“Has mihi servassent sedes. Satis una superque 

‘ Vidimus excidia, et captae superavimus urbi. 

‘Sic o sic positum adfati discedite corpus. 

‘“Ipse manu mortem inveniam: miserebitur hostis 
“Exuviasque petet. Facilis iactura sepulcri. 


‘Iam pridem invisus divis et inutilis annos 


“Demoror, ex quo me divom pater atque hominum rex 


‘Fulminis adflavit ventis, et contigit igni.’ 

Talia perstabat memorans, fixusque manebat. 

Nos contra effusi lacrimis, coniunxque Creusa 
Ascaniusque omnisque domus, ne vertere secum 
Cuncta pater fatoque urguenti incumbere vellet. 
Abnegat, inceptoque et sedibus haeret in isdem. 
Rursus in arma feror, mortemque miserrimus opto. 
Nam quod consilium aut quae iam fortuna dabatur ? 
‘Mene efferre pedem, genitor, te posse relicto 
‘Sperasti ? tantumque nefas patrio excidit ore? 
‘Si nihil ex tanta superis placet urbe relinqui, 

‘Et sedet hoc animo, perituraeque addere Troiae 
“Teque tuosque iuvat, patet isti ianua leto, 
‘Iamque aderit multo Priami de sanguine Pyrrhus, 
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“Gnatum ante ora patris, patrem qui obtruncat ad aras. 


‘ Hoc erat, alma parens, quod me per tela, per ignes 
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Safe through their weapons, through their fires, that I 

May see the foe amidst our inner courts, 

See too Ascanius, see my sire, my spouse 

Hard by, each weltering in the other’s blood ? 

Arms, bring me arms, brave men! our latest day 

Is calling for the conquered. Give me back 

To the Danaans. Let me return to see 

The fight begun once more. It ne’er shall prove 

That all of us die unavenged to-day.” 

Hereon I gird me with my sword afresh, 

And sought to set my left arm in my shield 

And fit it on, and sally from the house ; 

But lo! my spouse began to clasp my feet, 

And cling around me at the door, and hold 

The child Iulus forward to his sire. 

“Tf thou to death departest, through it all 

Then take us with thee speedily, but if, 

Well practised, thou hast any hope in arms 

That thou hast ta’en, then first defend this home. 

To whom is little Iulus, and thy sire, 

And I, once styled thy wife, now left by thee ?”’ 
Thus crying loudly, she began to fill 

The house throughout with moaning, when arose 

A sudden portent, marvellous to tell. 

For while his sorrowing parents’ arms and lips 

Were round him, ’midst them the light tuft of hair 

Upon Iulus crown, was seen to shed 

A radiance, and the harmless flame appeared 

To play around his tender locks, and feed 

About his brows. We terrified began 

To tremble in alarm, and dash the flames 

From out his locks, and from the fountain quench 

The hallowed fires. But sire Anchises raised 

His eyes toward the stars in joyfulness 

And stretched his palms toward the heavens and cried : 

“QO Jove omnipotent, if thou art moved 

By any supplications, look on us; 

"Tis all we ask, and if of righteousness 

We merit it, then, father, lend us aid, 

And make these omens sure.” My aged sire 

Had scarcely spoken, when with sudden crash 

It thundered on the left, and from the sky 

A falling star with torch-train luminous 

Sped through the darkness. This did we discern 

On gliding o’er the palace’ lofty top 

Hide its bright self within Mount Ida’s wood 
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‘Eripis, ut mediis hostem in penetralibus, utque 665 

‘Ascanium patremque meum iuxtaque Creusam 

‘Alterum in alterius mactatos sanguine cernam ? 

‘Arma, viri, ferte arma; vocat lux ultima victos. 

‘Reddite me Danais; sinite instaurata revisam 

“Proelia. Numquam omnes hodie moriemur inulti.’ 670 
“Hine ferro accingor rursus, clipeoque sinistram 

Insertabam aptans, meque extra tecta ferebam. 

Ecce autem complexa pedes in limine coniunx 

Haerebat, parvumque patri tendebat Iulum: 

‘Si periturus abis, et nos rape in omnia tecum ; 675 

‘Sin aliquam expertus, sumptis spem ponis in armis, 

“Hanc primum tutare domum. Cui parvus I[ulus, 

‘Cui pater, et coniunx quondam tua dicta relinquor ? ’ 
“Talia vociferans gemitu tectum omne replebat ; 

Cum subitum dictuque oritur mirabile monstrum. 680 

Namque manus inter maestorumque ora parentum 

Ecce levis summo de vertice visus [uli 

Fundere lumen apex, tactuque innoxia molles 

Lambere flamma comas, et circum tempora pasci. 

Nos pavidi trepidare metu, crinemque flagrantem 685 

Excutere, et sanctos restinguere fontibus ignes. 

At pater Anchises oculos ad sidera laetus 

Extulit, et caelo palmas sum voce tetendit : 

‘Iuppiter omnipotens, precibus si flecteris ullis, 

‘Aspice nos—hoc tantum—et, si pietate meremur, 690 

‘Da deinde auxilium, pater, atque haec omina firma.’ 
‘Vix ea fatus erat senior, subitoque fragore 

Intonuit laevum, et de caelo lapsa per umbras 

Stella facem ducens multa cum luce cucurrit. 

IWiam, summa super Jabentem culmina tecti, 695 

Cernimus Idaea claram se condere silva, 
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And point to us the path; the furrow then 

Its long track through, shone brilliant, and afar 
The places all around smoked sulphurous. 

’Twas then my father overcome upraised 

His head to heaven, and made the gods a prayer, 
And to that holy star did reverence. 

‘Now, now, delay is past, I follow thee, 

And where thou leadest I am at thy side. 

Gods of my fatherland, keep safe my house, 
Keep safe my grandson; yours this augurv, 

Of your divine approval Troy exists, 

I yield forsooth, nor, son, do I refuse 

To go, thy comrade.’ Ended were his words ; 
And now more clearly ’midst our walls is heard 
The fire, and nearer roll the flames their heat. 
“Then come, dear father, mount thee on my neck ; 
Myself will set my shoulders underneath, 

Nor shall that toil of thee be burdensome ; 
However things may fall, to both shall be 

One common danger, one security. 

Let little IuJus my companion be, 

And let my spouse from far our footsteps trace. 
Ye of my household in your minds weigh well 
What I will now enjoin. A mound there is 
When ye have left the city, and a shrine, 

An olden shrine of Ceres, priestless now, 

And by its side an ancient cypress grows, 

By pious ancestors long years preserved ; 

To this one place by paths diverse we’ll come. 
Thou, father, take our emblems in thy hand 

And country’s household gods, for me, but now 
From bitter warfare and fresh slaughter come, 
To handle them were sacrilege, till I 

Have washed me from the stain in living stream! ”’ 
So did I speak, and o’er my shoulders broad 

And my bowed neck, above the garb I wore, 

I spread on me a tawny lion’s skin, 

And stoop beneath my burden. My right hand 
The child Iulus twines within his own, 

And follows with unequal steps his sire ; 

Behind us comes my spouse. We haste along 
Through shadowy ways; and me, whom hurléd darts 
But now could ne’er affright, nor gathered bands 
Of Greeks ranged opposite, now every breath 
Alarms, and every sound makes timorous, 

And terrified for comrade and for charge. 
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Signantemque vias; tum longo limite sulcus 

Dat lucem, et late circum loca sulfure fumant. 

Hic vero victus genitor se tollit ad auras, 

Adfaturque deos, et sanctum sidus adorat. 700 
“Tam iam nulla mora est; sequor, et qua ducitis, adsum. 
‘Di patrii, servate domum, servate nepotem ! 

‘Vestrum hoc augurium, vestroque in numine Troia est. 
“Cedo equidem, nec, nate, tibi comes ire recuso.’ 

Dixerat ille ; et jam per moenia clarior ignis 705 
Auditur, propiusque aestus incendia volvunt. 

‘Ergo age, care pater, cervici imponere nostrae ; 

“Ipse subibo umeris, nec me labor iste gravabit ; 

“Quo res cumque cadent, unum et commune periclum, 
‘Una salus ambobus erit. Mihi parvus Iulus 710 
“Sit comes, et longe servet vestigia coniunx. 

“Vos, famuli, quae dicam, animis advertite vestris. 

‘Est urbe egressis tumulus templumque vetustum 
“Desertae Cereris, iuxtaque antiqua cupressus, 

‘ Religione patrum multos servata per annos: 715 
“Hanc ex diverso sedem veniemus in unam. 

‘Tu, genitor, cape sacra manu patriosque penates : 

“Me, bello e tanto digressum et caede recenti, 

‘ Attrectare nefas, donec me flumine vivo 

* Abluero.’ 720 
Haec fatus, latos umeros subiectaque colla 

Veste super fulvique insternor pelle leonis ; 

Succedoque oneri. Dextrae se parvus Iulus 

Inplicuit, sequiturque patrem non passibus aequis: 

Pone subit coniunx. Ferimur per opaca locorum ; 725 
Et me, quem dudum non ulla iniecta movebant 

Tela, neque adverso glomerati ex agmine Grai, 

Nunc omnes terrent aurae, sonus excitat omnis 
Suspensum et pariter comitique onerique timentem. 
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And now already was I nigh the gates, 
And seemed to have passed safely all the way 
When suddenly, methought there met my ear 
The sound of many footsteps; and my sire 
Peered forward, through the shade, and cried aloud: 
‘Fly, fly, my son, they near us; I discern 
Their flashing shields, and helmets’ bronzen gleam.” 
Then, in my terror, some unfriendly power 
Of gods snatched from me my bewildered thought. 
For while in flight I chose untrodden ways, 
And from the well-known pathways turned aside, 
Alas! my wife Creusa stayed behind. 
Torn was she then from her unhappy spouse 
By fates’ decree, or wandered from her way, 
Or weary sat her down, is all in doubt ; 
Nor after to my sight was she restored 
And I ne’er looked behind to find her gone, 
Nor cast a thought back, till we reached the tomb 
Of ancient Ceres and her sacred seat. 
And here at length when all were gathered, one 
Was missing, and had slipped unnoticéd 
From comrades, son, and spouse. Of men and gods, 
Whom did I not, bereft of sense, upbraid ? 
Or what amid our city’s overthrow 
More bitter did I see? Ascanius now 
And sire Anchises, and Troy’s household gods 
To comrades’ care I trust, and hide them safe 
In hollow valley ; I myself return 
Into the town, and gird my glittering arms, 
Bent every risk afresh to undergo, 
Retrace my way through every part of Troy, 
And yet again meet danger face to face. 
First to the walls do I repair once more, 
And gloomy thresholds by the gate where I 
Had passed without, and thread my footsteps back 
And track them all the night, and scan them close. 
Dread sights around, the very stillness too 
Makes courage quail; then if perchance, perchance 
She should have turned her thither, to the home 
I wend me back. The Greeks had burst within, 
And now were holding all the house. Anon 
Right to the roof-top rolls the hungry fire 
Before the wind, the flames mount over it, 
The raging heat seethes upward to the sky. 
I pass along and visit once again 
King Priam’s palace and the citadel. 
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Iamque propinquabam portis, omnemque videbar 730 
Evasisse viam, subito cum creber ad aures 

Visus adesse pedum sonitus, genitorque per umbram 
Prospiciens, ‘ Nate,’ exclamat, ‘fuge, nate; propinquant ; 
‘ Ardentes clipeos atque aera micantia cerno.’ 

Hic mihi nescio quod trepido male numen amicum 735 
Confusam eripuit mentem. Namque avia cursu 

Dum sequor, et nota excedo regione viarum, 

Heu! misero coniunx fatone erepta Creusa 

Substitit, erravitne via, seu lassa resedit, 

Incertum; nec post oculis, est reddita nostris. 740 
Nec prius amissam respexi, animumve reflexi, 

Quam tumulum antiquae Cereris sedemque sacratam 
Venimus: hic demum collectis omnibus una 

Defuit, et comites natumque virumque fefellit. 

Quem non incusavi amens hominumque deorumque? 745 
Aut quid in eversa vidi crudelius urbe? 

Ascanium Anchisenque patrem Teucrosque Penates 
Commendo sociis, et curva valle recondo ; 

Ipse urbem repeto, et cingor fulgentibus armis. 

Stat casus renovare omnes, omnemque reverti 750 
Per Troiam, et rursus caput obiectare periclis. 

Principio muros obscuraque limina portae, 

Qua gressum extuleram, repeto; et vestigia retro 
Observata sequor per noctem et lumine lustro. 

Horror ubique animos, simul ipsa silentia terrent. 755 
Inde domum, si forte pedem, si forte tulisset, 

Me refero. Inruerant Danai, et tectum omne tenebant. 
Ilicet ignis edax summa ad fastigia vento 

Volvitur ; exsuperant flammae ; furit aestus ad auras. 
Procedo, et Priami sedes arcemque reviso. 760 
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F’en now, within the vacant corridors, 

In Juno’s refuge-shrine the chosen guards, 
Phoenix and fell Ulysses, o’er the spoil 

Are keeping watch; and here from every side 
Troy’s treasure, stolen from her burning shrines, 
Is being heaped, the tables of the gods, 

And bowls of solid gold, and captive garb ; 
Young boys and trembling matrons stand around 
In long array. 

Nay I had boldness e’en to launch my cries 
Amid the shade, and filled with shouts the ways, 
And idly, in my grief, repeating called 
Again and yet again, Creusa’s name. 

And as I sought her madly without cease 
Amongst the city’s dwellings, the sad ghost 
And shadow of Creusa’s self appeared 

Before mine eyes, and her own counterfeit 
Taller than I had known. Aghast was I, 

My hair stood stiff, the word I uttered clave 
Within my jaws, then thus she ’gan to speak, 
And with these words to take my grief away. 
“Why doth it so delight thee to indulge 

In grief insensate, O my husband dear ? 

Not without heavenly sanction this arose ; 

Nor is it given thee hence to bear away 

Creusa for companion, nor does he, 

Ruler of high Olympus, grant thee leave. 

Long exile is for thee, and thou must plough 
Vast surface of the main; and thou shalt come 
To that Hesperian land, where, ’twixt rich fields 
Of lordly men, doth Lydian Tiber flow 

His gentle course. There glad prosperity, 

And realm, and queen, are all prepared for thee. 
For thy beloved Creusa dry thy tears ; 

I shall not look upon the proud abodes 

Of Myrmidons or Dolopes, nor go 

To serve Greek matrons, I, a dame of Troy 

And wed to goddess Venus’ son. But me 

The gods’ great mother in these coasts detains. 
And now farewell, and for the son we share 
Keep a fond heart.’’ When she had said these words, 
She left me as I wept and longed to say 

Much, and had vanished into slender air. 

Thrice then I strove around her neck to fling 
Mine arms; three times her phantom, clasped in vain, 
Escaped my hand—just like the fickle winds, 
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Et iam porticibus vacuis Iunonis asylo 

Custodes lecti Phoenix et dirus Ulixes 

Praedam adservabant. Huc undique Troia gaza 
Incensis erepta adytis mensaeque deorum 
Crateresque auro solidi captivaque vestis 
Congeritur. Pueri et pavidae longo ordine matres 
Stant circum. 

Ausus quin etiam voces iactare per umbram, 
Implevi clamore vias, maestusque Creusam 
Nequiquam ingeminans iterumque iterumque vocavi. 
Quaerenti et tectis urbis sine fine furenti 

Infelix simulacrum atque ipsius umbra Creusae 
Visa mihi ante oculos, et nota maior imago. 


Obstipui, steteruntque comae, et vox faucibus haesit. 


Tum sic adfari, et curas his demere dictis : 

‘Quid tantum insano iuvat indulgere dolori, 

“OQ dulcis coniunx? non haec sine numine divom 
‘Eveniunt : nec te hinc comitem asportare Creusam 
“Fas aut ille sinit superi regnator Olympi. 


“Longa tibi exsilia, et vastum maris aequor arandum : 


“Et terram Hesperiam venies, ubi Lydius arva 
“Inter opima virum leni fluit agmine Thybris ; 
“Tllic res laetae regnumque et regia coniunx 
“Parta tibi: lacrimas dilectae pelle Creusae. 

‘Non ego Myrmidonum sedes Dolopumve superbas 
‘ Aspiciam, aut Grais servitum matribus ibo, 
‘Dardanis, et divae Veneris nurus: 

“Sed me magna deum genetrix his detinet oris. 
‘Tamque vale, et nati serva communis amorem.’ 
Haec ubi dicta dedit, lacrimantem et multa volentem 
Dicere deseruit, tenuesque recessit in auras. 

Ter conatus ibi collo dare bracchia circum ; 

Ter frustra comprensa manus effugit imago, 
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And very semblance of a wingéd dream. 

So when the night was spent, at length I wend 
Back to my friends. And wondering here I find 
Great crowds of comrades fresh have flowed to me, 
Matrons and men, a host for exile joined, 

A pitiable throng, from every side 

Are met, their hearts and fortunes ripe to go 

Into what land soe’er I choose to lead 

Across the sea. And Lucifer e’en now 

Was rising o’er Mount Ida’s lofty ridge 

And drawing daylight on. Greeks blocked and held 
The entrance of the gates, nor any hope 

Of aid at all remained. I left the place, 

And, bearing off my father, sought the hills. 
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Par levibus ventis, volucrique simillima somno. 

Sic demum socios consumpta nocte reviso. 795 
‘ Atque hic ingentem comitum adfluxisse novorum 

Invenio admirans numerum, matresque virosque, 

Collectam exilio pubem, miserabile volgus. 

Undique convenere, animis opibusque parati, 

In quascumque velim pelago deducere terras. 800 

Iamque iugis summae surgebat Lucifer Idae, 

Ducebatque diem; Danaique obsessa tenebant 

Limina portarum, nec spes opis ulla dabatur : 

Cessi, et sublato montes genitore petivi.’ 
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AFTER the gods thought fit to overthrow 
Asia’s dominion and king Priam’s race— 
That did not so deserve—and when there fell 
Proud Ilium, and when all Neptunian Troy 
Sent up her smoke from out the ground, then we 
Were driven by the auguries of gods 
To seek far exile and unpeopled lands, 
And, right beneath Antander and the ridge 
Of Phrygian Ida, toil to build our fleet, 
Not knowing whither fate may bear us on 
Or in what place may grant us leave to stay, 
And gather men around us. Scarce begun 
Was summer’s prime, when sire Anchises bade 
That we should spread our sails to winds of fate ; 
Then, weeping, I my country’s shores forsake, 
Her harbours, and the plains where Troy had stood. 
Out on the deep an exile I am borne, 
My comrades with me, and my son, and gods— 
Those of my hearth, and heaven’s great gods beside. 

A far off land there is, where people dwell, 
A warlike land with far extending plains ; 
The Thracian’s plough it, and ‘twas ruled of old 
By stern Lycurgus; while our fortune stood 
Troy’s olden guest-friend, its hearth-gods allied. 
Hither I sail, and on the winding shore 
Found my first walls, begun with fates unkind, 
And, from my own, frame for its folk the name 
The AEneade. 

There I was offering 

Gifts to Dione’s daughter, mother mine, 
And to the gods, to look with favouring eye 
On works begun ; and, to the lofty king 
Of heaven’s inhabitants, upon the shore 
Was sacrificing a sleek-coated ox. 
It chanced that close beside there rose a mound 
Upon whose summit cornel bushes grew, 
And bristling with its thick and spear-like shoots 
A myrtle bush; to it I went, and strove 
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‘PostguaM res Asiae Priamique evertere gentem 
Inmeritam visum superis, ceciditque superbum 
Ilium et omnis humo fumat Neptunia Troia, 
Diversa exilia et desertas quaerere terras 
Augurlis agimur divom, classemque sub ipsa 
Antandro et Phrygiae molimur montibus Idae, 
Incerti quo fata ferant, ubi sistere detur, 
Contrahimusque viros. Vix prima inceperat aestas, 
Et pater Anchises dare fatis vela iubebat, 

Litora cum patriae lacrimans portusque relinquo 
Et campos, ubi Troia fuit. Feror exsul in altum 
Cum sociis natoque, Penatibus et magnis Dis. 

Terra procul vastis colitur, Mavortia campis, 
(Thraces arant) acri quondam regnata Lycurgo 
Hospitium antiquum Troiae sociique Penates, 
Dum fortuna fuit. Feror huc, et litore curvo 
Moenia prima loco fatis ingressus iniquis, 
Aeneadasque meo nomen de nomine fingo. 

Sacra Dionaeae matri divisque ferebam 
Auspicibus coeptorum operum, superoque nitentem 
Caelicolum regi mactabam in litore taurum. 
Forte fuit iuxta tumulus, quo cornea summo 
Virgulta et densis hastilibus horrida myrtus. 
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To tear its woody green from out the ground, 
To veil the altar with the leafy boughs 
Then looked I on a portent terrible, 
And wondrous to relate, for, the first bush 
Torn from the soil, when broken were its roots 
From out of 1t there drip black drops of blood, 
And stain the earth with gore An icy dread 
Brings trembling to my limbs, and my chill blood 
Curdles from fear. I make attempt again 
From other bush to tear a pliant twig, 
And thoroughly to probe the hidden cause , 
And from the other’s bark there also flows 
Black blood Much pondering this within my mind, 
I to the woodland nymphs addressed my prayer 
And Sire Gradivus, who o’er Getic fields 
Is the presiding deity, that they 
Would duly make my vision fortunate, 
And turn an evil omen into good, 
But after that for the third time I strove, 
More stoutly still against the spear-like twigs, 
And on my knees was wrenching at the sand— 
Speak shall I, or be silent? there 1s heard 
A tearful groan from bottom of the mound 
And words in answer fall upon mine ear 
““O why, Aineas, art thou mangling thus 
A wretched man? Spare now my buried corpse, 
And spare thy pious hands to desecrate 
A son of Troy, no stranger I to thee, 
Nor does this gore flow from the stem of bush, 
Ah! flee these cruel lands, this greedy shore , 
For I am Polydorus, and a crop 
Of iron darts have pmned me to the spot, 
And covered me, and with their pointed spikes 
Grown over me” Then with perplexing dread 
Awe-stricken in my mind I stood aghast, 
My hair stood upright, and the voice within 
Clave to my Jaws 

This Polydorus erst 
Ill-fated Priam secretly had sent 
With ample weight of gold unto the king 
Of Thracia, to be nurtured, when e’en then 
He felt mustrustful of the arms of Troy, 
And saw the city compassed with a siege 
He, when the power of Trojans was destroyed, 
And fortune left them, following the side 
Of Agamemmon and his conquering arms, 
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Conatus, ramis tegerem ut frondentibus aras, 
Horrendum et dictu video mirabile monstrum. 
Nam quae prima solo ruptis radicibus arbos 
Vellitur, huic atro liquuntur sanguine guttae 

Et terram tabo maculant. Mihi frigidus horror 
Membra quatit, gelidusque coit formidine sanguis. 
Rursus et alterius lentum convellere vimen 
Insequor et causas penitus temptare latentes: 
Ater et alterius sequitur de cortice sanguis. 
Multa movens animo Nymphas venerabar agrestes 
Gradivomque patrem, Geticis qui praesidet arvis, 
Rite secundarent visus omenque levarent. 
Tertia sed postquam maiore hastilia nisu 
Adgredior genibusque adversae obluctor harenae, 
(Eloquar an sileam ?) gemitus lacrimabilis imo 
Auditur tumulo, et vox reddita fertur ad aures: 
“Quid miserum, Aenea, laceras ? 1am parce sepulto, 
‘Parce pias scelerare manus: non me tibi Troia 
‘Externum tulit aut cruor hic de stipite manat. 
“Heu fuge crudeles terras, fuge litus avarum. 
“Nam Polydorus ego: hic confixum ferrea texit 
‘Telorum seges et iaculis increvit acutis.’ 

Tum vero ancipiti mentem formidine pressus 


Obstipui steteruntque comae et vox faucibus haesit. 
Hunc Polydorum auri quondam cum pondere magno 


Infelix Priamus furtim mandarat alendum 
Thraeicio regi, cum iam diffideret armis 

Dardaniae cingique urbem obsidione videret. 

Ille, ut opes fractae Teucrum, et Fortuna recessit, 
Res Agamemnonias victriciaque arma secutus 
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Did violence to every law divine, 
Slew Polydorus, and by force laid hands 
Upon the gold. Accursed greed for gold, 
To what dost thou not drive the heart of man ? 
When that the terror from my bones was gone, 
To chosen chieftains of the race I tell 
These portents of the gods, and to my sire 
The first, and ask how their decision lies. 
All have one mind, to quit that cursed land, 
Forsake the place where guestship was defiled, 
And give our vessels to the southern gales. 
So then to Polydorus we perform 
Our funeral office; and the earth is heaped 
High for his tomb; to manes of the dead 
The mourning altars stand, dark-filleted 
With gloomy cypress’ boughs, and Ilium’s dames 
Stand, as their wont, with locks flung loose, around. 
We offer foaming cups of fresh-warm milk, 
And spreading bowls of sacrificial blood, 
And set his soul at rest within the tomb, 
And with loud voice upraise the last farewell. 

Then, when we first could trust the main, and winds 
Give calm to waves, and with a rustling breeze 
Auster invites us forth upon the deep, 
My comrades launch their ships, and line the shores. 
We sail from out the harbour, and the lands 
And cities fade behind us. In mid sea 
There is a peopled land of pleasance great, 
Unto the mother of the Nereid nymphs, 
And to A¢gean Neptune consecrate ; 
Which, as it drifted round the shores and coast, 
The grateful heavenly Holder-of-the-bow 
Moored to tall Myconas and Gyaros, 
And gave it moveless to be dwelt upon, 
And to defy the winds. I hither came ; 
Thic peacefullest of lands in harbour safe 
Welcomes our weary crews; and going forth 
We pay our homage to Apollo’s town. 
King Anius—the same was king of men, 
And priest of Phoebus—with his temples bound 
With fillet and with sacrificial bay— 
Met us, and knew Anchises for a friend 
Of olden days; in guestship then we clasp 
Each other’s hands, and pass beneath his roof. 

I bowed me at the temple of the god, 
Stone-built and old: ‘“‘O grant us, Thymbra’s god, 
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Fas omne abrumpit: Polydorum obtruncat, et auro 
Vi potitur. Quid non mortalia pectora cogis, 
Auri sacra fames! postquam pavor ossa reliquit, 
Delectos populi ad proceres primumque parentem 
Monstra deum refero et quae sit sententia posco. 
Omnibus idem animus, scelerata excedere terra, 


Linqui pollutum hospitium et dare classibus Austros. 


Ergo instauramus Polydoro funus. et ingens 
Aggeritur tumulo tellus; stant manibus arae 
Caeruleis maestae vittis atraque cupresso, 
Et circum Iliades crinem de more solutae ; 
Inferimus tepido spumantia cymbia lacte, 
Sanguinis et sacri pateras, animamque sepulchro 
Condimus et magna supremum voce ciemus. 
Inde ubi prima fides pelago, placataque venti 
Dant maria et lenis crepitans vocat Auster in altum, 
Deducunt socii naves et litora complent. 
Provehimur portu, terraeque urbesque recedunt. 
Sacra mari colitur medio gratissima tellus 
Nereidum matri et Neptuno Aegaeo, 
Quam pius Arcitenens oras et litora circum 
Errantem Mycono e celsa Gyaroque revinxit 
Immotamque coli dedit et contemnere ventos. 
Huc feror, haec fessos tuto placidissima portu 
Accipit. Egressi veneramur Apollinis urbem. 
Rex Anius, rex idem hominum Phoebique sacerdos, 
Vittis et sacra redimitus tempora lauro 
Occurrit, veterem Anchisen adgnovit amicum. 
Iungimus hospitio dextras et tecta subimus. 
Templa dei saxo venerabar structa vetusto : 


‘Da propriam, Thymbraee, domum; da moenia fessis 
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Home of our own, grant walls to weary men, 
An offspring, and a city to endure ; 

Keep safe a second citadel of Troy, 

By Greeks and stern Achilles remnant left. 
Whom shall we follow? Whither thy command 
That we should go? where, found our settlement ? 
Father, on us thine omens now bestow, 

And steal, with power to read them, o’er our souls.” 
Scarce had I uttered this, when suddenly 
Seemed all to tremble, both the temple-gate 
And bay-tree of the god; and all the mount 
Around to quiver, and the tripod-bowl 

To give forth hollow noises as the shrine 

Was bared to view. We fall on bended knee 
And hear a voice: ‘ Enduring sons of Troy, 
The land which first from your ancestral stock 
Bare you, the same shall welcome your return 
Within her fertile bosom Search ye out 

Your olden parent. Here A‘neas’ line 

Shall lord it o’er all lands, his sons of sons, 

And those as well who shall of them be born.”’ 
So Phoebus spake; and in the mingled throng 
Great joy arose, and one and all inquire 
Which is that city whither Phoebus calls 

The wanderers, and bids them to return. 

Then spake my sire, revolving in his mind 
Traditions of the men of olden time, 

“‘ Hear O ye chiefs, and learn of me your hopes ; 
Crete, island of the mighty Jupiter, 

Lies out amid the sea, wherein is found 

Mount Ida and the cradle of our race ; 

They dwell there in a hundred cities great, 

Most fertile realms—whence our first ancestor, 
Teucer, if I recall the tale aright, 

Sailed at the first to the Rhoetzan coast, 

And of the place for kingdom made his choice ; 
For not yet Ilium and the citadels 

Of Pergamos were founded, but they dwelt 

In depths of valleys. Hence the mother came 
Who had her worship on Mount Cybele, 

The Corybantian cymbals and the grove 

Of Ida; hence her sacred rites performed 

In jealous silence, hence the lions too 

That yoked together drew the goddess’ car. 
Then come, and wheresoe’er the gods’ commands 
Lead, let us follow them, placate the winds, 
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‘Et genus et mansuram urbem; serva altera Troiae 
‘Pergama, reliquias Danaum atque immitis Achilli. 
‘Quem sequimur? quove ire iubes? ubi ponere sedes ? 
‘Da, pater, augurium atque animis inlabere nostris.’ 

Vix ea fatus eram: tremere omnia visa repente, 90 
Liminaque laurusque dei, totusque moveri 

Mons circum et mugire adytis cortina reclusis. 

Summissi petimus terram, et vox fertur ad aures: 
‘Dardanidae duri, quae vos a stirpe parentum 

‘Prima tulit tellus, eadem vos ubere laeto 95 
‘ Accipiet reduces. Antiquam exquirite matrem. 

‘Hic domus Aeneae cunctis dominabitur oris, 

‘Et nati natorum et qui nascentur ab illis’ 

Haec Phoebus; mixtoque ingens exorta tumultu 

Laetitia, et cuncti quae sint ea moenia quaerunt, 100 
Quo Phoebus vocet errantes iubeatque reverti. 

Tum genitor, veterum volvens monimenta virorum, 

“ Audite, 0 proceres,’ ait ‘et spes discite vestras. 

‘Creta Iovis magni medio iacet insula ponto, 

“Mons Idaeus ubi et gentis cunabula nostrae. 105 
‘Centum urbes habitant magnas, uberrima regna ; 

“ Maximus unde pater, si rite audita recordor, 

“Teucrus Rhoeteas primum est advectus in oras 
‘Optavitque locum regno. Nondum Ilium et arces 
“Pergameae steterant ; habitabant vallibus imis. 110 
“Hine Mater cultrix Cybelae Corybantiaque aera 
‘Idaeumque nemus ; hinc fida silentia sacris, 

‘Et iuncti currum dominae subiere leones. 

“Ergo agite, et divom ducunt qua iussa sequamur, 
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And to the realms of Cnosos make our way. 
Nor lie they far from here; if Jupiter 
But be propitious, the third dawn shall set 
Our fleet in safety on the shores of Crete.’ 
He said, and on the altars offered up 
Due sacrifice; to Neptune slew a bull, 
A bull to thee, Apollo, full of grace, 
A black lamb to the tempest, one white-fleeced 
To kindly Zephyrs. 

Rumour flies abroad 
That, banished from his father’s realms, the king 
Idomeneus is gone, the shores of Crete 
Forlorn, their homes forsaken of the foe, 
The dwellings they have quitted ready there. 
We leave Ortygia’s port, fly o’er the sea, 
And coast by Naxos’ revel-haunted hills, 
By green Donysa and Olearos, 
And snowy Paros, and the Cyclades 
That dot the main, and narrow seas that race 
Round many lands; the sailors’ shout goes up 
In various toil; our comrades urge us on: 
“ For Crete and for our ancestors’’ they cry. 
A breeze astern arising forwards us 
Upon our way, and now at last we glide 
To shores whereon the old Curetes dwelt. 
So then with eagerness I toil to raise 
My longed-for city walls, and her I name 
Pergamea, and bid our folk who joy 
To call her so, to love their hearths, and rear 
A roofed-in citadel. And when our ships 
On the dry shore had hardly now been beached 
Our youth were busy with their marriages, 
And newly-gotten fields; their laws and homes 
I was assigning them; when suddenly, 
A zone within the sky grown pestilent, 
Upon the limbs of men, a-wasting them, 
And on the trees and crops a woeful blight, 
And a death-dealing year came over us. 
Then men began to leave their pleasant lives, 
Or scarce could drag their sickly frames along ; 
The Dog star ’gan to scorch our barren fields, 
The grass grew dry, the sickly crops could yield 
No nourishment. My father urges us 
To go again, retraversing the sea, 
To Phoebus and the Ortygian oracles, 
And beg his favour; and inquire what end 
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“Nec longo distant cursu; modo Iuppiter adsit, 
“Tertia lux classem Cretaeis sistet in oris.’ 
Sic fatus meritos aris mactavit honores, 
Taurum Neptuno, taurum tibi, pulcher Apollo, 
Nigram Hiemi pecudem, Zephyris felicibus albam. 
Fama volat pulsum regnis cessisse paternis 
Idomenea ducem, desertaque litora Cretae, 
Hoste vacare domos, sedesque astare relictas. 
Linquimus Ortygiae portus pelagoque volamus, 
Bacchatamque iugis Naxon viridemque Donusam, 
Olearon niveamque Paron sparsasque per aequor 
Cycladas et crebris legimus freta concita terris. 
Nauticus exoritur vario certamine clamor ; 
Hortantur socii Cretam proavosque petamus. 
Prosequitur surgens a puppi ventus euntes, 
Et tandem antiquis Curetum adlabimur oris. 
Ergo avidus muros optatae molior urbis 
Pergameamque voco, et laetam cognomine gentem 
Hortor amare focos arcemque attollere tectis. 
Iamque fere sicco subductae litore puppes ; 
Conubiis arvisque novis operata inventus ; 
Iura domosque dabam ; subito cum tabida membris 
Corrupto caeli tractu miserandaque venit 
Arboribusque satisque lues et letifer annus. 
Linquebant dulces animas aut aegra trahebant 
Corpora, tum steriles exurere Sirius agros, 
Arebant herbae et victum seges aegra negabat. 
Rursus ad oraclum Ortygiae Phoebumque remenso 
Hortatur pater ire mari veniamque precari, 
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To weary fortunes he may set for us, 
And from what source he bid us seek for aid 
Amidst our trials, whither shape our course. 

’Twas night, and sleep had hold of living things 
Upon the lands. The sacred images 
Of deities, and Phrygian household gods 
Which I had borne with me from out of Troy, 
And from the middle of the city’s flames, 
Seemed to stand by me, clear in flood of light 
Before mine eyes, while in my dreams I lay, 
Where through the deep-set casements the full moon 
Was pouring in; then thus they seemed to speak, 
And with these words to take my cares away: 
“That which Apollo will declare to thee, 
When thou hast voyaged to Ortygia, 
He utters here, and of his own freewill 
Lo! to thy threshold he is sending us. 
We, since Troy’s burning have been followers 
Of thee and of thine arms, and ‘neath thy star 
Have tracked the swollen main within thy ships ; 
Aye also to the stars will we upraise 
Thine offspring for to come, and on thy town 
Bestow imperial sway. Do thou prepare 
Great walls, for dwellers great ; but do not thou 
Relinquish the long labour of thy flight. 
Changed must be thine abode; not these the shores 
Apollo, god of Delos, bade thee choose, 
Nor order thee to make thy home in Crete. 
There is a place Greeks call Hesperia, 
An olden country powerful in arms, 
And fruitfulness of soil; Cnotrian men 
Dwelt there, and now they tell us that their sons 
Have called the country from their leader’s name, 
Italia; these the abodes that are our own; 
Hence Dardanus and father Jasius sprang, 
The ancestor from whom our race began. 
Come, rise, and gladly tell thine aged sire 
This utterance none may question: he must search 
For Corythus and the Ausonian lands, 
The fields of Dicté Jove denies to thee.”’ 
At these strange visions and the voice of gods 
Awestruck was I—for no deep sleep was that, 
But face to face I seemed to recognise 
Their looks, veiled locks, and very features there, 
Chill sweat began o’er all my frame to steal— 
I snatch me from my couch, and stretch my hands 
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Quam fessis finem rebus ferat, unde laborum 
Temptare auxilium iubeat, quo vertere cursus. 

Nox erat, et terris animalia somnus habebat: 
Effigies sacrae divom Phrygiique Penates, 
Quos mecum ab Troia mediisque ex ignibus urbis 
Extuleram, visi ante oculos astare iacentis 
In somnis, multo manifesti lumine, qua se 
Plena per insertas fundebat luna fenestras, 
Tum sic adfari et curas his demere dictis : 
‘Quod tibi delato Ortygiam dicturus Apollo est, 
‘Hic canit, et tua nos en ultro ad limina mittit. 
“Nos te Dardania incensa tuaque arma secuti, 
‘Nos tumidum sub te permensi classibus aequor, 
“Idem venturos tollemus in astra nepotes 
‘Imperiumque urbi dabimus. Tu moenia magnis 
“Magna para, longumque fugae ne linque laborem. 
‘Mutandae sedes. Non haec tibi litora suasit 
“Delius aut Cretae iussit considere Apollo. 
‘ Est locus (Hesperiam Grai cognomine dicunt) 
‘Terra antiqua, potens armis atque ubere glaebae, 
“QOenotri coluere viri; nunc fama minores 
‘Italiam dixisse ducis de nomine gentem ° 
“Hae nobis propriae sedes, hinc Dardanus ortus, 
‘Tasiusque pater, genus a quo principe nostrum. 
‘Surge age et haec laetus longaevo dicta parenti 
“Haud dubitanda refer, Corythum terrasque requirat 
“Ausonias: Dictaea negat tibi Iuppiter arva.’ 
Talibus attonitus visis et voce deorum, 
(Nec sopor illud erat, sed coram adgnoscere voltus 
Velatasque comas praesentique ora videbar, 
Tum gelidus toto manabat corpore sudor) 
Corripio e stratis corpus tendoque supinas 
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Palms upward to the sky, and lift my prayer, 
And pour unmixed libations on the hearth. 

The sacrifice complete, with joy I bear 

The tidings to Anchises, and relate 

All as it happened. That our origin 

Lay either way, he owned, from parents twain, 
And that, regarding these old places, he 

By recent misconceiving was misled. 

Then this he spake: ‘O son, by Ilium’s fates 
Sore harasséd, Cassandra ‘twas alone 

Who e’er foretold to me these sad mishaps ; 

Now I remember how she presaged once 

This of our race to be the destined due, 

And oft made mention of Hesperia, 

Oft of Italia’s realms. But who could deem 
That Teucrians to Hesperian shores would come ? 
Or whom could then Cassandra’s warning stir ? 
Yield we to Phoebus, and admonished seek 

A happier lot.’”’ So he, and all of us 

Give to his words glad heed; this home as well 
We quit, and, leaving but some few behind, 
Unfurl our sails, and in our hollow ships 

Course o’er the wide expanse. But when our barks 
Were out upon the deep, and now no more 

Was any land in sight—sky everywhere, 

And everywhere the sea—then o’er my head 
Hovered an ebon cloud, and in its train 
Darkness and storm, and lowering grew the wave 
Amid the gloom; and then at once the winds 
Make rolling seas, and high the waters rise ; 
Scattered we toss upon the wide sea-flood. 
Clouds wrap the daylight round, and dewy night 
Steals heaven away, and from the bursting clouds 
Repeated lightnings flash. From our due course 
We're driven, and wander o’er the darkling waves ; 
E’en Palinurus owns that in the sky 

Daylight from night he knows not how to part 
Nor bring to mind his path amid the wave. 

So three full days, that in the blinding dark 
Know not their hours, we wander o’er the deep; 
Wander so many starless nights as well. 

On the fourth day, at length, the land is seen 
For the first time to rise and to our view 
Disclose its far-off hills, and curling smoke. 

Our sails are dropped ; we rise upon our oars ; 

No lingering now, the sailors might and main 
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Ad caelum cum voce manus et munera libo 
Intemerata focis. Perfecto laetus honore 

Anchisen facio certum remque ordine pando. 
Adgnovit prolem ambiguam geminosque parentes 
Seque novo veterum deceptum errore locorum. 
Tum memorat: ‘ Nate, Iliacis exercite fatis, 

‘Sola mihi tales casus Cassandra canebat. 

‘Nunc repeto haec generi portendere debita nostro, 
‘Et saepe Hesperiam, saepe Itala regna vocare. 


“Sed quis ad Hesperiae venturos litora Teucros 


‘ Crederet ? aut quem tum vates Cassandra moveret ? 


‘Cedamus Phoebo et moniti meliora sequamur.’ 
Sic ait, et cuncti dicto paremus ovantes. 


Hanc quoque deserimus sedem, paucisque relictis 


Vela damus vastumque cava trabe currimus aequor. 
Postquam altum tenuere rates nec iam amplius ullae 


Apparent terrae, caelum undique et undique pontus, 
Tum mihi caeruleus supra caput astitit imber 


Noctem hiememque ferens, et inhorruit unda tenebris. 


Continuo venti volvunt mare magnaque surgunt 
Aequora ; dispersi iactamur gurgite vasto ; 
Involvere diem nimbi, et nox umida caelum 
Abstulit, ingeminant abruptis nubibus ignes. 
Excutimur cursu et caecis erramus in undis. 

Ipse diem noctemque negat discernere caelo 

Nec meminisse viae media Palinurus in unda. 
Tres adeo incertos caeca caligine soles 

Erramus pelago, totidem sine sidere noctes. 
Quarto terra die primum se attollere tandem 
Visa, aperire procul montes ac volvere fumum. 
Vela cadunt, remis insurgimus, haud mora, nautae 
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Swirl up the foam, and sweep the azure sea. 
Saved from the waves, the Strophade shores are first 
To welcome me; the Strophades they are called 
By a Greek name, isles in the Ionian main 
Which dread Celeno makes her dwelling place, 
And other Harpies, since that Phineus’ doors 
Were closed against them, and in fear they left 
Their former board. More baleful monster none 
Than this, nor from the Stygian wave has risen 
More cruel plague to mark the wrath of heaven. 
The faces of these birds are maidenlike, 

Most filthy slime doth from their bellies flow, 
Their talons hooked, their countenances pale 


With hunger evermore. 
When, hither borne 


By wind, we entered harbour, lo! we saw 
Contented herds of oxen everywhere 

Upon the plains, and flocks of goats as well 
Scattered among the grass, no herdsman near. 
We rush upon them, sword in hand, and call 
The Gods and Jove himself to share the spoil ; 
Then we spread couches on the winding shore 
And fall a-feasting on the dainty meat. 

But suddenly, with awe-inspiring swoop 

The Harpies from the mountains are at hand, 
And with loud flappings shake their wings, and snatch 
Our banquet from us, and befoul it all 

With their uncleanly touch, then utter forth 
Their baleful cries amid the noisome stench. 

In a long bay beneath a hollow rock, 

Screened all around by trees and gloomy shade, 
Again we set our tables, and again 

Light altar-fires. Again from other part 

Of heaven, and from their covert lurking-spots, 
The noisy crowd fly all around the prey 

With hookéd talons, and within their mouths 
Defile our meats. To my companions then 

I give the word that they snatch up their arms, 
And war be waged with that ill-boding tribe. 
They do as bidden, lay their swords concealed 
Among the grass, and hide their shields from sight. 
So, when down-gliding by the winding shore, 
Their sound was heard, from lofty watching-place 
Misenus signalled on his bronzen horn. 

On rush my comrades, and essay with them 
Strange battle, striving with their blades to mar 
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Adnixi torquent spumas et caerula verrunt. 
Servatum ex undis Strophadum me litora primum 
Excipiunt. Strophades Graio stant nomine dictae 
Insulae Ionio in magno, quas dira Celaeno 
Harpyiaeque colunt aliae, Phineia postquam 
Clausa domus mensasque metu liquere priores. 
Tristius haud illis monstrum, nec saevior ulla 
Pestis et ira deum Stygiis sese extulit undis. 
Virginei volucrum voltus, foedissima ventris 
Proluvies, uncaque manus et pallida semper 
Ora fame. 

Huc ubi delati portus intravimus, ecce 
Laeta boum passim campis armenta videmus 
Caprigenumque pecus nullo custode per herbas. 
Inruimus ferro, et divos ipsumque vocamus 
In partem praedamque Jovem: tum litore curvo 
Exstruimusque toros dapibusque epulamur opimis. 
At subitae horrifico lapsu de montibus adsunt 
Harpyiae et magnis quatiunt clangoribus alas, 
Diripiuntque dapes contactuque omnia foedant 
Immundo, tum vox taetrum dira inter odorem. 
Rursum in secessu longo sub rupe cavata 
Arboribus clausam circum atque horrentibus umbris 
Instruimus mensas arisque reponimus ignem : 
Rursum ex diverso caeli caecisque latebris 
Turba sonans praedam pedibus circumvolat uncis, 
Polluit ore dapes. Sociis tunc arma capessant 
Edico, et dira bellum cum gente gerendum. 
Haud secus ac iussi faciunt, tectosque per herbam 
Disponunt enses et scuta latentia condunt. 
Ergo ubi delapsae sonitum per curva dedere 
Litora, dat signum specula Misenus ab alta 
Aere cavo. Invadunt socii et nova proelia tentant, 
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Those noisome birds, the daughters of the sea 
But on thew feathers they no hurt received, 
Nor wound upon their backs, and with swift flight 
Ghding high up in heaven they leave behind 
Thew prey half-eaten, and their filthy trail 
Celzno only, on a lofty rock 
Took up her post, ill-omened prophetess, 
And from her bosom vented forth the words 
“Sons of Laomedon, and would ye war 
E’en for our oxen slain, and slaughtered steers ° 
Bring war upon us, and attempt to drive 
The guiltless Harpies from their father’s realm ? 
Hear then my words and fix them in your hearts 
What things the Almighty Sire to Phcebus told, 
Phoebus Apollo uttered them to me, 
I, mightiest of the furies, show them you 
Your goal 1s Italy, to Italy 
Shall ye, when ye have wooed the winds, depart, 
And entrance to its harbours be allowed, 
But shall not rng with walls your destined town 
Till rueful hunger, and your deed of wrong— 
In our assailing—force you with your jaws 
To gnaw your trenchers round, and eat them up”’ 
She spake, and rising on her pinions fled 
Back to the woods But from a sudden awe 
My comrades’ blood grew chill, and all congealed, 
Their courage fell , and now no more do they 
By force of arms, but by my vows and prayers, 
Bid me wring from them peace—whate’er they be, 
Or goddesses or dreadsome filthy birds 

But sire Anchises stretching from the shore 
His palms, invokes the mighty deities, 
And unto them proclaims due sacrifice 
“Ye gods, forbid their threats! Ye gods, avert 
Such fell misfortune, and with kindly eye 
Preserve good men!’’ Then bids us from the shore 
Tear ropes away, and cut the cables loose 

The South-winds swell our canvas, we are born 
Upon the foaming waters, where the wind 
And where the steersman beckons us along 
Grove-clad Zacynthus now stands up to view 
Amid the waters, and Dulichium, 
And Samé and the steep-rocked Neritos , 
Safely we pass the crags of Ithaca, 
Laertes’ realms, and curse the land that reared 
Savage Ulysses Soon there plainly show 
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Obscenas pelagi ferro foedare volucres 

Sed neque vim plumis ullam nec volnera tergo 

Accipiunt, celerique fuga sub sidera lapsae 

Semesam praedam et vestigia foeda relinqunt 

Una in praecelsa consedit rupe Celaeno, 245 

Infelix vates, rumpitque hanc pectore vocem 

‘Bellum etiam pro caede boum stratisque iuvencis, 

‘Laomedontiadae, bellumne inferre paratis 

‘Et patrio Harpyias insontes pellere regno ? 

‘ Accipite ergo animis atque haec mea figite dicta, 250 

‘Quae Phoebo Pater omnipotens, mihi Phoebus Apollo 
Praedixit, vobis Furiarum ego maxima pando 

‘Italiam cursu petitis, ventisque vocatis 

“Ibitis Italiam portusque intrare licebit , 

‘Sed non ante datam cingetis moenibus urbem, 255 

‘Quam vos dira fames nostraeque iniuma caedis 

‘Ambesas subigat malis absumere mensas 

Dixit, et in silvam pinnis ablata refugit 

At socus subita gelidus formidine sanguis 

Deriguit cecidere animi, nec 1am amplius armis 260 

Sed votis precibusque 1ubent exposcere pacem, 

Sive deae seu sint dirae obscenaeque volucres 

Et pater Anchises passis de litore palmis 

Numina magna vocat meritosque indicit honores 

“Di prohibete minas, di talem avertite casum 265 
‘Et placidi servate pios’ Tum litore funem 

Deripere excussosque 1ubet laxare rudentes 

Tendunt vela noti, ferimur spumantibus undis, 

Qua cursum ventusque gubernatorque vocabat 

Iam medio apparet fluctu nemorosa Zacynthos 270 

Dulichiumque Sameque et Neritos ardua saxis 

Effugimus scopulos Ithacae, Laertia regna, 

Et terram altricem saevi execramur Uilx1 
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The cloud-capped summits of Leucate’s mount 
And their Apollo—sailors dreaded sign. 
Worn out we make for this, and come to land 
Beside the little town; then from the prow 
We cast the anchor, and the vessels stand 
Sterns grounded on the shore. 
Then having gained 

At length the land it passed our hope to reach, 
We sacrifice to Jove, and for our gifts 
Light up the altar-fires, and make the shore 
Of Actium busy with the games of Troy 
My comrades strip, and, smeared with slippery oil, 
Practise their country’s wrestling bouts; rejoiced 
To have escaped so many Argive towns, 
And through the midst of foes made good our flight. 
Meanwhile the sun his long year-circuit rolls, 
And icy winter with its Northern blasts 
Roughens the waves. The shield of hollow bronze 
Great Abas bore, I fix upon the gates, 
And in a line commemorate the deed : 
“These arms A2neas took from conquering Greeks.”’ 
Then I give orders for us now to quit 
The harbour, and take seat upon the thwarts ; 
In rivalry my comrades strike the sea, 
And sweep its plain. Anon we lose from view 
The towering cities of Pheacian men, 
Coast by Epirus, reach Chaonia’s port, 
And to Bythrotum’s high-built town draw nigh. 

Here did a tale of things beyond belief 
Fall on our ears—that Priam’s Helenus 
Bears rule throughout the cities of the Greeks 
Lord of the wife and thrones that Pyrrhus held, 
The son of Atacus; and how once more 
Andromache has wed her countryman. 
Amazed was I, and with a strange desire 
My breast was kindled, to accost the man, 
And gain full knowledge of such great events. 
Forth from the port I fare, and leave behind 
My vessels on the shore. Just then it chanced, 
Andromache, in grove before the town, 
Hard by the so-called stream of Simois, 
Was offering wonted meats, and mourners’ gifts, 
And calling on his ghost by Hector’s tomb, 
An empty green-sod tomb herself had reared, 
And altars twain, that caused her tears to flow. 
When she beheld my coming, and discerned, 
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Mox et Leucatae nimbosa cacumina montis 
Et formidatus nautis aperitur Apollo. 
Hunc petimus fessi et parvae succedimus urbi ; 
Ancora de prora iacitur, stant litore puppes. 
Ergo insperata tandem tellure potiti 
Lustramurque Iovi votisque incendimus aras 
Actiaque Iliacis celebramus litora ludis. 
Exercent patrias oleo labente palaestras 
Nudati socii; iuvat evasisse tot urbes 
Argolicas, mediosque fugam tenuisse per hostes. 
Interea magnum sol circumvolvitur annum, 
Et glacialis hiemps Aquilonibus asperat undas : 
Aere cavo clipeum, magni gestamen Abantis, 
Postibus adversis figo et rem carmine signo 
“AENEAS HAEC DE DANAIS VICTORIBUS ARMA.’ 
Linquere tum portus iubeo et considere transtris. 
Certatim socii feriunt mare et aequora verrunt. 
Protinus aerias Phaeacum abscondimus arces 
Litoraque Epiri legimus portuque subimus 
Chaonio et celsam Buthroti accedimus urbem. 
Hic incredibilis rerum fama occupat aures, 
Priamiden Helenum Graias regnare per urbes ; 
Coniugio Aeacidae Pyrrhi sceptrisque potitum, 
Et patrio Andromachen iterum cessisse marito. 
Obstipui, miroque incensum pectus amore. 
Compellare virum et casus cognoscere tantos, 
Progredior portu, classes et litora linquens, 
Sollemnes cum forte dapes et tristia dona 
Ante urbem in luco falsi Simoentis ad undam 
Libabat cineri Andromache manesque vocabat 
Hectoreum ad tumulum, viridi quem caespite inanem 
Et geminas, causam lacrimis, sacraverat aras. 
Ut me conspexit venientem et Troia circum 
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In wilderment, the Trojan arms I wore, 
Immovable she grew, and all life’s warmth 
Departed from her bones; she swooning sank ; 
And scarce at length, when time grew long, she spoke : 
“A true appearance, and true messenger 

Dost thou present thee to me, goddess-born ? 
And art thou living ? or if kindly light 

Be gone from thee, my Hector, where is he ? ”’ 
She spake, and poured forth tears and with her cries 
Filled all the place; and scarcely a few words, 
Amidst her madding grief, could I reply, 

And in brief speech find broken utterance : 

“« Alive, indeed, and still prolonging life 
Through all extremity ; have thou no doubt ; 
For real are the things that thou dost see. 

Ah! what mishap doth overtake thee now 

Cast down from owning such a lord as he ? 

Or how can fortune fair enough befall 

Hector’s Andromache? Dost thou still share 
The bed of Pyrrhus?”’ Fell her countenance, 
And in low tones she spake: “O happy she, 
Alone, and more than others all, the maid 

To Priam born, whom fate ordained to die 

By foeman’s tomb, beneath Troy’s lofty walls ; 
Who ne’er endured the casting of her lot, 

Nor captive touched the bed of conquering lord. 
We, when our fatherland was all in flames, 
Borne over divers seas, in slavery 

Bore pangs of labour, and did undergo 

The haughty humours of Achilles’ race, 

And a proud youth, who soon thereafter wooed 
A Spartan bride, Hermione, the child 

Of Leda, and he gave me o’er to be 

Slave-wife of Helenus, himself a slave. 

But him, Orestes by deep passion fired 

For a stolen bride, and by the Furies stirred, 

Of crime self-conscious, caught at unawares 
And at his father’s altar laid him dead. 

Now by the death of Neoptolemus 

His realm in part to Helenus returned, 

Who called the plains Chaonian, the land 
Chaonia, from Trojan Chaon’s name, 

And built upon its mountains Pergamos, 

And this our Ilian fortress. But what wind, 
What fates have brought thee here, or who the god 
Who drave thee unawares upon our coasts ? 
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Arma amens vidit, magnis exterrita monstris 

Deriguit visu in medio; calor ossa reliquit ; 

Labitur, et longo vix tandem tempore fatur : 

‘ Verane te facies, verus mihi nuntius affers, 310 
‘Nate dea? vivisne ? aut, si lux alma recessit, 

‘Hector ubi est?’ dixit, lacrimasque effudit et omnem 
Implevit clamore locum. Vix pauca furenti 

Subicio et raris turbatus vocibus hisco: 

“Vivo equidem, vitamque extrema per omnia duco; 315 
“Ne dubita, nam vera vides. 

“Heu quis te casus deiectam coniuge tanto 

“Excipit, aut quae digna satis fortuna revisit 

‘Hectoris Andromachen? Pyrrhin’ conubia servas ?’ 
Deiecit vultum et demissa voce locuta est ; 320 
‘O felix una ante alias Priameia virgo, 

‘Hostilem ad tumulum Troiae sub moenibus altis 

“Tussa mori, quae sortitus non pertulit ullos 

‘Nec victoris heri tetigit captiva cubile! 

‘ Nos patria incensa diversa per aequora vectae 325 
‘Stirpis Achilleae fastus 1uvenemque superbum, 

‘ Servitio enixae, tulimus; qui deinde secutus 

‘Ledaeam Hermionen Lacedaemoniosque hymenaeos 

“Me famulo famulamque Heleno transmisit habendam. 

‘ Ast illum ereptae magno flammatus amore 330 
‘Coniugis et scelerum furiis agitatus Orestes 

“Excipit incautum patriasque obtruncat ad aras. 

“Morte Neoptolemi regnorum reddita cessit 

‘Pars Heleno, qui Chaonios cognomine campos 
‘“Chaoniamque omnem Troiano a Chaone dixit, 335 
“Pergamaque Iliacamque iugis hanc addidit arcem. 

‘Sed tibi qui cursum venti, quae fata dedere ? 


‘Aut quisnam ignarum nostris deus appulit oris ? 
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What of the boy Ascanius, doth he still 
Survive and feed upon the air of heaven °? 
Whom thou erstwhile in Troy 
For his dead mother feels the boy a pang ? 
And doth his sire Aineas, Hector too, 
That was his uncle, waken him at all 
To ancient valour, and a manly heart ° ”’ 
Such the sad words amidst her tears she poured 
And all in vain continuous weeping made, 
When from the walls, with many round him, came 
The heroic son of Priam, Helenus, 
And knew his countrymen, and joyfully 
Conducts them to his palace, while he poured 
A flood of tears betwixt each word he spake 
Onward I go, and note a lesser Troy, 
Its fortress copied from great Pergamos, 
And its dry river called by Xanthus’ name, 
And clasp the portals of its Sceean gate 
Meanwhile my Teucrians in a friendly town 
Find pleasures too The king was greeting them 
In spacious porticoes, they ’midst his halls 
Were quaffing cups of wine, their viands served 
On golden platters, goblets in ther hands 

And now one day and yet another passed , 
And gentle breezes call upon our sails, 
The canvas swells with Auster’s filling blast 
Thus I accost the seer and thus inquire 
“Q Trojan-born, interpreter of gods, 
That hast perception of Apollo’s will, 
Of Tmpod, Clarian bay, of star, and song 
Of bird, and omens of the nimble wing, 
Come say—for heavenly sanction has foretold 
Fair course for me throughout, and all the gods 
Approving urged me to seek Italy, 
And make me trial of far distant lands 
Harpy Celzno doth alone forbode 
A fresh dread issue horrible to tell, 
Denouncing upon us her vengeance dire 
And gruesome hunger—what the perils first 
For me to shun ? what ends should I pursue 
That I may such tremendous tasks surmount 
Then Helenus, when first in wonted way 
Steers has been slain, entreats the gods’ goodwill, 
Loosing the fillets round his hallowed head, 
And me, O Pheebus, by the hand he leads, 
Wrapt by thine all-pervading influence, 
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‘Quid puer Ascanius ? superatne et vescitur aura ? 

‘Quem tibi iam Troia : ; 340 

“Ecqua tamen puero est amissae cura parentis ? 

‘Ecquid in antiquam virtutem animosque viriles 

“Et pater Aeneas et avunculus excitat Hector ?’ 

Talia fundebat lacrimans longosque ciebat 

Incassum fletus, cum sese a moenibus heros 345 

Priamides multis Helenus comitantibus affert 

Adgnoscitque suos laetusque ad limina ducit. 

Et multum lacrimas verba inter singula fundit. 

Procedo, et parvam Troiam simulataque magnis 

Pergama et arentem Xanthi cognomine rivum 350 

Adgnosco Scaeaeque amplector limina portae. 

Nec non et Teucri socia simul urbe fruuntur. 

Illos porticibus rex accipiebat in amplis: 

Aulai medio libabant pocula Bacchi 

Impositis auro dapibus paterasque tenebant. 355 
Iamque dies alterque dies processit, et aurae 

Vela vocant tumidoque inflatur carbasus Austro: 

His vatem adgredior dictis ac talia quaeso: 

‘ Troiugena, interpres divom, qui numina Phoebi, 

‘Qui tripodas Clarii et laurus, qui sidera sentis 360 

“Et volucrum linguas et praepetis omina pinnae, 

‘Fare age: namque omnis cursum mihi prospera dixit 

‘ Religio, et cuncti suaserunt numine divi 

“Italiam petere et terras temptare repostas ; 

‘Sola novum dictuque nefas Harpyia Celaeno 365 

‘Prodigium canit et tristes denuntiat iras 

‘ Obscenamque famem: quae prima pericula vito ? 

‘Quidve sequens tantos possim superare labores ? ’ 

Hic Helenus caesis primum de more iuvencis 

Exorat pacem divom vittasque resolvit 370 

Sacrati capitis, meque ad tua limina, Phoebe, 

Ipse manu multo suspensum numine ducit, 
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Unto thy precincts; and from lip inspired 
The priest thereon this oracle declares : 

“OQ goddess-born, for plain the proof that thou 
Dost track the deep by mightier omens led, 

So draws the king of gods the lot of fate, 

And rolls its changes ; so each phase comes round. 
Of many issues shall my words unfold 

A few to thee, that thou the safelier 

May’st traverse waters strange, and find the way 
To anchor in Ausonian port ; for fates 

Allow not Helenus to know the rest, 

And Saturn’s Juno will not let him tell. 

Now first that Italy, which thou dost deem 
Unwittingly, already close at hand, 

And into its near harbours mean to sail ; 

A long far path, and yet no path at all, 

Across long lands doth part thee from it still. 
First must the oar within Trinacrian wave 

Be bended, and the Ausonian main’s expanse 
Tracked by thy vessels, and the nether lakes 
And isle wherein AZzan Circe dwells, 

Ere in safe land thou may’st build up a town. 
Signs will I give thee ; keep them stored in mind: 
When in thy musing by a lone stream’s wave, 
"Neath shore-grown fringe of holm-oak’s shall appear 
Before thy view a mighty sow laid down, 

An offspring thirtyfold just born to her, 

There, where she lies all white upon the ground, 
Her milk-white progeny around her teats, 
There, shall the spot be where thy town shall stand, 
That the sure resting place from all thy toils. 
Nor dread the future gnawings of thy board ; 
The fates will find a way, and at thy call 

Apollo aid. But do thou haste to quit 

These Jands, this coast of the Italian shore, 
That lying next to us our sea-tide laves, 

For evil Greeks in all its cities dwell ; 

Here the Narycian Locrians have built 

Their walls and Lyctos’ king Idomeneus 

Hath with armed men beset Sallentine fields ; 
Here, propped on wall, Petelia’s townlet, built 
By Philoctetes, Meliboea’s chief. 

So when thy vessels having crossed the sea 

Shall ride at anchor, and thou now shalt pay 
Thy vows on altars built upon the shore, 

Veil o’er thy locks with shroud of purple shawl, 
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Atque haec deinde canit divino ex ore sacerdos : 
‘Nate dea (nam te maioribus ire per altum 

‘ Auspiciis manifesta fides ; sic fata deum rex 
‘Sortitur volvitque vices, is vertitur ordo), 
‘Pauca tibi e multis, quo tutior hospita lustres 
‘ Aequora et Ausonio possis considere portu, 
‘Expediam dictis ; prchibent nam cetera Parcae 
‘Scire Helenum, farique vetat Saturnia Iuno. 
‘Principio Italiam, quam tu iam rere propinquam 
“Vicinosque, ignare, paras invadere portus, 
‘Longa procul longis via dividit invia terris. 
‘Ante et Trinacria lentandus remus in unda 

“Et salis Ausonii lustrandum navibus aequor 
“Infernique lacus Aeaeaeque insula Circae, 
“Quam tuta possis urbem componere terra. 
‘Signa tibi dicam, tu condita mente teneto: 
‘Cum tibi sollicito secreti ad fluminis undam 

‘ Litoreis ingens inventa sub ilicibus sus 
‘Triginta capitum fetus enixa iacebit, 

‘ Alba, solo recubans, albi circum ubera nati, 
“Is locus urbis erit, requies ea certa laborum. 
“Nec tu mensarum morsus horresce futuros: 
‘Fata viam invenient aderitque vocatus Apollo. 
‘Has autem terras Italique hanc litoris oram, 
‘Proxima quae nostri perfunditur aequoris aestu, 
‘Effuge : cuncta malis habitantur moenia Grais. 
‘Hic et Narycii posuerunt moenia Locri 

‘Et Sallentinos obsedit millite campos 

‘Lyctius Idomeneus: hic illa ducis Meliboei 
‘Parva Philoctetae subnixa Petelia muro. 

‘Quin ubi transmissae steterint trans aequora classes, 
‘Et positis aris iam vota in litore solves, 
‘Purpureo velare comas adopertus amictu, 
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That ’midst the holy fires of sacrifice 

No foeman’s visage cross thy view, and make 
The omens turn awry. This custom must 

Thy comrades in their worshipping maintain ; 
This hold thyself, and in this ordinance 

Let thy descendants blamelessly abide. 

But when the wind shall to Sicilian shore 

Have borne thee, travelled far, and when to view 
Narrow Pelorus’ frith shall open out, 

The leftward land and waters on the left 

Must be by lengthy circuit sought by thee ; 
Flee the right coast, and from the waters there. 
They say these places leapt apart of old, 

Rent by the force of huge catastrophe,— 

Such power to change doth time’s long eld possess,— 
When end to end each land was only one 

The sea with forceful might athwart it came, 
And severed with its waves the Hesperian side 
From Sicily, and washed with narrow tide 
’Twixt fields and towns apart on either shore. 
Upon the right hand Scylla keeps her guard ; 
Insatiate Charybdis o’er the left ; 

Who daily thrice in her deep whirlpool’s pit, 
Sucks the vast billows to a sheer abyss, 

And rears them high aloft by turns again, 

And smites the constellations with the spray. 
But ’tis a cavern with recesses dark, 

Holds Scylla back, who thrusts her jaws without, 
And drags ships on the rocks; her form in front 
Is that of humankind, and to the waist 

A maiden she, with comely-fashioned breast, 
Her after-part a sea-thing monster-sized, 

With dolphin tails on wolfish belly fixed. 

’Twere better in long journeyings to track 
Trinacrian Pachinus’ boundaries, 

And lingering on the way bend circuit round, 
Than e’er to have beheld in her huge den 
Misshapen Scylla, and the rocks that ring 

With her dark hounds. Nay more, if Helenus 
Hath aught of prescience, if thou may’st in aught 
Trust him a prophet, if Apollo fill 

His mind with truth, then this one charge I’ll lay 
Upon thee, goddess-born, one for all needs, 
And o’er, and o’er again, repeating warn ; 
Firstly, do thou in prayer do reverence 

To mighty Juno’s power; of thy free will 
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‘Ne qua inter sanctos ignes in honore deorum 
‘Hostilis facies occurrat et omina turbet. 

‘Hunc socii morem sacrorum, hunc ipse teneto, 
‘Hac casti maneant in religione nepotes. 

‘Ast ubi digressum Siculae te admoverit orae 
‘Ventus, et angusti rarescent claustra Pelori, 
‘Laeva tibi tellus et longo laeva petantur 

‘ Aequora circuitu; dextrum fuge litus et undas. 
‘Haec loca vi quondam et vasta convolsa ruina 
‘(Tantum aevi longinqua valet mutare vetustas) 
‘ Dissiluisse ferunt, cum protinus utraque tellus 
‘Una foret: venit medio vi pontus et undis 
‘Hesperium Siculo latus abscidit, arvaque et urbes 
‘Litore diductas angusto interluit aestu. 
‘Dextrum Scylla latus, laevum inplacata Charybdis 
‘Obsidet, atque imo barathri ter gurgite vastos 
‘Sorbet in abruptum fluctus rursusque sub auras 
‘Erigit alternos et sidera verberat unda. 

‘At Scyllam caecis cohibet spelunca latebris 
‘Ora exertantem et naves in saxa trahentem. 
‘Prima hominis facies et pulchro pectore virgo 
‘“Pube tenus, postrema immani corpore pistrix 
‘Delphinum caudas utero commissa luporum. 
‘Praestat Trinacrii metas lustrare Pachyni 
‘Cessantem longos et circumflectere cursus, 
‘Quam semel informem vasto vidisse sub antro 
‘Scyllam et caeruleis canibus resonantia saxa. 

‘ Praeterea si qua est Heleno prudentia vati, 

‘Si qua fides, animum si veris implet Apollo, 
‘Unum illud tibi, nate dea, proque omnibus unum 


‘Praedicam et repetens iterumque iterumque monebo: 


‘Iunonis magnae primum prece numen adora, 
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Chant vows to Juno, and with suppliant gift 
Over the mighty queen prevail ; and so 
Victor at length, Trinacria left behind, 
To bounds of Italy shalt thou be sent. 
When, landed there at last, thou shalt draw nigh 
To Cume’s town, and to the lakes divine, 
And to Avernus with its rustling woods, 
The frenzied prophetess shalt thou behold 
Deep down within her rock, who tells the fates, 
And trusts her characters and words to leaves. 
Whatever verse the maiden has inscribed 
Upon the leaves she lays in order due, 
And leaves them closely shut within the cave, 
Moveless within their station they abide 
Nor quit their ranks; yet those same songs, so soon 
As with turned hinge soft breeze has smitten them, 
And doorway put the tender leaves to rout, 
Never thereafter does she take the care 
To grasp them in her hand when flitting round 
The hollow cave, nor set them back in place, 
Nor piece them verse to verse ; and men depart 
Without her lore, and hate the Sibyl’s home. 
Here let no costliness of thy delay 
Be of such import—though thy comrades chide, 
And though thy journey urgently invite 
Thy sails upon the deep, and thou could’st fill 
Their folds with favouring breezes—but that thou 
Should’st seek the prophetess, and with thy prayers 
Beg her to give thee answers, and unloose 
With ready will the utterance of her lips ; 
And she shall show thee of Italia’s tribes, 
And coming wars, and show thee how thou may’st 
Avoid each peril or encounter it, 
And reverenced shall give thee prosperous voyage. 
Thus far thou may’st be warnéd of my voice. 
Then onward, and by deeds exalt to heaven 
Troy’s might.” 

This, when the seer with friendly lip 
Had thus declared, at once he bade be borne 
Down to the vessels weighty gifts of gold, 
And carven ivory; and in the holds 
Packs a great weight of silver, caldrons too 
Wrought in Dodona; and a coat of mail 
Linked up with rings of gold and trebly woofed 
And beauteous helmet-cone, and horsehair plume, 
Armour of Neoptolemus ; my sire 
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‘Tunoni cane vota libens dominamque potentem 

‘Supplicibus supera donis ; sic denique victor 

‘ Trinacria fines Italos mittere relicta. 

‘Huc ubi delatus Cymaeam accesseris urbem 

‘ Divinosque lacus et Averna sonantia silvis, 

‘Insanam vatem adspicies, quae rupe sub ima 

‘Fata canit foliisque notas et nomina mandat. 

“Quaecumque in foliis descripsit carmina virgo, 

‘ Digerit in numerum atque antro seclusa relinquit. 

‘Tlla manent immota locis neque ab ordine cedunt. 

‘Verum eadem, verso tenuis cum cardine ventus 

‘Impulit et teneras turbavit ianua frondes, 

‘“Numquam deinde cavo volitantia prendere saxo 

“Nec revocare situs aut iungere carmina curat: 

“Inconsulti abeunt sedemque odere Sibyllae. 

‘Hic tibi ne qua morae fuerint dispendia tanti, 

‘Quamvis increpitent socii et vi cursus in altum 

“Vela vocet possisque sinus implere secundos, 

“Quin adeas vatem precibusque oracula poscas 

‘Ipsa canat vocemque volens atque ora resolvat. 

‘Tlla tibi Italiae populos venturaque bella, 

‘Et quo quemque modo fugiasque ferasque laborem, 

‘Expediet, cursusque dabit venerata secundos. 

‘Haec sunt, quae nostra liceat te voce moneri. 

‘ Vade age et ingentem factis fer ad aethera Troiam.’ 
Quae postquam vates sic ore effatus amico est, 

Dona dehinc auro gravia sectoque elephanto 

Imperat ad naves ferri, stipatque carinis 

Ingens argentum Dodonaeosque lebetas, 

Loricam consertam hamis auroque trilicem, 

Et conum insignis galeae cristasque comantes, 

Arma Neoptolemi. Sunt et sua dona parenti. 
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Has his own gifts ; he gives us steeds withal, 

And guides, and makes our oarsmen all complete, 

And fits our comrades out with arms beside. 
Anchises all the while was bidding us 

To hoist our vessels’ sails, that there might be 

No lingering while the wind was blowing fair ; 

Whom with much reverence the interpreter 

Of Phcebus greets, ““ Anchises, who wast deemed 

Worthy of Venus’ high-exalted hand, 

Belovéd of the gods, thou, who wert twice 

Snatched from Troy’s ruins, lo! before thee lies 

The Ausonian land; quick seize it with thy sails ; 

Yet needs must thou glide past this part by sea ; 

That portion of Ausonia lies far off 

Apollo tells thee of. Go forth,’’ quoth he, 

“In filial duty of a son, so blest! 

Why speech prolong, and speaking why delay 

The rising Southern gales? ’’ Andromache, 

Sad at our final parting, also brings 

Robes that were broidered on a woof of gold, 

And for Ascanius bears a Phrygian cloak, 

Nor lags in bounty, loads him with her gifts 

Wrought on the loom, and words like these she speaks: 

““ Accept these too, dear boy, and let them be 

To thee mementoes of my handiwork, 

And testify the long enduring love 

Andromache, the wife of Hector, bears. 

Take these last presents of thy folk to thee, 

Thou, the sole image that for me remains 

Of my Astyanax. Such eyes as thine, 

Such hands, and such the features that were his, 

And he were growing now, like aged with thee, 

To prime of youth.” Them ’mid my welling tears 

Departing I addressed: “ Live happily, 

Ye whose own risks are now already passed ; 

We, from one fate are summoned to the next ; 

For you repose is won ; no Seas’ expanse 

Have ye to plough, nor have ye need to seek 

Ausonian fields that ever back recede. 

Ye see your Xanthus’ counterpart, and Troy 

Your hands have built, with better auspices 

I pray, and less laid open to the Greeks. 

If e’er I shall have entered Tiber’s stream 

And fields around the Tiber, and shall e’er 

Behold the walls allotted to my race ; 

Our kindred cities, and our folk akin 
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Addit equos additque duces, 470 
Remigium supplet, socios simul instruit armis. 

Interea classem velis aptare iubebat 
Anchises, fieret vento mora ne qua ferenti. 
Quem Phoebi interpres multo compellat honore: 
‘Coniugio, Anchisa, Veneris dignate superbo, 475 
‘Cura deum, bis Pergameis erepte ruinis, 
“Ecce tibi Ausoniae tellus: hanc arripe velis. 
‘Et tamen hanc pelago praeterlabare necesse est : 
‘ Ausoniae pars illa procul, quam pandit Apollo. 
‘Vade’ ait, ‘o felix nati pietate. Quid ultra 480 
‘Provehor et fando surgentes demoror Austros ?’ 
Nec minus Andromache digressu maesta supremo 
Fert picturatas auri subtemine vestes 
Et Phrygiam Ascanio chlamydem, nec cedit honor, 
Textilibusque onerat donis ac talia fatur: 485 
‘ Accipe et haec, manuum tibi quae monimenta mearum 
‘Sint, puer, et longum Andromachae testentur amorem, 
“Coniugis Hectoreae. Cape dona extrema tuorum, 
‘O mihi sola mei super Astyanactis imago. 
“Sic oculos, sic ille manus, sic ora ferebat, 490 
‘Et nunc aequali tecum pubesceret aevo.’ 
Hos ego digrediens lacrimis adfabar obortis : 
‘Vivite felices, quibus est fortuna peracta 
‘Iam sua: nos alia ex aliis in fata vocamur. 
‘Vobis parta quies, nullum maris aequor arandum, 495 
‘Arva neque Ausoniae semper cedentia retro 
‘Quaerenda. Effigiem Xanthi Troiamque videtis, 
“Quam vestrae fecere manus melioribus, opto, 
‘ Auspiciis, et quae fuerit minus obvia Graiis. 
‘Si quando Thybrim vicinaque Thybridis arva 500 
‘Intraro gentique meae data moenia cernam, 
‘Cognatas urbes olim populosque propinquos 
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Who in Epirus and Hesperia dwell, 

That have one common founder, Dardanus 

And one same fortune, in our hearts we’ll make 

In time to come one Troy of both of them ; 

This care upon our children’s children rest.” 
Onward beside the near Ceraunian rocks 

We sail upon the deep; from thence our course 

To Italy, by sea our shortest way. 

Meanwhile the sun is sinking, and the hills 

Are shadowed in the gloom. By water’s edge 

Upon the bosom of our wished-for land 

We lay us down, the lot for rowers drawn, 

And on the dry beach here and there refresh 

Our bodies ; sleep our wearied limbs bedews. 

And not yet Night, whirled onward by the hours, 

Was reaching her mid-orbit ; from his couch 

The ever-watchful Palinurus rose, 

Examines every wind, and on his ear 

Catches the breeze ; within the silent heaven 

Marks all the constellations gliding by, 

Arcturus, and the rainy Hyades, 

And the twin Bears, and looks around to see 

Orion golden-armoured ; and when all 

He sees is calm within the tranquil sky, 

From off the stern he gives the signal clear. 

We strike the camp, essay our course again, 

And spread our sail-wings. And already Dawn 

Was reddening as the stars were put to flight, 

When far off we beheld the shadowy hills, 

And Italy low-lying. “Italy !”’ 

Cries out Achates first ; and Italy 

My comrades with a joyful shout acclaim, 

Then decked my sire Anchises a huge bowl 

With garland, and with wine he filled it full, 

And to the gods from lofty poop he cried : 

“Ye gods, who rule o’er sea and land and storm, 

Ease by your wind our path, and waft us on!”’ 

More frequent do the wished-for breezes grow, 

The port as we draw nearer opes to view, 

And on the height Minerva’s shrine appears. 

My comrades furl the sails, and turn the prows 

Toward the shore. The harbour to a bend 

Is hollowed out, the work of Eastern wave ; 

The opposing cliffs foam with the briny spray ; 

Its self lies hid; as ’twere with double wall 

The towering rocks reach down their arms below, 
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‘Epiro, Hesperia, quibus idem Dardanus auctor 

‘ Atque idem casus, unam faciemus utramque 

‘Troiam animis; maneat nostros ea cura nepotes.’ 
Provehimur pelago vicina Ceraunia iuxta, 

Unde iter Italiam cursusque brevissimus undis. 

Sol ruit interea et montes umbrantur opaci. 

Sternimur optatae gremio telluris ad undam 

Sortiti remos, passimque in litore sicco 

Corpora curamus: fessos sopor irrigat artus. 

Necdum orbem medium Nox horis acta subibat : 

Haud segnis strato surgit Palinurus et omnes 

Explorat ventos atque auribus aera captat ; 

Sidera cuncta notat tacito labentia caelo, 

Arcturum pluviasque Hyadas geminosque Triones, 

Armatumque auro circumspicit Oriona. 

Postquam cuncta videt caelo constare sereno, 

Dat clarum e puppi signum: nos castra movemus 

Temptamusque viam et velorum pandimus alas. 

Iamque rubescebat stellis Aurora fugatis, 

Cum procul obscuros colles humilemque videmus 

Italiam. Italiam primus conclamat Achates, 

Italiam laeto socii clamore salutant. 

Tum pater Anchises magnum cratera corona 

Induit implevitque mero divosque vocavit 

Stans prima in puppi: 

‘Di maris et terrae tempestatumque potentes, 

‘Ferte viam vento facilem et spirate secundi.’ 

Crebrescunt optatae aurae, portusque patescit 


Iam propior, templumque apparet in arce Minervae. 


Vela legunt socii et proras ad litora torquent. 
Portus ab Euroo fluctu curvatus in arcum ; 
Obiectae salsa spumant aspargine cautes, 
Ipse latet: gemino demittunt bracchia muro 
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And from the shore the temple back recedes. 
Four steeds of snowy whiteness here I spied, 

Our earliest omen, out upon the sward 
Cropping the plain untethered, and the sire 
Anchises cried: ‘‘O land of stranger-folk, 
War-laden thou; for war thy steeds are armed, 
War do these droves portend and yet these same 
Four-footed ones were wont in days of yore 

To harness to the chariot, and to bear 

In yoke the peaceful rein; there’s hope of peace,” 
He cries. Thereon the holy majesty 

Of rustling-armoured Pallas we entreat, 

Who first in our rejoicing welcomed us ; 

And at her altar veil our heads around 

With Phrygian gear, and by seer Helenus’ 
Commands, that he of weightiest import gave, 

To Argive Juno scented sacrifice 

We offer as enjoined. Then pausing not, 

Our vows forthwith in their due order paid, 

We seaward turn our sail-clad yard-arm horns, 
And leave the dwellings of the Grecian-born 
And their mistrusted fields. From hence is seen 
Tarentum’s bay, the town of Hercules 

If rumour truly tell; confronting this 

Lacinium’s goddess rises to the view 

The towers of Caulon, Scyllaceum too, 

Wrecker of ships. Then far off there is seen 
Trinacrian A&tna rising from the wave ; 

We hear the far deep moaning of the sea, 

The wave-dashed rocks, and breakers on the shore ; 
The shallows dance, and seething tide and sands 
Are mingling. Then my sire Anchises spake ; 
“Too surely this must that Charybdis be, 

These are the crags, and these the rocks to dread, 
That Helenus foretold; snatch us away, 

And rise, O comrades, on your oars as one.’ 

They his whole hest perform, and first of all 

Does Palinurus turn the creaking prow 

Towards the left waters, and the squadron all 
With oar and breezes make toward the left ; 
Aloft to heaven on arching flood we mount, 

Then, as the wave gives under us, we sink, 

Down to the very shades. Three times the crags 
Rang loud between the hollow rocks, three times 
We saw the dashed up form and dripping stars. 
Meanwhile amid our weariness the wind 
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Turriti scopuli refugitque ab litore templum. 
Quattuor hic, primum omen, equos in gramine vidi 
Tondentes campum late, candore nivaili. 

Et pater Anchises ‘ Bellum, o terra hospita, portas: 


‘Bello armantur equi, bellum haec armenta minantur. 


‘Sed tamen idem olim curru succedere sueti 
‘Quadrupedes, et frena iugo concordia ferre : 
‘Spes et pacis’ ait. Tum numina sancta precamur 
Palladis armisonae, quae prima accepit ovantes, 
Et capita ante aras Phrygio velamur amictu ; 
Praeceptisque Heleni, dederat quae maxima, rite 
Iunoni Argivae iussos adolemus honores. 

Haud mora, continuo perfectis ordine votis 
Cornua velatarum obvertimus antennarum 
Graiugenumque domos suspectaque linquimus arva. 
Hinc sinus Herculei, si vera est fama, Tarenti 
Cernitur ; attollit se diva Lacinia contra 
Caulonisque arces et navifragum Scylaceum. 

Tum procul e fluctu Trinacria cernitur Aetna, 

Et gemitum ingentem pelagi pulsataque saxa 
Audimus longe fractasque ad litora voces, 
Exultantque vada atque aestu miscentur harenae. 
Et pater Anchises ‘ Nimirum haec illa Charybdis ; 
“Hos Helenus scopulos, haec saxa horrenda canebat. 
‘Eripite, o socii, pariterque insurgite remis.’ 

Haud minus ac iussi faciunt, primusque rudentem 
Contorsit laevas proram Palinurus ad undas: 
Laevam cuncta cohors remis ventisque petivit. 
Tollimur in caelum curvato gurgite, et idem 
Subducta ad manes imos desedimus unda. 

Ter scopuli clamorem inter cava saxa dedere, 

Ter spumam elisam et rorantia vidimus astra. 
Interea fessos ventus cum sole reliquit, 
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And daylight passed from us, and knowmg not 
Our course, we drift on the Cyclopean shores 
There 1s a harbour never wind can reach 
To trouble it, and spacious of itself , 
But Atna with dread crashings thunders nigh, 
And oftentimes shoots up a murky cloud 
High into heaven, with whirling pitch dark smoke 
And glistening embers, and casts up her balls 
Of flame, and round the constellations plays , 
And other times throws up and tosses forth 
Whole rocks and torn-out entrails of the mount, 
And makes her molten rocks in open sky 
Bind groaning to one mass, and from her depths 
Comes boiling forth Men say, beneath this heap 
The body of Enceladus—half-burnt 
By lightning—is held down, and o’er him piled 
Huge A‘tna from her bursten forges puffs 
Her flames, and that so often as he turns 
His weary flank, the whole Trinacrian Isle 
Trembles with inward rumbling, curtaining 
The sky with smoke That night long in the woods 
Hiding, we bare those portents dire, nor saw 
What cause gave forth the sound, for there appeared 
No starry fires, nor was the firmament 
Made bnght by starlight, but within the dark 
Of heaven were clouds, and the dead hour of night 
Was prisoning the moon within a cloud 
And coming daylight now in earliest East 
Was rising, and Aurora from the sky 
Damp shadow had dispelled, when suddenly 
Out of the woods, with utter gauntness worn, 
The strange appearance of an unknown man, 
And woefully attired, came forth to us, 
And suppliant stretched his hands towards the shore , 
We look at him, appalling 1s his filth, 
And shaggy beard, his garments sewn with thorns , 
But in all else a Greek, and in past days 
Despatched in warfare for his land to Troy 
And he, when from far distance he beheld 
The garb of Dardans and the Trojan arms, 
Awed at the sight stood motionless awhile 
And checked his steps, then headlong presently, 
With tears and prayers, betook him to the shore 
“OQ, by the stars, and by the gods above, 
And by this light of heaven whereof we breathe 
I do adjure you, Teucrians, take me hence , 
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Ignarique viae Cyclopum adlabimur oris. 

Portus ab accessu ventorum immotus et ingens 
Ipse ; sed horrificis iuxta tonat Aetna ruinis, 
Interdumque atram prorumpit ad aethera nubem 
Turbine fumantem piceo et candente favilla 
Attollitque globos flammarum et sidera lambit ; 
Interdum scopulos avolsaque viscera montis 
Erigit eructans liquefactaque saxa sub auras 
Cum gemitu glomerat fundoque exaestuat imo. 
Fama est Enceladi semiustum fulmine corpus 
Urgeri mole hac, ingentemque insuper Aetnam 
Impositam ruptis flammam expirare caminis, 
Et fessum quotiens mutet latus, intremere omnem 
Murmure Trinacriam et caelum subtexere fumo. 
Noctem illam tecti silvis immania monstra 
Perferimus, nec quae sonitum det causa videmus. 
Nam neque erant astrorum ignes nec lucidus aethra 
Siderea polus, obscuro sed nubila caelo, 

Et lunam in nimbo nox intempesta tenebat. 

Postera iamque dies primo surgebat Eoo, 
Umentemque Aurora polo dimoverat umbram: 
Cum subito e silvis macie confecta suprema 
Ignoti nova forma viri miserandaque cultu 
Procedit supplexque manus ad litora tendit. 
Respicimus: dira inluvies inmissaque barba, 
Consertum tegumen spinis; at cetera Graius, 

Et quondam patriis ad Troiam missus in armis. 
Isque ubi Dardanios habitus et Troia vidit 

Arma procul, paulum aspectu conterritus haesit 
Continuitque gradum; mox sese ad litora praeceps 
Cum fletu precibusque tulit: ‘ Per sidera testor, 
“Per superos atque hoc caeli spirabile lumen, 
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And bear me to whatever lands ye will ; 

This shall suffice ! I know that I am one 

Out of the Danaan fleet ; and own that I 

Made war upon the household gods of Troy. 

For which, if so exceeding great the wrong 

I wrought, then to the sea-waves scatter me 
And drown me in vast ocean, an I die 

’*Twill please me to have died by hands of men.” 
He spake, and clasped my knees, and on his knees 
Writhing clung fast to me; we urge him then 
To tell us who he is, and of what kin, 

Then own what evil fate is troubling him. 

My sire Anchises pausing but a span 

Gave to the youth his hand, and reassured 
With ready pledge his mind. He then, at length, 
His fear laid by, gave utterance to this tale: 
“From fatherland of Ithaca am I, 

Hapless Ulysses’ comrade, and by name 

Am Achemenides. To Troy I went 

My father Adamastus being poor ; 

Would that his fortune had continued mine! 
"Twas here my comrades while in terror they 
Were parting from these gates of cruelty, 

Left me behind in their forgetfulness, 

Within the Cyclops’ dreary cavern-den. 

His home is full of gore and feasts of blood, 
Gloomy within, and vast, and he himself 

So tall he strikes against the lofty stars, 

(Ye gods remove such monster from the lands !) 
Hard to be seen, and evil to approach 

In speech by any man, he makes his food 

The entrails of poor wretches and black blood. 
Myself I saw when, lain upon his back 

Amid the cave, he battered on the rock 

The forms of two of us, by his great hand 

Laid hold of, and bespattered with their gore 
His floors were swimming; I beheld when he 
Crunched up their limbs that with dark matter dripped, 
And when their joints life-warm were quivering 
Beneath his teeth. Yet not indeed for naught ; 
Nor did Ulysses wrongs like these endure, 

Nor at so dire a pass the Ithacan 

Forget himself; for soon as he became 

Gorged with his feast, and buried in his wine, 
He let his neck fall back, and laid him down 

In huge length o’er the cavern, and in sleep 
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‘Tollite me, Teucri; quascumque abducite terras : 
‘Hoc sat erit. Scio me Danais e classibus unum, 
‘Et bello Iliacos fateor petiisse penates. 

‘Pro quo, si sceleris tanta est iniuria nostri, 

‘ Spargite me in fluctus vastoque inmergite ponto. 
‘Si pereo, hominum manibus periisse iuvabit.’ 
Dixerat, et genua amplexus genibusque volutans 
Haerebat. Qui sit fari, quo sanguine cretus, 
Hortamur, quae deinde agitet fortuna fateri. 
Ipse pater dextram Anchises haud multa moratus 


Dat iuveni, atque animum praesenti pignore firmat. 


Ille haec deposita tandem formidine fatur : 

‘Sum patria ex Ithaca, comes infelicis Ulixi, 
‘“Nomine Achaemenides, Troiam genitore Adamasto 
‘Paupere (mansissetque utinam fortuna!) profectus. 
‘Hic me, dum trepidi crudelia limina linquunt, 
‘Inmemores socii vasto Cyclopis in antro 
“Deseruere. Domus sanie dapibusque cruentis, 
“Intus opaca, ingens. Ipse arduus altaque pulsat 
‘Sidera (di talem terris avertite pestem !) 

“Nec visu facilis nec dictu affabilis ulli. 

‘Visceribus miserorum et sanguine vescitur atro. 
‘Vidi egomet duo de numero cum corpora nostro 
‘Prensa manu magna medio resuspinus in antro 
“Frangeret ad saxum, sanieque expersa natarent 
‘Limina; vidi atro cum membra fluentia tabo 
‘Manderet et tepidi tremerent sub dentibus artus. 
‘Haud impune quidem: nec talia passus Ulixes 

‘ Oblitusve sui est Ithacus discrimine tanto. 

‘Nam simul expletus dapibus vinoque sepultus 
‘Cervicem inflexam posuit iacuitque per antrum 
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Cast up the gore and portions of his meal 
Mingled with wine and blood; we, having prayed 
The mighty gods, and drawn our turns by lot, 
Surround him one and all on every side, 
And his huge eye scoop out with sharpened blade, 
That single eye that ‘neath his forehead grim 
Lay sunken large as any Argive shield, 
Or Phoebus torch ; and joyfully at last 
We take revenge for our companions’ shades. 
But fly, O fly, unhappy folk! and rend 
Your rope from shore ; for such as he and huge 
As Polyphemus, in his hollow cave 
Who pens his woolly sheep and drains their teats, 
A hundred other evil Cyclopes 
Dwell all about beside these winding shores, 
And roam th mountains tall. Already now, 
The third time Luna’s horns fill full with light, 
Since in the woods amid deserted haunts 
And wild beasts’ lairs, I drag existence out, 
See the huge Cyclopes from far-off rock, 
And tremble at their footfall and their voice. 
The boughs afford me scanty sustenance, 
Berries and stony cornels, and my food 
The torn up roots of herbs. And as I gazed 
On all around, then first I did descry 
This fleet arriving at these coasts, to this 
I gave me o’er—whatever it might be— 
Sufficient to“have ‘scaped that horrid race ; 
Take ye my life by any death whate’er 
Rather than they.”’ 

Scarce he had said the words, 
When, on the mountain top, amidst his flock, 
Moving in all his monstrous bulk, we spied 
The shepherd Polyphemus’ very self, 
And making for the well-known shores; a brute 
Dreadful, deformed and huge, whose eye was gone: 
A pine tree lopped by his own hand directs 
His steps and steadies them; his woolly sheep 
Are his companions, these his sole delight 
And solace of his woe; soon as he felt 
The billows deep and reached the open main 
He rinsed away the clotted gore that ran 
From scooped eye-socket, while he moaned aloud 
And gnashed his teeth; and quickly now he stalks 
Amid the sea, nor did the wave as yet 
Wet his tall sides. Then far from thence we strove, 
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‘Inmensus saniem eructans et frusta cruento 
‘Per somnum commixta mero, nos magna precati 
‘Numina sortitique vices una undique circum 
‘Fundimur, et telo lumen terebramus acuto 635 
‘Ingens, quod torva solum sub fronte latebat, 
‘ Argolici clipei aut Phoebeae lampadis instar, 
‘Et tandem laeti sociorum ulciscimur umbras. 
‘Sed fugite, o miseri, fugite atque ab litore funem 
‘ Rumpite. 640 
‘Nam qualis quantusque cavo Polyphemus in antro 
‘Lanigeras claudit pecudes atque ubera pressat, 
‘Centum alii curva haec habitant ad litora volgo 

Infandi Cyclopes, et altis montibus errant. 
‘Tertia iam lunae se cornua lumine complent, 645 
‘Cum vitam in silvis inter deserta ferarum 
‘Lustra domosque traho, vastosque ab rupe Cyclopas 
‘Prospicio sonitumque pedum vocemque tremesco. 
‘Victum infelicem, baccas lapidosaque corna, 
‘Dant rami, et volsis pascunt radicibus herbae. 650 
‘Omnia conlustrans hanc primum ad litora classem 
“Conspexi venientem. Huic me, quaecumque fuisset, 
‘ Addixi: satis est gentem effugisse nefandam. 
‘Vos animam hanc potius quocumque absumite leto.’ 

Vix ea fatus erat, summo cum monte videmus 655 
Ipsum inter pecudes vasta se mole moventem 
Pastorem Polyphemum, et litora nota petentem, 
Monstrum horrendum, informe, ingens, cui lumen ademptum 
Trunca manu pinus regit et vestigia firmat ; 
Lanigerae comitantur oves; ea sola voluptas 660 
Solamenque mali. 
Postquam altos tetigit fluctus et ad aequora venit, 
Luminis effossi fluidum lavit inde cruorem 
Dentibus infrendens gemitu, graditurque per aequor 
Iam medium, necdum fluctus latera ardua tinxit. 665 
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Trembling, our flight to hasten, having ta’en 

The suppliant in, who so had well deserved, 

And silently we cut the cable through, 

And bending forward on our eager oars 

Sweep o’er the sea’s expanse. He noted it, 

And bent his footsteps toward the sound he heard. 

But, when no chance to lay his hand on us 

Was given to him, nor had he power to match 

The Ionian waves in track of us, he raised 

A mighty shout, at sound of which the sea 

And all its waters trembled inwardly, 

And to its centre the Italian land 

Was made to quake, and in her caverns arched 

‘Etna did rumble deep. But from the woods 

And lofty mountains, the Cyclopean tribe 

Aroused by this down to the harbour rush 

And line the shore. We see them all in vain 

Ranged there grim-eyed, the A‘tnean brotherhood, 

Their tall heads reaching high up in the sky 

Dread conclave ; such as when with lofty top 

Aerial oaks, or conéd cypresses— 

Jove’s lofty forest, or Diana’s grove— 

Stand grouped together. A keen dread impels 

To loose the ropes and hasten anywhere, 

And spread our canvas to the helping winds ; 

But contrawise the words of Helenus 

Warn us that we should not the path pursue 

’Twixt Scylla and Charybdis, where the way 

Skirts hard on death each side; our minds were made 

To spread our sails upon a backward course, 

When lo! the North-wind to our help was sent, 

Blowing from off Pelorus’ narrow strait, 

I pass beside Pantagia’s entrance formed 

Of living rock, the bay of Megara, 

And level Thapsus ; Achemenides, 

Hapless Ulysses’ comrade, busily 

Showed us these scenes upon our backward path, 

As he retraced the shores that he had roamed. 
Fronting Sicanian bay an isle outspread 

Lies opposite wave-dashed Plemyrium 

By ancients named Ortygia; story tells 

That to this place Alpheus, Elis’ stream, 

Worked secret channels underneath the sea, 

Who through thine outlet, Arethusa, now 

Mingles himself within Sicilian wave. 

As bidden, we adore the mighty gods 
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Nos procul inde fugam trepidi celerare recepto 
Supplice sic merito, tacitique incidere funem, 
Verrimus et proni certantibus aequora remis. 
Sensit, et ad sonitum vocis vestigia torsit. 

Verum ubi nulla datur dextra adfectare potestas, 
Nec potis Ionios fluctus aequare sequendo, 
Clamorem immensum tollit, quo pontus et omnes 
Contremuere undae, penitusque exterrita tellus 
Italiae, curvisque immugiit Aetna cavernis 

At genus e silvis Cyclopum et montibus altis 
Excitum ruit ad portus et litora complent. 
Cernimus adstantes nequiquam lumine torvo 
Aetnaeos fratres, caelo capita alta ferentes, 
Concilium horrendum: quales cum vertice celso 
Aeriae quercus aut coniferae cyparissi 
Constiterunt, silva alta Iovis lucusve Dianae. 
Praecipites metus acer agit quocumque rudentes 
Excutere et ventis intendere vela secundis. 


Contra iussa monent Heleni Scyllam atque Charybdin 


Inter, utramque viam leti discrimine parvo, 
Ni teneant cursus: certum est dare lintea retro. 
Ecce autem Boreas angusta ab sede Pelori 
Missus adest: vivo praetervehor ostia saxo 


Pantagiae Megarosque sinus Thapsumque iacentem. 


Talia monstrabat relegens errata retrorsus. 
Litora Achaemenides, comes infelicis Ulixi. 
Sicanio praetenta sinu iacet insula contra 
Plemurium undosum; nomen dixere priores 
Ortygiam. Alpheum fama est huc Elidis amnem 
Occultas egisse vias subter mare, qui nunc 
Ore, Arethusa, tuo Siculis confunditur undis. 
Iussi numina magna loci veneramur. Et inde 
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The guardians of the place; and thence I pass 
Marshy Helorus’ very fertile ground. 
From hence we skirt Pachynus’ lofty cliffs 
And jutting rocks, and far off into view 
Comes Camarina, which the fates ordain 
Should ne’er be troubled, and Geloian plains, 
Great Gela too that bears its river’s name, 
Thence towering Acragas displays afar 
Its stately ramparts, town that bred of yore 
High-mettled steeds; and, as the winds blow fair, 
Palmy Selinus, thee, I leave behind, 
And thread my way through Lilybeum’s shoals, 
Unkindly, in the rocks they hide from view. 
These passed, the haven and the joyless shore 
Of Drepanum receive me. Here, alas! 
I, whom so many ocean-storms had chased, 
I, of my Sire Anchises bore the loss, 
Of every care and woe the lightener ; 
Ah! here, wayworn, best Sire, thou leavedst me 
Thou from great perils snatched, but all in vain : 
Nor did seer Helenus to me foretell 
This grief when many warnings dread he gave ; 
Nor yet the fell Celeno. This the last 
Of all my sufferings ; of long journeyings 
This proved the goal; and passing on from hence 
The deity has brought us to your shores. 

Thus Sire neas, all to him attent, 
Singly recounted all the gods had willed, 
And told his wanderings. At the last he hushed, 
And making here an end, retired to rest. 
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Exsupero praepingue solum stagnantis Helori: 
Hinc altas cautes proiectaque saxa Pachyni 
Radimus, et fatis numquam concessa moveri 
Adparet Camarina procul, campique Geloi, 
Immanisque Gela fluvii cognomine dicta. 
Arduus inde Acragas ostentat maxima longe 


Moenia, magnanimum quondam generator equorum ; 


Teque datis linquo velis, palmosa Selinus, 
Et vada dura lego saxis Lilybeia caecis. 
Hinc Drepani me portus et inlaetabilis ora 
Accipit. Hic pelagi tot tempestatibus actus 
Heu genitorem, omnis curae casusque levamen, 
Amitto Anchisen. Hic me, pater optime, fessum 
Deseris, heu tantis nequiquam erepte periclis : 
Nec vates Helenus, cum multa horrenda moneret, 
Hos mihi praedixit luctus, non dira Celaeno. 
Hic labor extremus, longarum haec meta viarum. 
Hinc me digressum vestris deus appulit oris. 

Sic pater Aeneas intentis omnibus unus 
Fata renarrabat divom cursusque docebat. 
Conticuit tandem factoque hic fine quievit. 
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Not so the Queen ; she all the while had felt 
Love’s grievous hurt, and feeds upon her veins 
Her wound, and is by secret fire devoured. 

Oft to her mind the valour of the man, 

And oft the glory of his race recurs ; 

His every look fast in her memory clings, 

The words he spoke as well, and love’s distress 
Allows not to her limbs the calm of rest. 

The after dawn was traversing the lands 
With Phoebus’ torch, and from the sky had chased 
Moist shade away, when thus—her mind astray— 
She addressed her sister, one with her in heart: 
“O Anna, sister! what dream-fancies these 
That hold me in the terror of suspense ? 

Who this new guest that to our settlements 
Has made his way? How noble is his mien! 
How stout of heart and arms! Full faith have I, 
Nor groundless my assurance, that of gods 

The offspring born is he. Fear is the sign 

Of baseborn souls, and ah! how tossed by fate. 
What tale of wars deep drained to us he told! 
Were’t not that fixed and changeless in my mind 
Sat the resolve, that ne’er would I consent 

In marriage chain to join with any man, 

Since my first love did mock by death’s deceit, 
Were I not heart-sick of the nuptial couch 

And nuptial torch, perchance I might have been 
To this one weakness able to succumb. 

Anna, for I will own, since destiny 

Befel Sicheus, my unhappy lord, 

And since our gods were stained by brother’s blood, 
"Tis he alone did e’er my feelings sway, 

And set my mind’s resolve a-tottering. 

Traces of love long past I recognize. 

But I could even wish the earth to yawn 

And take me in, or the Almighty Sire 

To hurl me with his lightning to the shades, 
Pale shades of Erebus, and night profound, 
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AT regina gravi iamdudum saucia cura 

Volnus alit venis, et caeco carpitur igni. 

Multa viri virtus animo multusque recursat 
Gentis honos, haerent infixi pectore voltus 
Verbaque, nec placidam membris dat cura quietem. 
Postera Phoebea lustrabat lampade terras 
Umentemque Aurora polo dimoverat umbram, 
Cum sic unanimam adloquitur male sana sororem : 
‘Anna soror, quae me suspensam insomnia terrent ? 
Quis novus hic nostris successit sedibus hospes, 
Quem sese ore ferens, quam forti pectore et armis ? 
Credo equidem, nec vana fides, genus esse deorum. 
Degeneres animos timor arguit. Heu quibus ille 
Tactatus fatis quae bella exhausta canebat ! 

51 mihi non animo fixum immotumque sederet, 
Necui me vinclo vellem sociare iugali, 

Postquam primus amor deceptam morte fefellit ; 
Si non pertaesum thalami taedaeque fuisset, 

Huic uni forsan potui succumbere culpae. 

Anna, fatebor enim, miseri post fata Sychaei 
Coniugis et sparsos fraterna caede Penates, 

Solus hic inflexit sensus animumque labantem 
Impulit : adgnosco veteris vestigia flammae. 

Sed mihi vel tellus optem prius ima dehiscat 

Vel Pater omnipotens adigat me fulmine ad umbras, 
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Ere, Modesty, I do thee violence, 
Or break thy laws. He who in wedlock first 
Joined me to him, he bore my true love off ; 
Let him then hold and keep it in his tomb.” 
She spake, and filled her lap with gushing tears. 
Anna replied: “‘O more than light itself 
Loved of thy sister, wilt thou pine away 
In sorrow all thy youthful days alone, 
And never know sweet sons, nor love’s rewards? 
Dost deem that ashes or the buried shades 
Take note of that ? an ’twere so, formerly 
No suitors ever swayed thee in thy woe, 
Not Libya’s nor those from Tyre before ; 
Spurned was Iarbas, and the other chiefs, 
Whom Africa, land rich in triumphs, reared, 
Wilt thou fight e’en with love that likes thee well ? 
Nor think within whose fields, thou’rt settled here ? 
From this side cities of Getulians, 
A race in warfare none may overcome, 
And wild Numidian horsemen hem thee round, 
And desert Syrtes; from this side a tract 
By thirst made barren, and the Barcaeans, 
Fierce rovers wide and far. Why need I speak 
Of wars arising from the Tyrians, 
And of our brother’s threats? In truth I deem 
"Twas by the favouring gods and Juno’s aid 
That Ilian keels were windborne hitherward. 
And what a town this, sister, thou wilt see ! 
What realms arising from such union ! 
When Teucrian arms bear ours in company, 
With what fair state shall Punic glory rise! 
Do thou but seek the favour of the gods, 
And after prayers and sacrifice give play 
To hospitality, and cause contrive 
To stay them here, so long as winter storms 
And Orion the rainbearer o’er the sea 
Pour forth their rage, and ships are tossed about, 
And while the sky refuses to be kind.” 
With these her words, she kindled into flame 
A soul that love had fired, and to a mind 
Irresolute gave hope, and banished shame. 
First they approach the shrines, and favour court 
Upon the altars, and make sacrifice 
Of ewes selected as the custom holds, 
To the lawgiving Ceres, Phoebus too, 
And sire Lyzus, Juno—chief of all— 
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Ante, Pudor, quam te violo, aut tua iura resolvo. 
Ille meos, primus qui me sibi iunxit, amores 


Abstulit ; ille habeat secum servetque sepulchro.’ 


Sic effata sinum lacrimis implevit obortis. 
Anna refert: ‘o luce magis dilecta sorori, 
Solane perpetua maerens carpere iuventa, 
Nec dulcis natos Veneris nec praemia noris ? 
Id cinerem aut manis credis curare sepultos ? 
Esto, aegram nulli quondam flexere mariti, 
Non Libyae, non ante Tyro; despectus Iarbas 
Ductoresque alii, quos Africa terra triumphis 
Dives alit: placitone etiam pugnabis amori? 
Nec venit in mentem, quorum consederis arvis ? 
Hinc Gaetulae urbes, genus insuperabile bello, 
Et Numidae infreni cingunt et inhospita Syrtis, 
Hinc deserta siti regio lateque furentes 
Barcaei: quid bella Tyro surgentia dicam 
Germanique minas ? 
Dis equidem auspicibus reor et Iunone secunda 
Hunc cursum Iliacas vento tenuisse carinas. 


Quam tu urbem, soror, hanc cernes, quae surgere regna 


Coniugio tali! Teucrum comitantibus armis 
Punica se quantis attollet gloria rebus ! 
Tu modo posce deos veniam sacrisque litatis 
Indulge hospitio causasque innecte morandi, 
Dum pelago desaevit hiemps et aquosus Orion, 
Quassataeque rates, dum non tractabile caelum.’ 
His dictis incensum animum flammavit amore, 
Spemque dedit dubiae menti solvitque pudorem. 
Principio delubra adeunt pacemque per aras 
Exquirunt ; mactant lectas de more bidentis 
Legiferae Cereri Phoeboque patrique Lyaeo, 
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To whom the bonds of wedlock are a care. 
Herself most beauteous Dido, in her hand 
Holding the goblet, pours it ’twixt the horns 
Of a white heifer ; or with stately tread, 

Steps forth before the statues of the gods, 

By well-filled altars, marks the day with gifts, 
And, gazing as the victim’s breasts are bared, 
From breathing entrails takes her auguries. 

Ah, minds of seers that could not read the thoughts ! 
What power have vows, what power the shrines, to aid 
The woman in her madness? The soft flame 
Is preying on her vitals all the while, 

Deep in her bosom lives her silent wound. 
Aflame is hapless Dido, and she roams 
Through all the town impassioned, like a hind 
Which, straying heedlessly in Cretan groves, 

A shepherd chasing with his weapons pierced 
With swift-sped arrow, far away, and left 

The wingéd iron in her and knew it not ; 

She flying roams throughout the woods and glades 
Of Dicté, in her flank the deadly reed. 

Now through her walls along with her she leads 
/Eneas, and displays her Tyrian wealth 

And city all arranged ; begins to speak, 

And pauses in the middle of her speech. 

Now, as the day declines, she looks again 

For banquets, and infatuate demands 

Again of Troy’s disaster to be told, 

And on the teller’s lips she hangs again. 

After, when they had parted, and the moon, 
To dimness grown in turn, withholds her light 
And setting constellations call to sleep, 

Alone she pines within her empty hall, 

And on forsaken couches lays her down ; 

Absent she hears and sees the absent one ; 

Or, by his father’s likeness captivate, 

She holds Ascanius long upon her lap, 

If somewise she may wanton love beguile. 

Her towers begun no higher rise, her youth 

Ply not their craft of arms, nor seek to build 
Their harbours, nor safe bulwarks for the war ; 
Her works stand still, the mighty looming walls 
And scaffolding reared level with the sky. 
Whom soon as Jove’s loved wife perceived to be 
By such a baneful influence possessed, 

And that fair fame her madness did not check, 
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Iunoni ante omnis, cui vincla iugalia curae. 

Ipsa tenens dextra pateram pulcherrima Dido 

Candentis vaccae media inter cornua fundit, 

Aut ante ora deum pinguis spatiatur ad aras 

Instauratque diem donis pecudumque reclusis 

Pectoribus inhians spirantia consulit exta. 

Heu vatum ignarae mentes ! quid vota furentem, 

Quid delubra iuvant? est mollis flamma medullas 

Interea, et tacitum vivit sub pectore volnus 

Uritur infelix Dido totaque vagatur 

Urbe furens, qualis coniecta cerva sagitta, 

Quam procul incautam nemora inter Cresia fixit 

Pastor agens telis liquitque volatile ferrum 

Nescius, illa fuga silvas saltusque peragrat 

Dictaeos, haeret lateri letalis harundo. 

Nunc media Aenean secum per moenia ducit 

Sidoniasque ostentat opes urbemque paratam, 

Incipit effari mediaque in voce resistit ; 

Nunc eadem labente die convivia quaerit, 

Iliacosque iterum demens audire labores 

Exposcit pendetque iterum narrantis ab ore. 

Post, ubi digressi, lumenque obscura vicissim 

Luna premit suadentque cadentia sidera somnos, 

Sola domo maeret vacua, stratisque relictis 

Incubat, illum absens absentem auditque videtque, 

Aut gremio Ascanium, genitoris imagine capta, 

Detinet, infandum si fallere possit amorem. 

Non coeptae adsurgunt turres, non arma iuventus 

Exercet portusve aut propugnacula bello 

Tuta parant; pendent opera interrupta minaeque 

Murorum ingentes aequataque machina caelo. 
Quam simul ac tali persensit peste teneri 

Cara Iovis coniunx, nec famam obstare furori, 
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To Venus Saturn’s child betook her thus: 

“ Troth, wondrous praise and ample spoils ye win, 

Thou and thy boy, great and of wide renown 

Thy power of godhead, if by craftiness 

Of two divinities one woman fall. 

Nor so deceived am I as not to know 

That thou did’st fear our walls and eye askance 

The homes of lofty Carthage. But where end? 

Or what the need of such great rivalry ? 

Why not the rather lasting peace promote 

And binding nuptials? What with all thy mind 

Thou did’st desire, thou hast it. Dido burns 

With passion, and has let her madness course 

Throughout her bones. Then let us rule this race 

In common, and with joint authority ; 

And let her be a slave to Phrygian lord, 

And trust her dower of Tyrians to thy sway.” 
To her in answer—for aware was she 

That Juno said it with dissembling mind. 

Italia’s sovereign rule to turn aside 

To Libyan shores—then Venus thus began : 

“Who mad enough such offers to refuse, 

Or choose instead to vie with thee in war, 

If only fortune follow on the deed 

Thou hast in mind? But I am borne along 

By fates, uncertain whether Jove may will 

That but one town there be for Tyrians 

And Trojan comers, and if he approve 

Of mingling races, or of partnerings. 

Thou art his wife ; to thee belongs the right 

To try him by entreaty. Lead the way ; 

I follow.”” Queenly Juno thus replied : 

“ That task shall rest with me. Now turn thy thoughts, 

And briefly I’ll explain by what device 

The thing that presses may be brought about. 

/Eneas, and with him the unhappy Queen, 

Prepare to go into the grove to hunt, 

Soon as to-morrow’s Sun-god shall have made 

His earliest risings, and have drawn aside 

Earth’s veil with rays of light. From overhead, 

While beaters on the flanks are hurrying, 

And girding round the glades with feather nets, 

I'll pour on them a murky cloud of rain 

Mingled with hail, and with my thundering 

Wake all the heaven. Their followers will disperse, 

And will be shrouded in the gloom of night ; 
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Talibus adgreditur Venerem Saturnia dictis : 
‘Egregiam vero laudem et spolia ampla refertis 


Tuque puerque tuus, magnum et memorabile nomen, 
Una dolo divom si femina victa duorum est. 
Nec me adeo fallit veritam te moenia nostra 
Suspectas habuisse domos Carthaginis altae. 
Sed quis erit modus, aut quo nunc certamina tanta ? 
Quin potius pacem aeternam pactosque hymenaeos 
Exercemus ? habes, tota quod mente petisti: 
Ardet amans Dido traxitque per ossa furorem : 
Communem hunc ergo populum paribusque regamus 
Auspiciis, liceat Phrygio servire marito 
Dotalisque tuae Tyrios permittere dextrae.’ 

Olli (sensit enim simulata mente locutam, 
Quo regnum Italiae Libycas averteret oras) 
Sic contra est ingressa Venus: ‘ quis talia demens 
Abnuat, aut tecum malit contendere bello, 
Si modo quod memoras factum fortuna sequatur ? 
Sed fatis incerta feror si Iuppiter unam 
Esse velit Tyriis urbem Troiaque profectis, 
Miscerive probet populos aut foedera iungi. 
Tu coniunx, tibi fas animum temptare precando. 
Perge; sequar.’ Tum sic excepit regia Iuno: 
“Mecum erit iste labor : nunc qua ratione’quod instat 
Confieri possit, paucis, adverte, docebo. 
Venatum Aeneas unaque miserrima Dido 
In nemus ire parant, ubi primos crastinus ortus 
Extulerit Titan radiisque retexerit orbem. 
His ego nigrantem commixta grandine nimbum, 
Dum trepidant alae saltusque indagine cingunt, 
Desuper infundam, et tonitru caelum omne ciebo. 
Diffugient comites et nocte tegentur opaca : 
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Then Dido and Troy’s leader shall repair 
To the same cavern. I will be at hand, 
And, if thy sanction is to me assured, 
Join her in stable wedlock and his own 
Devote her. Here true marriage shall obtain.” 
The goddess of Cythera, nothing loth, 
Nodded assent to her request, and smiled 
At the disclosure of her stratagems. 

Dawn rose the while and left Oceanus, 
And when the day-star showed, the chosen youth 
Sally from out the gates; their subtile nets, 
Their snares, their broad-point hunting spears in hand ; 
And forth Massilian horsemen and the pack 
Of hounds keen-scented rush. Beside her gates 
The Carthaginian nobles wait their queen, 
In chamber lingering, and her charger stands 
Bedecked with purple and with gold, and champs— 
High-mettled that he is—his foaming bit. 
At length she issues, a great throng around, 
Clad in Sidonian cloak, with purple fringe ; 
Her quiver wrought of gold, her tresses tied 
With knot of golden braid, a golden clasp 
Binds up her purple robe. There join th’ array 
His Phrygian comrades, glad Iulus too ; 
Himself, A‘neas, fairest of them all, 
Enters her company, and joins their bands. 
As when Apollo wintry Lycia leaves 
And Xanthus’ flowing stream, and goes to see 
His mother-home of Delos, and renews 
The dances there, and, mingled round his shrines, 
Cretans and Dryopes uplift their shouts, 
And painted Agathyrsi; he himself 
Walks on the ridge of Cynthus, and he smooths 
And tires his flowing hair with pliant wreath, 
Entwining it with gold, a clatter comes 
Of weapons on his shoulders ; no less lithe 
fEneas’ gait than his; and all as fair 
The grace that in his comely features shines. 
No sooner have they reached the lofty heights 
And pathless haunts of beasts than lo! wild goats 
Dislodged from tops of crags come rushing down 
The ridges; and elsewhere on open plains 
Are herds of stags careering, and in flight 
They mass their dusty droves and leave the hills. 
But gaily through the vales on mettled steed, 
The boy Ascanius rides, and in the race 
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Speluncam Dido dux et Troianus eandem 
Devenient. Adero et, tua si mihi certa voluntas, 
Conubio iungam stabili propriamque dicabo ; 
Hic hymenaeus erit.’ Non adversata petenti 
Adnuit atque dolis risit Cytherea repertis. 
Oceanum interea surgens Aurora reliquit. 
It portis iubare exorto delecta iuventus ; 
Retia rara, plagae, lato venabula ferro 
Massylique ruunt equites et odora canum vis. 
Reginam thalamo cunctantem ad limina primi 
Poenorum expectant, ostroque insignis et auro 
Stat sonipes ac frena ferox spumantia mandit. 
Tandem progreditur magna stipante caterva, 
Sidoniam picto chlamydem circumdata limbo: 
Cui pharetra ex auro, crines nodantur in aurum, 
Aurea purpuream subnectit fibula vestem. 
Nec non et Phrygii comites et laetus Iulus 
Incedunt : ipse ante alios pulcherrimus omnis 
Infert se socium Aeneas atque agmina iungit. 
Qualis ubi hibernam Lyciam Xanthique fluenta 
Deserit ac Delum maternam invisit Apollo 
Instauratque choros, mixtique altaria circum 
Cretesque Dryopesque fremunt pictique Agathyrsi ; 
Ipse iugis Cynthi graditur, mollique fluentem 
Fronde premit crinem fingens atque inplicat auro, 
Tela sonant umeris: haut illo segnior ibat 
Aeneas, tantum egregio decus enitet ore. 
Postquam altos ventum in montis atque invia lustra, 
Ecce ferae, saxi deiectae vertice, caprae 
Decurrere iugis; alia de parte patentis 
Transmittunt cursu campos atque agmina cervi 
Pulverulenta fuga glomerant montesque relinquunt. 
At puer Ascanius mediis in vallibus acri 
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Now passes these, and now he passes those, 
And earnestly he prays a foaming boar 
Be granted him among the helpless herds, 
Or tawny lion down from mountain climb. 
Meanwhile the heavens begin to be disturbed 
With rumbling loud, then mingled rain and hail ; 
And Tyrian suite dispersed, and Trojan youth, 
And Venus’ Dardan grandson, in affright, 
Seek various shelter all among the fields ; 
Down from the mountains rush the torrent streams. 
The Trojan chief and Dido wend their way 
To the same cave. Then primal Goddess Earth, 
And Juno, marriage-dame, give forth a sign 
The fires flash out and A‘ther is aware 
Of their love-union, and on mountain top 
The nymphs yell forth their cries of joy. That day, 
First was the cause of death to her, and first 
The cause of ills; for Dido is not moved 
By look of what she does or what men say, 
Nor love in secret does she now desire ; 
She calls it wedlock, and she cloaks her fault 
Beneath the name. 

Through Libya’s great towns 
Rumour goes forth at once, Rumour than whom 
No other speedier evil thing exists ; 
She thrives by rapid movement, and acquires 
Strength as she goes; small at the first from fear, 
She presently uplifts herself aloft, 
And stalks upon the ground and hides her head 
Among the clouds. Her, Parent Earth in wrath 
At the anger of the gods, did bring to birth, 
Sister to Coeus and Enceladus— 
The youngest, as they say ; swift on her feet 
And easy-gliding wings, a beast to dread, 
Of mighty size, who, many as there be 
Plumes on her body, marvel to be told, 
Bears just so many watchful eyes beneath, 
So many tongues, so many babbling mouths, 
And just so many ears she pricks to hear. 
Amid the sky, and through the shade of earth, 
She flies o’ nights with noise, nor droops her eyes 
In pleasant slumber. In the day she sits 
Either upon the top of some tall roof, 
Or on the lofty towers to keep her watch, 
And through great cities consternation spreads, 
And clings as stoutly to the false and base, 
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Gaudet equo, iamque hos cursu, iam praeterit illos, 
Spumantemque dari pecora inter inertia votis 


Optat aprum aut fulvum descendere monte leonem. 


Interea magno misceri murmure caelum 
Incipit, insequitur, commixta grandine nimbus ; 
Et Tyrii comites passim et Troiana iuventus 
Dardaniusque nepos Veneris diversa per agros 
Tecta metu petiere ; ruunt de montibus amnes. 
Speluncam Dido dux et Troianus eandem 
Deveniunt : prima et Tellus et pronuba Iuno 
Dant signum ; fulsere ignes et conscius aether 
Conubiis, summoque ulularunt vertice Nymphae. 
Ille dies primus leti primusque malorum 
Causa fuit ; neque enim specie famave movetur 
Nec iam furtivum Dido meditatur amorem ; 
Coniugium vocat, hoc praetexit nomine culpam. 

Extemplo Libyae magnas it Fama per urbes, 
Fama, malum qua non aliud velocius ullum ; 
Mobilitate viget, viresque adquirit eundo, 
Parva metu primo; mox sese attollit in auras 
Ingrediturque solo et caput inter nubila condit. 


Iilam Terra parens, ira inritata deorum, 


Extremam, ut perhibent, Coeo Enceladoque sororem 


Progenuit, pedibus celerem et pernicibus alis, 
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Monstrum horrendum ingens, cui quot sunt corpore plumae 


Tot vigiles oculi: subter, mirabile dictu, 

Tot linguae, totidem ora sonant, tot subrigit auris. 
Nocte volat caeli medio terraeque per umbram 
Stridens, nec dulci declinat lumina somno ; 

Luce sedet custos aut summi culmine tecti 
Turribus aut altis, et magnas territat urbes, 

Tam ficti pravique tenax quam nuntia veri. 
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As when she tells of truth. She then with glee 
Began a-filling with her various tales 
The minds of peoples, and declared alike 
The things that had, and things that had not been : 
“That Trojan-born Aineas has arrived, 
Whom beauteous Dido is content to take 
As husband ; and that now in dalliance 
They spend the winter long in company, 
Unmindful of their realms and captivate 
By base amours.”’ Into the mouths of men 
The shameless goddess spreads these tales abroad, 
And straight to King Iarbus turns her course, 
And with her words inflames his soul and piles 
His angry passions high. He—Ammon’s son, 
By stolen Garamantian nymph—to Jove 
Within his ample kingdom had upreared 
A hundred mighty temples, altars too 
A hundred, and undying fires of gods 
And ceaseless vigils he had hallowed. 
And soil enriched with blood of offerings, 
And thresholds gay with many flow’réd wreaths. 
And he distraught, and by the bitter news 
Kindled to rage, at the altars, so men say, 
Amongst the very statues of the gods, 
With palms upturned made many prayers to Jove: 
“Almighty Jove, to whom the Moorish race— 
Their feasting on embroidered couches done 
Pour wine libations, dost thou look on this ? 
Or do we tremble, Father, needlessly 
When thou dost hurl thy bolts, and do thy fires 
Flash in the clouds unaimed and fright our minds, 
Awakening their murmurs meaningless ? 
A woman, who, within our bounds astray, 
Purchased and founded a small city there, 
To whom we gave a plough-land of our shore 
And independent laws, thrust back to us 
Our marriage suit, and further has received 
Into her realms AEneas as her lord. 
And now that Paris with unmanly train, 
With a Mzonian bonnet round his chin 
And round his perfumed locks, enjoys his prize ; 
While we, forsooth, bring offerings to thy shrines, 
And cherish idle tales.’ 

As thus he prayed, 
And to the altars clung, the All-powerful heard, 
And bent his gaze upon the palace walls, 
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Haec tum multiplici populos sermone replebat 
Gaudens et pariter facta atque infecta canebat : 
Venisse Aenean Troiano sanguine cretum, 
Cui se pulchra viro dignetur iungere Dido ; 
‘Nunc hiemem inter se luxu, quam longa, fovere 
Regnorum inmemores turpique cupidine captos. 
Haec passim dea foeda virum diffundit in ora. 
Protenus ad regem cursus detorquet Iarban, 
Incenditque animum dictis atque aggerat iras. 
Hic Hammone satus rapta Garamantide Nympha 
Templa Iovi centum latis inmania regnis, 
Centum aras posuit, vigilemque sacraverat ignem, 
Excubias divom aeternas, pecudumque cruore 
Pingue solum et variis florentia limina sertis. 
Isque amens animi et rumore accensus amaro 
Dicitur ante aras media inter numina divom 
Multa Iovem manibus supplex orasse supinis : 
‘Iuppiter omnipotens, cui nunc Maurusia pictis 
Gens epulata toris Lenaeum libat honorem, 
Aspicis haec, an te, Genitor, cum fulmina torques, 
Nequiquam horremus, caecique in nubibus ignes 
Terrificant animos et inania murmura miscent ? 
Femina, quae nostris errans in finibus urbem 
Exiguam pretio posuit, cui litus arandum 
Cuique loci leges dedimus, conubia nostra 
Reppulit ac dominum Aenean in regna recepit. 
Et nunc ille Paris cum semiviro comitatu, 
Maeonia mentum mitra crinemque madentem 
Subnexus, rapto potitur: nos munera templis 
Quippe tuis ferimus famamque fovemus inanem.’ 
Talibus orantem dictis arasque tenentem 
Audiit Omnipotens, oculosque ad moenia torsit 
Regia et oblitos famae melioris amantis. 
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And lovers that forgot their better name. 
Then thus he spoke and such commands he gave 
To Mercury: ‘“‘ Come speedily, my son, 
Call forth thy Zephyrs, and on pinions glide, 
And hold thou converse with the Trojan chief, 
In Tyrian Carthage who is lingering, 
Taking no thought of towns by fate assigned, 
And bear my mandates through the speedy air. 
His loveliest mother did not promise him 
To us, to be like this, nor for this end 
Twice claim him from the weapons of the Greeks: 
But to be one to rule o’er Italy, 
Big with her empire and in warfare fierce, 
Hand down a race from Teucer’s lofty blood, 
And make the world submissive to his laws. 
If glamour of high fortunes fire him not, 
Nor cares he hard to toil for his own fame, 
Does then his father to Ascanius grudge 
The citadels of Rome ? What aim has he? 
Or with what expectation does he stay 
Among a hostile race, and give no thought 
To western offspring or Lavinian fields ? 
Let him set sail; this sums my whole behest, 
And let this be the message of our will.” 

He ceased.—The son made ready to obey 
The mighty Sire’s command ; and first of all 
Binds on his feet his sandals, golden ones, 
That bear him high aloft upon their wings, 
Whether above the sea or o’er the land, 
Match for the wind’s swift blast; then takes his wand 
(With this he summons forth the pallid shades 
From Orcus, and to mournful Tartarus 
Sends others down, gives and deprives of sleep. 
And eyes unseals at death) and with its aid 
Chases the gale, and swims the swirling cloud ; 
And flying, now, the peak and lofty sides 
Of sturdy Atlas he descries, who props 
Heaven on his head, Atlas, whose pine-clad top 
Is evermore enwreathed in murky clouds, 
And lashed by wind and storm; a cloak of snow 
Covers his shoulders, and the streams run down 
From off the old man’s chin, and his rough beard 
Stiffens with ice. Here, poised on even wings, 
Cyllenius first alighted ; headlong hence 
Down on the waves he flung him bodily, 
Like sea-bird, which around the shores, and round 
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Tum sic Mercurium adloquitur ac talia mandat: 

‘Vade age, nate, voca Zephyros et labere pinnis, 

Dardaniumque ducem, Tyria Karthagine qui nunc 

Expectat fatisque datas non respicit urbes, 

Adloquere et celeres defer mea dicta per auras. 

Non illum nobis genetrix pulcherrima talem 

Promisit Graiumque ideo bis vindicat armis: 

Sed fore qui gravidam imperiis belloque frementem 

Italiam regeret, genus alto a sanguine Teucri 

Proderet, ac totum sub leges mitteret orbem. 

Si nulla accendit tantarum gloria rerum 

Nec super ipse sua molitur laude laborem, 

Ascanione pater Romanas invidet arces ? 

Quid struit ? aut qua spe inimica in gente moratur, 

Nec prolem Ausoniam et Lavinia respicit arva ? 

Naviget : haec summa est ; hic nostri nuntius esto.’ 
Dixerat. Ile Patris magni parere parabat 

Imperio ; et primum pedibus talaria nectit 

Aurea, quae sublimem alis sive aequora supra 

Seu terram rapido pariter cum flamine portant. 

Tum virgam capit ; hac animas ille evocat Orco 

Pallentis, alias sub Tartara tristia mittit, 

Dat somnos adimitque, et lumina morte resignat. 

Illa fretus agit ventos et turbida tranat 

Nubila. Iamque volans apicem et latera ardua cerni 

Atlantis duri, caelum qui vertice fulcit, 

Atlantis, cinctum, adsidue cui nubibus atris 

Piniferum caput et vento pulsatur et imbri, 

Nix umeros infusa tegit, tum flumina mento 

Praecipitant senis, et glacie riget horrida barba. 

Hic primum paribus nitens Cyllenius alis 

Constitit ; hinc toto praeceps se corpore ad undas 

Misit, avi similis, quae circum litora, circum 

Piscosos scopulos humilis volat aequora iuxta. 
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Fish-haunted rocks flies low beside the sea. 
No otherwise did the Cyllenian-born, 
As he from his maternal grandsire came, 
Fly between earth and heaven, and part his way 
’Twixt gales and sandy shores of Libya. 

No sooner did he with wing-sandalled feet 
Light on the lowly dwellings than he spied 
AEneas, founding towers and homes anew: 
And starred with yellow jasper was his sword, 
And bright with Tyrian purple was the cloak 
That hung down from his shoulders, presents which 
Dido, in her munificence had wrought, 
And had enriched the web with thread of gold. 
Straight he upbraids him: ‘“‘ Busy art thou, now, 
Planting the walls of lofty Carthage firm, 
And building a fine town to please a wife ? 
Thy realms and fortunes, ah! thou has forgot ; 
The ruler of the gods, who by his nod 
Sways heaven and earth at will, has sent me down 
To thee from bright Olympus; He, himself, 
Through the swift air bade me this message bring : 
What is your purpose ? and with what intent 
Waste you your idle hours in Libyan lands? 
If, by high fortune’s glamour all unmoved 
You care not hard to toil for your own fame, 
Look on Ascanius’ rising star, and hopes 
Your heir Iulus brings you, unto whom 
Italian realm and Roman land are due.” 
Cyllenius, when in language such as this 
His speech was ended, even as he spoke, 
Left mortal ken, and far beyond their gaze 
Into thin air he vanished. 

Then indeed 


/Eneas, awestruck at the sight, was dumb. 

His hair stood stiff with horror, and his voice 
Clave to his jaws. He longs to take his flight, 
And leave the pleasant lands, in deepest awe 

At heaven’s so solemn warning and command. 
What can he do? alas! with what appeal 
Dare he now seek the frenzied queen’s assent, 
What his first step to take ? So now he turns 
His rapid thought now this way and now that, 
Plies it from point to point, and makes it wind 
Through every circumstance. And as he then 
Was doubtfully debating, this appeared 

To be the wiser plan: he calls to him 
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Haut aliter terras inter caelumque volabat 
Litus harenosum Libyae ventosque secabat 
Materno veniens ab avo Cyllenia proles 
Ut primum alatis tetigit magalia plantis, 
Aenean fundantem arces ac tecta novantem 
Conspicit Atque ill: stellatus 1aspide fulva 
Ensis erat, Tyrioque ardebat murice laena 
Demissa ex umeris, dives quae munera Dido 
Fecerat et tenui telas discreverat auro 
Continuo invadit ‘tu nunc Karthaginis altae 
Fundamenta locas pulchramque uxorius urbem 
Exstruis heu regni rerumque oblite tuarum 
Ipse deum tibi me claro demittit Olympo, 
Regnator, caelum et terras qui numuine torquet , 
Ipse haec ferre 1ubet celeris mandata per auras 
Quid struis * aut qua spe Libycis teris otia terris ? 
S1 te nulla movet tantarum gloria rerum 
Nec super ipse tua moliris laude laborem, 
Ascanium surgentem et spes heredis [uli 
Respice, cui regnum Italiae Romanaque tellus 
Debentur’ Tali Cyllenius ore locutus 
Mortalis visus medio sermone reliquit, 
Et procul in tenuem ex oculis evanuit auram 

At vero Aeneas aspectu obmutuit amens, 
Arrectaeque horrore comae, et vox faucibus haesit 
Ardet abire fuga dulcisque relinquere terras, 
Attonitus tanto monitu imperioque deorum 
Heu quid agat ? quo nunc reginam ambire furentem 
Audeat affatu ? quae prima exordia sumat ? 
Atque animum nunc huc celerem, nunc dividit illuc, 
In partisque rapit varias perque omnia versat 
Haec alternanti potior sententia visa est 
Mnesthea Sergestumque vocat fortemque Cloanthum, 
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Mnestheus, Sergestus, and Cloanthus brave, 
Bids them in silence fit their fleet and bring 
Their comrades to the shore, prepare their arms, 
And, what the cause of such departures new, 
They must dissemble ; he himself the while, 
Since kindly Dido is not ware of this, 
Nor dreams such loves are being rent apart, 
Will try to approach her, and find fittest times 
To speak, if any plan may suit his case. 
Quickly they all with joy obey his hest, 
And execute his bidding. 

But the Queen 
Foreknew their wiles—who can a lover cheat? 
And their intended movements grasped at once, 
For e’en in safety feared she everything. 
That same accursed Rumour then to her 
Bore word amid her frenzy that the fleet 
Was being armed, and their departure planned. 
Sense-reft, she rages, and infurtate 
Through all the city plays the Bacchanal, 
Just like, inspired by emblems waved on high, 
Some Thyad, when triennial orgies stir 
Her soul, as she the cry of ‘‘ Bacchus ’’ hears, 
And in the night Citheron calls for her 
With clamour loud. At length she first accosts 
/Eneas in these words: 

‘ Perfidious man, 

Didst thou e’en hope to gloze so great a wrong, 
And from my land then without word depart ? 
Doth not my love, nor thy once plighted hand, 
Nor Dido doomed a cruel death to die, 
Cause thee to stay? Nay dost thou fit they fleet 
In winter time, and hasten o’er the deep, 
E’en while the North-winds blow—so hard thy heart ? 
What ? If thou wert not seeking foreign fields, 
And homes untried, and ancient Troy remained, 
Would thy fleet sail across the stormy sea 
To Troy herself? Dost thou then fly from me? 
I pray thee by these tears and thy right hand— 
Since I myself have left me in my woe 
Naught now beside—by our love-union made 
And by the rites of Hymen we began, 
If at thy hands I any good deserved, 
Or aught I had to give was dear to thee, 
Pity my tottering house, and lay aside, 
If yet is room for prayers, that thought, I pray. 
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Classem aptent taciti sociosque ad litora cogant, 
Arma parent et, quae rebus sit causa novandis, 
Dissimulent ; sese interea, quando optima Dido 
Nesciat et tantos rumpi non speret amores, 
Temptaturum aditus et quae mollissima fandi 
Tempora, quis rebus dexter modus. Ocius omnes 
Imperio laeti parent ac iussa facessunt. 

At regina dolos (quis fallere possit amantem ?) 
Praesensit motusque excepit prima futuros, 
Omnia tuta timens. Eadem impia Fama furenti 
Detulit armari classem cursumque parari. 

Saevit inops animi totamque incensa per urbem 
Bacchatur, qualis commotis excita sacris 

Thyias, ubi audito stimulant trieterica Baccho 
Orgia nocturnusque vocat clamore Cithaeron. 
Tandem his Aenean compellat vocibus ultro: 

‘ Dissimulare etiam sperasti, perfide, tantum 
Posse nefas tacitusque mea decedere terra? 

Nec te noster amor nec te data dextera quondam 
Nec moritura tenet crudeli funere Dido ? 

Quin etiam hiberno moliris sidere classem, 

Et mediis properas aquilonibus ire per altum, 
Crudelis ? Quid si non arva aliena domosque 
Ignotas peteres et Troia antiqua maneret, 

Troia per undosum peteretur classibus aequor ? 


Mene fugis? Per ego has lacrimas dextramque tuam te. 


Quando aliud mihi iam miserae nihil ipsa reliqui, 
Per conubia nostra, per inceptos hymenaeos, 

Si bene quid de te merui, fuit aut tibi quicquam 
Dulce meum, miserere domus labentis et istam, 
Oro, siquis adhuc precibus locus, exue mentem. 
Te propter Libycae gentes Nomadumque tyranni 
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’Tis for thy sake the Libyan nations bear 
Ill-will to me, Numidia’s sovereigns too, 
Tyrians are wroth; for thee as well were lost 
Honour, and the earlier fame, by which alone 
I was attaining access to the stars. 

A dying woman to whose hands dost thou 
Leave me behind, my guest? For this is all 
That of the name of husband still remains. 
Why do I stay? until Pygmalion, 

My brother, come to wreck my walls, or till 
Gaetulian Iarbas bear me off 

Captive to him? If only, ere thy flight, 
Some offspring I had at thy hand received, 
If but some little Aineas were at play 

Within my hall, who—spite of all—in face 
Might bring thee back, then would I not indeed 
Seem altogether snared and desolate.”’ 

She had ended. He, by Jove’s monition kept 
His eyes unmoved, and struggled to control 
The emotion in his heart. At length he made 
Brief answer thus: “ Ne’er, Queen, will I deny 
That thou hast well deserved in all the things 
And they full many—that thou canst recount ; 
Nor shall Elissa’s memory bring to me 
One thought unkindly, not so long as I 
Am mindful of myself, while breath controls 
These limbs. Now, as the circumstance allows, 
I'll briefly speak. No thought had I by stealth 
To hide this flight—conceive not such a thing— 
Nor ever did I claim a bridegroom’s torch, 
Nor come to such a compact. If the fates, 

As I might order, let me lead my life, 

And, as I would, my troubles set at rest, 
First would I dwell within the town of Troy, 
Among the sweet remainder of my folk ; 

The lofty halls of Priam should abide, 

And for the vanquished I had toiled to found 
Their Pergamos revived. But now instead 
Grynean Phcebus on great Italy, 

On Italy the Lycian oracles, 

Have bidden me lay hold. Here lies my heart, 
This is my fatherland. If Carthage-towers, 
And the beholding of thy Libyan town, 

Hold thy Phcenician blood within their spell, 
Why grudgest thou, that in Ausonian land 
Trojans should settle ? Unto us as well 
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Odere, infensi Tyrii; te propter eundem 

Exstinctus pudor et, qua sola sidera adibam, 

Fama prior. Cui me moribundam deseris, ‘hospes ? 

Hoc solum nomen quoniam de coniuge restat. 

Quid moror ? an mea Pygmalion dum moenia frater 325 

Destruat, aut captam ducat Gaetulus Iarbas ? 

Saltem siqua mihi de te suscepta fuisset 

Ante fugam suboles, siquis mihi parvulus aula 

Luderet Aeneas, qui te tamen ore referret, 

Non equidem omnino capta ac deserta viderer.’ 330 
Dixerat. Ile Iovis monitis immota tenebat 

Lumina et obnixus curam sub corde premebat. 

Tandem pauca refert: ‘ego te, quae plurima fando 

Enumerare vales, numquam, Regina, negabo 

Promeritam ; nec me meminisse pigebit Elissae, 335 

Dum memor ipse mei, dum spiritus hos regit artus. 

Pro re pauca loquar. Neque ego hanc abscondere furto 

Speravi, ne finge, fugam, nec conlugis umquam 

Praetendi taedas aut haec in foedera veni. 

Me si fata meis paterentur ducere vitam 340 

Auspiciis et sponte mea componere curas, 

Urbem Troianam primum dulcisque meorum 

Reliquias colerem, Priami tecta alta manerent, 

Et recidiva manu posuissem Pergama victis. 

Sed nunc Italiam magnam Gryneus Apollo, 345 

Italiam Lyciae iussere capessere sortes ; 

Hic amor, haec patria est. Si te Karthaginis arces 

Phoenissam Libycaeque aspectus detinet urbis, 

Quae tandem Ausonia Teucros considere terra 


Invidia est ? Et nos fas extera quaerere regna. 350 
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Leave has been given to seek for realms abroad. 
So oft as night wraps earth in moistening shade, 
So ofc as fiery constellations rise, 

My sire Anchises’ phantom in my dreams 

Warns me, and by his troubled mien affrights; 
Present to me the boy Ascanius, 

And wrong he suffers whom I hold so dear, 
Whom of his western realms, and of the fields 
Fates give him, I defraud. And ’twas but now 
The gods’ interpreter by Jove himself 

Sent down—I call to witness both the gods— 
Bare down his mandate through the speedy air ; 
My very self in the clear light I saw 

The god, as he was entering thy walls, 

And with these ears drank in his utterance. 

Cease to inflame us both with thy complaints ; 
Not of my choice I follow Italy.” 

While thus he spake she eyed him long askance, 
Rolling her eyes each way, and scanned him o’er 
With silent gaze, and thus addresses him 
With kindled fury: ‘‘ Thou perfidious wretch ! 
No goddess hadst thou for a mother, nor 
Was Dardanus the founder of thy race, 

But Caucasus rough-strewn with flinty crags 
Did thee beget, and unto thee gave suck 
Hyrcanian tigresses. For, why should I 

Hide what I feel? or for what greater wrongs 
Reserve myself? As he beheld me weep, 

Did sigh escape him? Did his eye relent ? 

From pity did he weep? or did he feel 
Compassion for a lover? which shall I 

Put foremost of my wrongs? Now, now ’tis sure, 
Not mightiest Juno, not Saturnian Sire 

Look on these things with eye to what is right. 
True faith is nowhere. Cast upon my shore, 

I rescued him in need and, sense-bereft, 

In part of my own realm made him a place, 
Recovered his lost fleet, his friends from death. 
Ah, fired by Furies I am borne along! 

First Phoebus tells my doom, then Lycian fates, 
And heaven’s interpreter, from Jove himself, 
Brings me their gruesome orders through the air. 
Aye, that forsooth is work for gods to do, 

That anxious thought disturbs them in their rest. 
Nor hold I thee, nor word of thine refute ; 

Go, follow Italy as winds may blow. 
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Me patris Anchisae, quotiens umentibus umbris 
Nox operit terras, quotiens astra ignea surgunt, 
Admonet in somnis et turbida terret imago ; 
Me puer Ascanius capitisque iniuria cari, 
Quem regno Hesperiae fraudo et fatalibus arvis. 
Nunc etiam interpres divom Iove missus ab ipso, 
Testor utrumque caput, celeris mandata per auras 
Detulit ; ipse deum manifesto in lumine vidi 
Intrantem muros, vocemque his auribus hausi. 
Desine meque tuis incendere teque querellis: 
Italiam non sponte sequor.’ 

Talia dicentem iamdudum aversa tuetur 
Huc illuc volvens oculos, totumque pererrat 
Luminibus tacitis, et sic accensa profatur : 
‘ Nec tibi diva parens, generis nec Dardanus auctor, 
Perfide, sed duris genuit te cautibus horrens 
Caucasus Hyrcanaeque admorunt ubera tigres. 
Nam quid dissimulo aut quae me ad maiora reservo ? 
Num fletu ingemuit nostro, num lumina flexit, 
Num lacrimas victus dedit aut miseratus amantem est ? 
Quae quibus anteferam? Jam iam nec maxima [uno, 
Nec Saturnius haec oculis Pater aspicit aequis. 
Nusquam tuta fides. Eiectum litore egentem 
Excepi et regni demens in parte locavi, 
Amissam classem, socios a morte redux. 
Heu furiis incensa feror: nunc augur Apollo, 
Nunc Lyciae sortes, nunc et Iove missus ab ipso 
Interpres divom fert horrida iussa per auras. 
Scilicet is superis labor est, ea cura quietos 
Sollicitat. Neque te teneo neque dicta refello: 
I, sequere Italiam, ventis pete regna per undas. 
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Seek kingdoms o’er the waves. I hope indeed 
Amid the rocks thou'lt drink thy fill of pains, 
If righteous gods have any might at all, 
And that thou oft wilt call on Dido’s name. 
Absent I’ll track thee with dark fires, and, when 
Chill death has drawn my limbs from soul apart, 
A ghost will I be with thee everywhere. 
Thy punishment thou’lt meet O wicked one. 
Hear it I shall, and in the depths of shades 
This news will come to me.’’ She with these words 
Brake off amid her speech, and sick at heart 
Fled from the open day, and from his gaze 
She turned her and withdrew, and left him there 
Long pausing in dismay and looking long 
For further chance to speak. Her waiting maids 
Uplift her in their arms, and carry back 
Her fainting limbs within her marble room, 
And on her pillows lay her down to rest. 

But good Aineas, though he longed to soothe 
Sorrow by his consoling, and with words 
Turn from its course her grief, with many sighs 
And though heart failed him from his depth of love, 
Still he fulfils the mandate of the gods, 
And to his fleet repairs. Then sooth Troy’s sons 
Work with a will, and all along the shores 
Launch their tall ships, the well-caulked keel’s afloat, 
And from the forests carry leafy boughs 
And oars untrimmed, in eagerness for flight. 
You may discern them moving from their homes 
And rushing from all quarters of the town. 
And, as when ants in thought for winter time, 
Are plundering a mighty heap of grain 
And storing it in shelter; the black horde 
Marches along the plains, and through the grass 
By narrow pathway gathers in the spoil ; 
Some, leaning with their shoulders, push along 
Great grains of corn; some marshal up the train, 
And punishment for loiterings inflict ; 
The pathway all is glowing with the work. 
What feelings then were thine as thou didst mark 
Such scenes, O Dido, or how deep thy groans, 
When far and wide from lofty citadel 
Thou didst descry thy shores alive with men, 
And all the sea disturbed before thine eyes 
With noisy clamour? All-persistent love, 
To what dost thou not force the heart of man ! 
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Spero equidem mediis, si quid pia numina possunt, 
Supplicia hausurum scopulis et nomine Dido 
Saepe vocaturum. Sequar atris ignibus absens, 


Et, cum frigida mors anima seduxerit artus, 


Omnibus umbra locis adero: dabis, improbe, poenas : 


Audiam, et haec manis veniet mihi fama sub imos.’ 
His medium dictis sermonem abrumpit et auras 
Aegra fugit seque ex oculis avertit et aufert, 


Linquens multa metu cunctantem et multa parantem 


Dicere. Suscipiunt famulae conlapsaque membra 
Marmoreo referunt thalamo stratisque reponunt. 
At pius Aeneas, quamquam lenire dolentem 

Solando cupit et dictis avertere curas, 


Multa gemens magnoque animum labefactus amore, 


Iussa tamen divom exsequitur classemque revisit. 
Tum vero Teucri incumbunt et litore celsas 
Deducunt toto navis: natat uncta carina, 
Frondentisque ferunt remos et robora silvis 
Infabricata fugae studio. 

Migrantis cernas totaque ex urbe ruentis. 

Ac velut ingentem formicae farris acervom 

Cum populant hiemis memores tectoque reponunt, 
It nigrum campis agmen praedamque per herbas 
Convectant calle angusto, pars grandia trudunt 
Obnixae frumenta umeris, pars agmina cogunt 
Castigantque moras, opere omnis semita fervet. 
Quis tibi tum, Dido, cernenti talia sensus, 

Quosve dabas gemitus, cum litora fervere late 
Prospiceres arce ex summa totumque videres 
Misceri ante oculos tantis clamoribus aequor ? 
Improbe Amor, quid non mortalia pectora cogis ? 
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Again to have recourse to tears, again 
To try him with entreaty she is driven, ° 
And suppliant bow her pride before her love, 
Lest aught she leave untried, and die in vain. 
“Anna, thou seest them all along the shore 
In eager haste; from every point around 
They have come together; aye already now 
Their canvas woos the breezes, and their crews 
Have in their joy placed garlands on the poops. 
If I could face the thought of this deep woe, 
Sister, I shall have strength to bear it too. 
Yet, Anna, this one boon for me perform, 
Thy hapless sister ; for that faithless man 
For thee alone was wont to feel respect, 
And trust thee e’en the secrets of his heart ; 
Thou only didst the soft approaches know 
And seasons opportune to win the man; 
Go, sister, and in suppliance address 
The haughty foe: I never with the Greeks 
At Aulis swore to crush the Trojan race, 
Nor did I send my fleet to Pergamos, 
Nor desecrate the ashes or the shades 
Of Sire Anchises; why should he refuse 
To his stern ears admission to my words? 
Oh whither is he rushing? Let him grant 
To his unhappy lover this last boon ; 
Let him but wait an easy time for flight 
And favouring winds. I am not pleading now 
Our former marriage tie, which he betrayed, 
Nor that his beauteous Latium he should miss, 
And give his kingdom up; I crave from him 
The empty gift of time, a respiting 
And interval to let my madness run, 
Till my hard fate may school me how to grieve 
Submissively. This favour I entreat— 
’Twill be the last of all—have pity on 
Thy sister—which when thou hast granted me, 
I'll pay it back abundantly, in death.” 

Thus she kept pleading, and such wailings sore 
Her sister in deep anguish bare to him, 
And bare again. But wailings move him not 
Nor heeds he aught her words—as if to yield. 
The fates withstand her, and the god has stopped 
The hero’s ears that he may hear unmoved, 
And, as when Alpine blasts of Boreas 
Vie one against another to uproot 
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Ire iterum in lacrimas, iterum temptare precando 

Cogitur et supplex animos summittere Amori, 

Nequid inexpertum frustra moritura relinquat. 
“Anna, vides toto properari litore circum. 

Undique convenere ; vocat iam carbasus auras, 

Puppibus et laeti nautae imposuere coronas. 

Hunc ego si potui tantum sperare dolorem, 

Et perferre, soror, potero. Miserae hoc tamen unum 

Exsequere, Anna, mihi; solam nam perfidus ille 

Te colere, arcanos etiam tibi credere sensus ; 

Sola viri mollis aditus et tempora noras. 

I, soror, atque hostem supplex adfare superbum : 

Non ego cum Danais Troianam exscindere gentem 

Aulide iuravi classemve ad Pergama misi, 

Nec patris Anchisae cinerem manisve revelli, 

Cur mea dicta neget duras demittere in auris. 

Quo ruit ? extremum hoc miserae det munus amanti: 

Expectet facilemque fugam ventosque ferentis. 

Non iam coniugium antiquum, quod prodidit, oro, 

Nec pulchro ut Latio careat regnumque relinquat ; 

Tempus inane peto, requiem spatiumque furori, 

Dum mea me victam doceat fortuna dolere. 

Extremam hanc oro veniam, miserere sororis, 

Quam mihi cum dederis, cumulatam morte remittam.’ 
Talibus orabat, talisque miserrima fletus 

Fertque refertque soror. Sed nullis ille movetur 

Fletibus, aut voces ullas tractabilis audit ; 

Fata obstant, placidasque viri deus obstruit auris. 

Ac velut annoso validam cum robore quercum 


Alpini Boreae nunc hinc nunc flatibus illinc 
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With sudden gusts, from this side then from that, 
A sturdy oak with strength of years endowed ; 
It creeks aloud, and when its trunk has borne 
Rude battering, thick on the ground its leaves 
Are strewn in heaps ; itself to rock clings firm, 
And high as to heaven’s airs it rears its head, 
So deep it thrusts its root to Tartarus. 
E’en so by her with unremitting prayers 
The hero is assailed on every side, 
And feels the pangs right through his mighty breast. 
His purpose stands unshaken ; all in vain 
Her tears are rolling down. 

Then of a truth 
Unhappy Dido, awestruck at the fates, 
Prays for her death; sick is she to behold 
The vault of heaven. That she more surely may 
End what she had begun and leave the light— 
Awful to tell of—as she laid her gifts 
On incense-burning altars, she beheld 
The sacred liquid blacken, and the wines 
Outpoured did turn them to ill-omened gore. 
This sight to none—not to her sister’s self— 
She told. Nay more, within her palace stood 
A marble temple to her earlier lord, 
Which she with wondrous honour did revere, 
With snowy fleece and festive chaplet bound : 
Hence seemed there sounds of voices to be heard, 
And words as of her husband calling her, 
When gloomy night was over all the lands ; 
And on the housetops oft with dismal cry 
The lonely owl was heard to make lament, 
And drawing her long notes into a wail ; 
And many forecasts of her pious seers 
Affright her with dread warning. In her dreams 
That same AEneas of relentless mien 
Is driving her distractedly along ; 
And ever left alone she thinks herself, 
For ever journeying far without her train, 
Seeking her Tyrians in a desert land. 
As Pentheus in his madness seemed to see 
Bands of the Furies, and a double sun, 
And Thebes herself in double form displayed ; 
Or as when in hot chase across the stage 
Orestes, son of Agamemnon, flies 
Before his mother with her torches armed, 
And her black serpents; and beside the gates 
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Eruere inter se certant; it stridor, et altae 

Consternunt terram concusso stipite frondes ; 

Ipsa haeret scopulis et quantum vertice ad auras 

Aetherias, tantum radice in Tartara tendit : 

Haut secus adsiduis hinc atque hinc vocibus heros 

Tunditur et magno persentit pectore curas, 

Mens immota manet; lacrimae volvuntur inanes. 
Tum vero infelix fatis exterrita Dido 

Mortem orat; taedet caeli convexa tueri. 

Quo magis inceptum peragat lucemque relinquat, 

Vidit, turicremis cum dona inponeret aris, 

Horrendum dictu, latices nigrescere sacros 

Fusaque in obscenum se vertere vina cruorem. 

Hoc visum nulli, non ipsi effata sorori. 

Praeterea fuit in tectis de marmore templum 

Coniugis antiqui, miro quod honore colebat, 

Velleribus niveis et festa fronde revinctum : 

Hinc exaudiri voces et verba vocantis 

Visa viril, nox cum terras obscura teneret ; 

Solaque culminibus ferali carmine bubo 

Saepe queri et longas in fletum ducere voces. 

Multaque praeterea vatum praedicta piorum 

Terribili monitu horrificant. Agit ipse furentem 

In somnis ferus Aeneas; semperque relinqui 

Sola sibi, semper longam incomitata videtur 

Ire viam et Tyrios deserta quaerere terra : 

Eumenidum veluti demens videt agmina Pentheus 

Et solem geminum et duplicis se ostendere Thebas, 

Aut Agamemnonius scaenis agitatus Orestes 

Armatam facibus matrem et serpentibus atris 

Cum fugit, ultricesque sedent in limine Dirae. 
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There crouch the avenging Dire. 

So when she 
By grief o’ermastered took within her breast 
The Furies, and resolved that she would die, 
She of herself thought out the time and way, 
And, as her sorrowing sister she addressed, 
By looks belies her purpose, and her brow 
Hope’s calming aspect wears: “A plan have I 
Discovered, sister,—bid they sister joy— 
To give him back to me, or otherwise 
Set me, his lover, free from him again. 
Near ocean’s limit and the setting sun 
Is the Athiopian’s farthest boundary, 
Where mighty Atlas on his shoulder whirls 
Heaven’s axis studded with its glittering stars ; 
Coming from hence was pointed out to me 
A priestess of Massylian origin, 
Who kept the temple of the Hesperides, 
And to the dragon dainty meats supplied, 
And watched the sacred boughs upon the tree, 
And liquid honey, drowsy poppy too, 
She sprinkles in the dainties. She declares 
She will release from sorrow by her songs 
Whatever mind she chooses, but inflict 
On others grievous cares ; that she can make 
The waters in the rivers stay their course, 
And turn aback the stars ; and she sends ghosts 
Abroad o’nights ; you shall behold the earth 
Beneath her step give forth a bellowing sound, 
And see wild ashes down the mountains climb. 
I call the gods, and thee, and thy dear head, 
My sister, to be witnesses to me, 
That all unwillingly I gird me on 
The magic arts. Do thou in secret rear 
A funeral pyre within the inner court, 
In open air, and let them lay thereon 
The arms the hero wore, which, impious man, 
Hung there he left within my bridal room, 
And all the attire he wore, and marriage bed, 
By which I perished; to make utter end 
Of all memorials of that evil man, 
Doth please, and so the priestess doth enjoin.” 
So speaks she and is silent; then at once 
Pallor lays hold upon her countenance. 
Yet thought not Anna that her sister meant 
By these new rites to veil her obsequies, 
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Ergo ubi concepit furias evicta dolore 
Decrevitque mori, tempus secum ipsa modumque 
Exigit et maestam dictis adgressa sororem 
Consilium voltu tegit ac spem fronte serenat : 
‘Inveni, germana, viam, gratare sorori, 
Quae mihi reddat eum vel eo me solvat amantem. 
Oceani finem iuxta solemque cadentem 
Ultimus Aethiopum locus est, ubi maximus Atlas 
Axem humero torquet stellis ardentibus aptum ; 
Hinc mihi Massylae gentis monstrata sacerdos, 
Hesperidum templi custos epulasque draconi 
Quae dabat et sacros servabat in arbore ramos, 
Spargens umida mella soporiferumque papaver. 
Haec se carminibus promittit solvere mentes 
Quas velit, ast aliis duras inmittere curas, 
Sistere aquam fluviis et vertere sidera retro ; 
Nocturnosque movet manis; mugire videbis 
Sub pedibus terram et descendere montibus ornos. 
Testor, cara, deos et te, germana, tuumque 
Dulce caput, magicas invitam accingier artis. 
Tu secreta pyram tecto interiore sub auras 
Erige, et arma viri, thalamo quae fixa reliquit 
Impius, exuviasque omnis lectumque iugalem, 
Quo perii, super inponant: abolere nefandi 
Cuncta viri monumenta iuvat, monstratque sacerdos.’ 
Haec effata silet ; pallor simul occupat ora. 
Non tamen Anna novis praetexere funera sacris 
Germanam credit nec tantos mente furores 


Concipit aut graviora timet quam morte Sychaei, 
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Nor in her mind of so great madness dreamed, 
Nor dreads worse things than when Sichzus died. 
So she her hests prepares. 
The Queen, however, when beneath the sky 
Within her inner court a mighty pyre 
Was reared aloft with torch and cloven oak, 
With garlands decks the place and circles it 
With funeral wreath; on it she sets th’ attire 
And sword he left behind, and on the bed 
His effigy, the future knowing well. 
The altars stand around, and with her locks 
Loose flung about the Priestess loudly calls 
On the three hundred gods, on Erebus, 
And Chaos, and the three-fold Hecate, 
Virgin Diana’s triple guise who wears. 
And so-called waters from Avernus’ lake 
She had sprinkled, and new-bearded herbs are sought, 
With bronzen sickle by the moonlight reaped, 
To yield their milky juice, black, poisonous ; 
Search too is made to find a love-tuft torn 
From off the forehead of a new-born foal, 
Snatched ere the dam could seize it. 
The Queen, a cake within her pious hands, 
Beside the altar, with one foot unbound 
From sandal-ties, and with her robe unloosed, 
Invokes the gods to witness ere she die, 
And stars that of her fate are cognisant, 
And then, if any deity there be, 
Both just and mindful who has care of those 
Worsted in lovers’ bond, to them she prays. 
’Twas night, and weary forms in all the lands 
Their placid slumber drew ; woods and rough waves 
Had lulled to rest, when stars are gliding on 
In mid career, when every field is still, 
Flocks and gay birds, both those that far around 
Dwell by the liquid meres, and with them those 
In thorny thicket lands, laid down in sleep, 
In silence of the night their troubles soothe, 
And hearts that of their labours lose the thought. 
Not so the sad Phcenissa nor was she 
To slumber e’er relaxed, nor took to her 
In eyelid or in breast the balm of night ; 
Her anguish deepens, welling up anew 
Her passion riots, and on surging tide 
Of wrath she wavers. So she thus begins 
And thus within her heart revolves it all! 


LIBER IV 
Ergo iussa parat. 

At regina, pyra penetrali in sede sub auras 
Erecta ingenti taedis atque ilice secta, 
Intenditque locum sertis et fronde coronat 
Funerea ; super exuvias ensemque relictum 
Effigiemque toro locat, haut ignara futuri. 

Stant arae circum, et crinis effusa sacerdos 

Ter centum tonat ore deos, Erebumque Chaosque 
Tergeminamque Hecaten, tria virginis ora Dianae. 
Sparserat et latices simulatos fontis Averni, 
Falcibus et messae ad lunam quaeruntur aénis 
Pubentes herbae nigri cum lacte veneni ; 
Quaeritur et nascentis equi de fronte revolsus 

Et matri praereptus amor. 

Ipsa mola manibusque piis altaria iuxta, 
Unum exuta pedem vinclis, in veste recincta, 
Testatur moritura deos et conscia fati 

Sidera ; tum, siquod non aequo foedere amantis 


Curae numen habet iustumque memorque, precatur. 


Nox erat, et placidum carpebant fessa soporem 
Corpora per terras, silvaeque et saeva quierant, 
Aequora, cum medio volvontur sidera lapsu, 
Cum tacet omnis ager, pecudes pictaeque volucres, 
Quaeque lacus late liquidos quaeque aspera dumis 
Rura tenent, somno positae sub nocte silenti 
Lenibant curas et corda oblita laborum. 

At non infelix animi Phoenissa, neque umquam 
Solvitur in somnos oculi$ve aut pectore noctem 
Accipit : ingeminant curae, rursusque resurgens 
Saevit amor, magnoque irarum fluctuat aestu. 
Sic adeo insistit secumque ita corde volutat : 
“En, quid ago? rursusne procos inrisa priores 
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“Lo! What have I to do? A flouted bride. 
Must I again my former suitors try 
And crave me marriage from Numidian chiefs 
Whom I so oft ere this disdained as lords? 
Should I then on the Ilian fleet attend 
And wait upon the Teucrians’ least commands ? 
Joying forsooth to think that they before 
Were by mine aid relieved, and mindful men 
Remembrance of a past good deed maintain? 
Were I then willing, who would grant me leave, 
Or welcome her they hate in their proud ships ? 
Ah, ruined one, art thou so ignorant— 
Laomedontian perjuries as yet 
Discerning not! What then? shall I alone 
Those mirthful sailors in their flight attend ? 
Or with my Tyrians and with all my band 
Of followers around bear down on them ? 
And those whom scarce from Sidon’s town I tore, 
Drag on the sea again, and to the winds 
Bid them outspread their sails? Nay, rather die, 
As thy desert has been, and with thy sword 
Turn grief aside. Thou, by my tears o’ercome, 
Thou, Sister, first didst load me with these ills 
In my mad love, and cast me to my foe. 
Why might I not unwedded pass my life, 
As do the beasts at large, without reproach, 
Nor feel the touch of sorrows such as these? 
My troth has not been kept, the promise made 
To ashes of Sicheus!’’ From her breast 
Such lamentation she kept sobbing forth. 

On his tall poop Aineas sleeping lay, 
For now his mind was resolute to go, 
And things already duly were prepared. 
To him the likeness of the god appeared 
In dreams, returning with his self-same look ; 
And yet again did seem to warn him thus, 
In all resembling Hermes, both in voice, 
And blooming features and in yellow hair, 
And comely limbs of youth: ‘‘ O Goddess-born, 
Canst thou then at this crisis still sleep on ? 
And dost not mark what perils presently 
Encompass thee around, infatuate, 
And dost not hear the favouring Zephyrs blow ? 
She, resolute to die, within her breast 
Is weaving plots and direful wickedness, 
And tosses upon passion’s shifting tides. 
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Experiar, Nomadumque petam conubia supplex, 
Quos ego sim totiens iam dedignata maritos ? 
Iliacas igitur classis atque ultima Teucrum 
Tussa sequar ? quiane auxilio iuvat ante levatos 
Et bene apud memores veteris stat gratia facti? 
Quis me autem, fac velle, sinet ratibusve superbis 
Invisam accipiet ? nescis heu, perdita, necdum 
Laomedonteae sentis periuria gentis ? 
Quid tum? sola fuga nautas comitabor ovantis ? 
An Tyriis omnique manu stipata meorum 
Inferar et, quos Sidonia vix urbe revelli, 
Rursus agam pelago et ventis dare vela iubebo ? 
Quin morere, ut merita es, ferroque averte dolorem. 
Tu lacrimis evicta meis, tu prima furentem 
O germana, malis oneras atque obicis hosti. 
Non licuit thalami expertem sine crimine vitam 
Degere, more ferae, talis nec tangere curas ; 
Non servata fides cineri promissa Sychaeo.’ 
Tantos illa suo rumpebat pectore questus. 
Aeneas celsa in puppi, iam certus eundi, 
Carpebat somnos rebus iam rite paratis. 
Huic se forma dei voltu redeuntis eodem 
Obtulit in somnis, rursusque ita visa monerest, 
Omnia Mercurio similis, vocemque coloremque 
Et crinis flavos et membra decora iuventa : 
‘Nate dea, potes hoc sub casu ducere somnos, 
Nec, quae te circum stent deinde pericula, cernis 
Demens, nec zephyros audis spirare secundos ? 
Illa dolos dirumque nefas in pectore versat, 
Certa mori, variosque irarum concitat aestus. 
Non fugis hinc praeceps, dum praecipitare potestas ? 
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Dost thou not fly headlong while power remains 
For headlong flight ? Thou speedily wilt see 
The sea all in confusion with their ships, 
And cruel firebrands blazing, soon the shores 
Aglow with flames, if but Aurora’s beams 
Have lighted on thee lingering in these lands. 
Come then, break off delays, for womankind 
Is e’er a fickle and a changeful thing.” 
He spake, and in night’s darkness blended him. 

But then, by sudden spectres terrified, 
7Eneas quickly snatches him from sleep 
And rouses his companions: ‘“ Wake you, men, 
Full haste, and take your seats upon the thwarts ; 
Quick loose your sails. Sent from the lofty sky, 
Lo, yet again the god is urging us 
To hasten flight, and cut the twisted ropes. 
O heavenly deity, whoe’er thou art, 
We follow thee, and once again obey 
With joy thy hest. O, be thou by our side, 
And lend thy kindly aid, and in the sky 
Bring constellations favouring.” He spake, 
And from the scabbard tore his lightning sword, 
And smote the cables with the naked blade. 
At once like ardour seizes on them all, 
They race, they rush; they’ve left the shores behind ; 
The sea’s expanse beneath their fleet is hid ; 
With eager might they whirl the foam and sweep 
The azure waters. 

And already now, 

Leaving Tithonus’ saffron chamber, Dawn 
As she uprose was sprinkling o’er the lands 
Her early light. No sooner did the Queen, 
From watching towers, the whitening daylight see, 
And with trim sails the fleet upon its way, 
And noted too her shores and harbours void, 
No oarsman there, than with her hands she smote 
Thrice and four times upon her comely breast, 
And cut away her yellow locks, and cried : 
“ By power of Jupiter! shall he depart, 
And a mere stranger thus our realms have mocked ? 
Will they not out with arms, and give him chase 
From all the town, and others from the docks 
Drag forth my ships? Go, quickly bring me flames, 
Set sails, and ply your oars! What do I say? 
Or where am I? What madness turns my brain? 
Unhappy Dido! Hath the curse of wrong 
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Iam mare turbari trabibus saevasque videbis 
Conlucere faces, iam fervere litora flammis, 
Si te his attigerit terris Aurora morantem. 
Heia age, rumpe moras. Varium et mutabile semper 
Femina.’ Sic fatus nocti se inmiscuit atrae. 

Tum vero Aeneas subitis exterritus umbris 
Corripit e somno corpus sociosque fatigat : 
‘ Praecipites vigilate, viri, et considite transtris ; 
Solvite vela citi: deus aethere missus ab alto 
Festinare fugam tortosque incidere funis 
Ecce iterum stimulat. Sequimur te, sancte deorum, 
Quisquis es, imperioque iterum paremus ovantes. 
Adsis o placidusque iuves et sidera caelo 
Dextra feras.’ Dixit vaginaque eripit ensem 
Fulmineum strictoque ferit retinacula ferro. 
Idem omnis simul ardor habet, rapiuntque ruuntque ; 
Litora deseruere, latet sub classibus aequor ; 
Adnixi torquent spumas et caerula verrunt. 

Et iam prima novo spargebat lumine terras 
Tithoni croceum linquens Aurora cubile. 
Regina e speculis ut primum albescere lucem 
Vidit et aequatis classem procedere velis 
Litoraque et vacuos sensit sine remige portus, 
Terque quaterque manu pectus percussa decorum 
Flaventisque abscissa comas, ‘ pro Iuppiter ! ibit 
Hic’ ait ‘et nostris inluserit advena regnis ? 
Non arma expedient totaque ex urb sequentur, 
Deripientque rates alii navalibus ? Ite, 
Ferte citi flammas, date tela, inpellite remos. 
Quid loquor, aut ubi sum ? quae mentem insania mutat, 


Infelix Dido ? nunc te facta impia tangunt ? 
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Now hold on thee? then had it fitted well, 
When thou wert granting sceptres—see the troth, 
And the good faith of him who bears, they say, 
His country’s household gods along with him ; 
Who on his shoulders bore his father forth 

With years o’erwhelmed! And could I not have caught 
And torn his mangled form and scattered it 

Upon the waves? And could I not with sword 
Have slain his comrades, nay Ascanius’ self 
And laid him on the tables of his sire 

To feast upon ?—But doubtful would have been 
The fortune of the fight ;—and had it been— 
Resolved on death, of whom was I afraid ? 

I should have borne the firebrands to his camp, 
And filled his decks with flames, and son and sire 
I should have made an end of with the race, 
And mine own self have on the burnings flung. 
O Sol, whose flames all works of earth reveal, 
And thou, O Juno, messenger of these 

My woes and cognisant, and Hecate 

Whose name is howled at cross-ways in the night 
Throughout the towns, and Furies that avenge, 
And gods of dying Dido, hear ye this, 

And turn your heavenly power as we deserve 
Toward our ills, and listen to our prayers. 

If needs his impious head must touch the port, 
And struggle to the land, and so the fates 

Of Jove demand, and this his fixed decree ; 
Still, sorely tried in war, and by the arms 

Of a brave people exiled from his lands, 

Torn from [ulus’ clasp, let him cry help, 

And see his followers’ undeservéd deaths ; 

Nor, when to compact of disastrous peace 
Himself he has surrendered, let him reap 

Joy of his realm, or of the life he craved ; 

But let him fall before his day, and lie 

Out on mid-sand unburied. These my prayers, 
These the last words that with my blood I pour. 
Then you, O Tyrians, with your hatred ply 
The stock and all the race that is to be. 

These to mine ashes send for funeral gifts. 
Love ‘twixt the peoples, treaties be there none. 
Some vengeance-bearer from my bones arise ! 
That thou those Dardan settlers may’st pursue 
With torch and sword—now—in the days to come— 
Or whensoever might shall lend its aid, 
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Tum decuit, cum sceptra dabas. En dextra fidesque, 
Quem secum patrios aiunt portare Penates, 

Quem sublisse umeris confectum aetate parentem ! 
Non potui abreptum divellere corpus et undis 
Spargere, non socios, non ipsum absumere ferro 
Ascanium patriisque epulandum ponere mensis ? 
Verum anceps pugnae fuerat fortuna. Fuisset : 
Quem metui moritura? Faces in castra tulissem 
Inplessemque foros flammis natumque patremque 
Cum genere extinxem, memet super ipsa dedissem. 
Sol, qui terrarum flammis opera omnia lustras, 
Tuque harum interpres curarum et conscia Iuno, 
Nocturnisque Hecate triviis ululata per urbes, 

Et Dirae ultrices et di morientis Elissae, 

Accipite haec meritumque malis advertite numen 
Et nostras audite preces. Si tangere portus 
Infandum caput ac terris adnare necessest, 

Et sic fata Iovis poscunt, hic terminus haeret : 

At bello audacis populi vexatus et armis, 

Finibus extorris, complexu avolsus luli, 

Auxilium inploret videatque indigna suorum 
Funera; nec, cum se sub leges pacis iniquae 
Tradiderit, regno aut optata luce fruatur, 

Sed cadat ante diem mediaque inhumatus arena. 
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Haec precor, hanc vocem extremam cum sanguine fundo. 


Tum vos, o Tyrii, stirpem et genus omne futurum 
Exercete odiis cinerique haec mittite nostro 
Munera. Nullus amor populis nec foedera sunto. 
Exoriare aliquis nostris ex ossibus ultor, 

Qui face Dardanios ferroque sequare colonos, 


Nunc, olim, quocumque dabunt se tempore vires. 
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Shore against shore, and billows against waves, 
Arms against arms, in solemn curse I pray ; 
And let the men and let their grandsons fight.” 

She ended and began to cast around 
Her thought on every side, and sought to snap, 
Soon as she might, the hateful thread of life. 
Then these few words to Barce she addressed, 
Sicheus’ nurse; for of her own remained 
In her old land dark ashes and no more: 
‘‘ Dear nurse fetch sister Anna here to me. 
Bid her that o’er her body in all haste 
She sprinkle river water, and to bring 
Sheep with her, and the offerings enjoined 
To atone for guilt ; so let her come; and thou 
Thyself with pious fillet cover o’er 
Thy temples. I am minded to complete 
The sacrifices to the Stygian Jove, 
Which duly undertaken I prepared, 
And put an end to cares, and to the flames 
Consign my Dardan lover’s funeral pyre.” 
She spoke; The other quickened then her steps 
With an old woman’s zeal. 

But Dido now, 

Trembling, and fiercened by her hideous task 
Rolling her bloodshot eyes, her trembling cheeks 
Flushed o’er with spots, and pale at death to be, 
Bursts into the inner thresholds of her halls, 
And frenzied climbs the lofty pyres and draws 
From sheath the Dardan sword, gift that she begged 
Not for this use. Here, after she had gazed 
On the Ilian garb and on the well-known bed, 
A little while she stayed in tears and thought, 
And then did lay her down upon the couch, 
And to her farewell words gave utterance, 

“QO relics dear, while fate and heaven allowed, 
Receive this life, and loose me from these cares. 
I have lived, and all the course that fortune gave 
Have traced it through ; and now beneath the lands 
My mighty ghost shall pass. A noble town, 
Have I planned out; have looked upon my walls ; 
Avenged my husband; drawn my penalties 
From an unkindly brother; happy I, 
Ah, all too happy, had it only been 
That Dardan keels had never touched my shores.” 
She spake, and pressing to the couch her lip, 
“‘Die unavenged shall I! still let me die,” 
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Litora litoribus contraria, fluctibus undas 


Inprecor, arma armis ; pugnent ipsique nepotesque.’ 


Haec ait, et partis animum versabat in omnis, 
Invisam quaerens quam primum abrumpere lucem. 
Tum breviter Barcen nutricem adfata Sychaei, 
Namque suam patria antiqua cinis ater habebat: 
‘Annam, cara mihi nutrix, huc siste sororem ; 
Dic corpus properet fluviali spargere lympha 
Et pecudes secum et monstrata piacula ducat. 
Sic veniat, tuque ipsa pia tege tempora vitta. 
Sacra lovi Stygio, quae rite incepta paravi, 
Perficerest animus finemque inponere curis 
Dardaniique rogum capitis permittere flammae.’ 
Sic ait. Ila gradum studio celerabat anili. 

At trepida et coeptis inmanibus effera Dido, 
Sanguineam volvens aciem maculisque trementis 
Interfusa genas et pallida morte futura, 

Interiora domus inrumpit limina et altos 
Conscendit furibunda rogos ensemque recludit 
Dardanium, non hos quaesitum munus in usus. 
Hic, postquam Iliacas vestes notumque cubile 
Conspexit, paulum lacrimis et mente morata 
Incubuitque toro dixitque novissima verba: ° 
‘Dulces exuviae, dum fata deusque sinebat, 
Accipite hanc animam meque his exsolvite curis. 
Vixi et, quem dederat cursum fortuna, peregi, 
Et nunc magna mei sub terras ibit imago. 

Ulta virum poenas inimico a fratre recepi, 

Urbem praeclaram statui, mea moenia vidi, 
Felix, heu nimium felix, si litora tantum 
Numquam Dardaniae tetigissent nostra carinae.’ 
Dixit, et os inpressa toro ‘ Moriemur inultae ? 
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She cries: ‘‘ Thus, thus to go beneath the shade 
Is pleasant. Let the cruel Dardan set 
His gaze on this fire-glare from o’er the sea, 
And bear with him the ill omen of my death.” 
She ended ; and amid such words as these 
Her train behold her fallen upon the sword 
And the weapon foaming with her blood, her hands 
Bespattered with it. Their loud cry goes forth 
Into the lofty halls; throughout the town 
In consternation Rumour wildly runs, 
A din of lamentations, and of groans, 
And shrieks of womankind, runs thro’ their homes ; 
7Ether resounds with mighty cries of grief. 
Just as if Carthage all were tumbling down 
Before the entrance of her enemies— 
Or were it ancient Tyre—and raging flames 
Curling o’er roofs of men and gods alike. 
Her sister fainting heard, and terrified, 
In trembling race, laid grief’s disfigurement 
With nails upon her face, with blows on breast ; 
She rushes through their midst, and calls by name 
The dying woman: ‘ Was this then that plan 
My sister! didst thou meet me with a trick? 
This did that pyre of thine prepare for me, 
Those fires and altars this? what plaint shall I 
Put forward first in my abandonment ? 
For comrade in thy death didst thou despise 
Thy sister ? Nay, thou shouldst have called on me 
To share thy fate; then by the sword one pang, 
And one same hour had borne us both away. 
Did I e’en build it with these hands of mine, 
And with my voice invoke our country’s gods, 
That, cruel that I was, I thus might be 
Away from thee when on it thou wert laid ? 
Thee and myself, thy folk, and Sidon’s lords, 
Thy town too, Sister, thou hast brought to naught. 
Bring it to me; with water I will lave 
Her wound, and if one latest breath should still 
Be hovering o’er her catch it on my lips,” 
So saying, she had climbed the lofty steps, 
And, clasping in her bosom with a moan 
Her half-dead sister, was caressing her, 
And drying with her robe the dark blood-stains. 
She, as she strove to lift her heavy eyes, 
Fainted again ; the wound that piercéd deep 
Grides in her breast. Three times she raised herself, 
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Sed moriamur ’ ait. ‘ Sic, sic iuvat ire sub umbras. 
Hauriat hunc oculis ignem crudelis ab alto 
Dardanus, et nostrae secum ferat omina mortis.’ 
Dixerat, atque illam media inter talia ferro 
Conlapsam aspiciunt comites ensemque cruore 
Spumantem sparsasque manus. It clamor ad alta 
Atria; concussam bacchatur Fama per urbem. 
Lamentis gemituque et femineo ululatu 

Tecta fremunt, resonat magnis plangoribus aether, 
Non aliter quam si inmissis ruat hostibus omnis 


Karthago aut antiqua Tyros, flammaeque furentes 


Culmina perque hominum volvantur perque deorum. 


Audiit exanimis trepidoque exterrita cursu 
Unguibus ora soror foedans et pectora pugnis 
Per medios ruit ac morientem nomine clamat : 
“Hoc illud, germana, fuit ? me fraude petebas ? 
Hoc rogus iste mihi, hoc ignes araeque parabant ? 
Quid primum deserta querar ? comitemne sororem 
Sprevisti moriens ? Eadem me ad fata vocasses, 
Idem ambas ferro dolor atque eadem hora tulisset. 
His etiam struxi manibus patriosque vocavi 

Voce deos, sic te ut posita crudelis abessem. 
Exstinxti te meque, soror, populumque patresque 
Sidonios urbemque tuam. Date volnera lymphis 
Abluam et, extremus siquis super halitus errat, 
Ore legam.’ Sic fata gradus evaserat altos 
Semianimemque sinu germanam amplexa fovebat 
Cum gemitu atque atros siccabat veste cruores. 
Illa gravis oculos conata attollere rursus 


Deficit ; infixum stridit sub pectore volnus. 
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And leaning on her elbow held her up; 

Thrice she rolled back upon the couch again, 
And with her wandering eyes in lofty heaven 
Sought for the light, and having found it, groaned. 
’Twas then all-powerful Juno pitying 

Her pain prolonged, and death so hard to die, 
Sent Iris from Olympus down to loose 

Her soul that struggled in the limbs’ embrace. 
For since, not by her fate, nor death deserved 
She lay a-dying, but before her day, 

Woe stricken, and by sudden madness fired, 
Proserpina not yet had borne away 

The yellow lock of hair from off her head 

Nor to the Stygian Orcus read her doom. 

So dewy Iris on her saffron wings 

Flies down athwart the sky, who draws to her 
In the full sun a thousand varied hues, 

And stood above her head: “ This sacred lock, 
As I am bidden, I to Pluto bear, 

And from that body give I thee release.’ 

Thus Iris spake, and severed with right hand 
The lock, and with it all her warmth stole out 
And to the breezes went her life away. 
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Ter sese attollens cubitoque adnixa levavit, 
Ter revoluta toro est, oculisque errantibus alto 
Quaesivit caelo lucem ingemuitque reperta. 

Tum Iuno omnipotens longum miserata dolorem 
Difficilesque obitus Irim demisit Olympo, 


Quae luctantem animam nexosque resolveret artus. 


Nam quia nec fato merita nec morte peribat, 
Sed misera ante diem subitoque accensa furore, 
Nondum illi flavum Proserpina vertice crinem 
Abstulerat Stygioque caput damnaverat Orco. 
Ergo Iris croceis per caelum roscida pinnis, 

Mille trahens varios adverso sole colores, 
Devolat, et supra caput astitit: ‘ hunc ego Diti 
Sacrum iussa fero, teque isto corpore solvo.’ 
Sic ait et dextra crinem secat: omnis et una 
Dilapsus calor, atque in ventos vita recessit. 
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MEANWHILE Afneas now, his purpose fixed, 
With fleet was holding well upon his way, 
And ploughing billows black with Northern blast, 
Back gazing on the walls that even now 
With hapless Dido’s flames are all aglow. 
Unknown the cause that kindled such a blaze; 
But the stern ranklings of deep passion wronged, 
And knowledge of what woman’s frenzy dares, 
Lead Teucrian hearts to doleful presagings. 
Soon as the ships were out upon the main 
And now no more was any land in view— 
Sea all around, and all around them sky— 
There hovered o’er his head a blue-dark cloud 
Laden with night and storm, and wilder grew 
The surge amid the gloom. From his tall poop 
E’en helmsman Palinurus calls: “alas! 
Why have these lowering clouds engirt the sky ? 
Or what thy bent Sire Neptune? ’’ So he cried, 
Then bids them take in tackle, and toil hard 
At the stout oars, and slants his bellying sails 
Against the wind, and such the words he speaks: 
“‘ High-souled Aéneas, not if Jove himself 
Did pledge to me the warrant of his word 
Should I have hope of reaching Italy 
In such a sky as this. The winds have veered, 
And roar across our path, and one and all 
Blow from the murky west, the very air 
Is massing into cloud. No strength have we 
To strive against it nor endure the stress. 
Since fortune lords it, let us follow her, 
And whither she invites us shape our course. 
And not far distant, as I deem, there lie 
The shores of Eryx, true and brotherly, 
And ports Sicanian, if but memory serve 
While I retrace the stars I marked before.”’ 
Then good Aineas spake: “ awhile I knew 
That so the winds would have it, and that thou 
Wert striving all in vain to counter them. 
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INTEREA medium Aeneas iam classe tenebat 

Certus iter fluctusque atros aquilone secabat, 
Moenia respiciens, quae iam infelicis Elissae 
Conlucent flammis. Quae tantum accenderit ignem 
Causa latet ; duri magno sed amore dolores 
Polluto notumque, furens quid femina possit, 

Triste per augurium Teucrorum pectora ducunt. 
Ut pelagus tenuere rates nec iam amplius ulla 
Occurrit tellus, maria undique et undique caelum : 
Olli caeruleus supra caput astitit imber 

Noctem hiememque ferens, et inhorruit unda tenebris 
Ipse gubernator puppi Palinurus ab alta: 

‘Heu quianam tanti cinxerunt aethera nimbi ? 
Quidve, pater Neptune, paras?’ Sic deinde locutus 
Colligere arma iubet validisque incumbere remis, 
Obliquatque sinus in ventum ac talia fatur: 
‘Magnanime Aenea, non, si mihi Iuppiter auctor 
Spondeat, hoc sperem Italiam contingere caelo. 
Mutati transversa fremunt et vespere ab atro 
Consurgunt venti, atque in nubem cogitur aer: 
Nec nos obniti contra nec tendere tantum 
Sufficimus. Superat quoniam Fortuna, sequamur, 
Quoque vocat, vertamus iter. Nec litora longe 
Fida reor fraterna Erycis portusque Sicanos, 

Si modo rite memor servata remetior astra.’ 

Tum pius Aeneas: ‘ equidem sic poscere ventos 


Iamdudum et frustra cerno te tendere contra. 
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Shift sail and course. Could any land to me 
Be pleasanter, or whither should I more 
Desire to bring my weary ships to rest, 

Than to that land which safely keeps for me 
The Dardan-born Acestes, and enfolds 

In its embrace my sire Anchises’ bones ? ”’ 

This said, they seek its harbours and their sail 
Fair-blowing zephyrs swell; and o’er the flood 
Swift courses on the fleet, and joyfully 

At length the well-known sandy shore they reach. 
But from afar, from lofty mountain top, 
Acestes marvels to behold the ships 

Of friends arriving, and to meet them runs. 
Uncouth the chieftain, in his javelin belt 

And Libyan she-bear’s hide ; whom, gotten by 
Crimisus’ stream, a Trojan mother bore. 

He, mindful of his early ancestors, 

Wished joy to them of their return, and gave 
Glad welcome of his rustic treasure-house, 
And solaced toil-worn men with friendly store. 
When the bright dayspring of the coming morn 
In earliest East had put the stars to flight, 
From all the shore A‘neas calls his men, 

To meet, and from a hillock mound he speaks : 
“Great Dardans, of the gods’ high lineage born, 
A yearly circle, all its months complete, 
Draws to its close, since in the earth we laid 
My heaven-born parent’s ashes and his bones, 
And the altars of our woe did consecrate. 
And, if I err not, now the day is come 

Which aye with sorrow, aye with reverence, 

I shall regard—so you, ye gods, have willed. 
If I, an outcast, ’mongst the shifting sands 

Of the Getulians e’er should pass this day, 

Or unawares entrapped in Argive sea, 

E’en in Mycene’s town, I still would pay 

My yearly vows and set solemnities, 

And pile the altars with due offerings. 

Now past our hope, not but by gods’ design 
And their high sanction, as I deem, we stand 
E’en by my parent’s ashes and his bones, 
And make by stress of wind this friendly port. 
Come then, and let us all glad tribute pay, 

Pray for fair breezes, and that he may please, 

Our city built, that I should yearly pay 

These rites to him in dedicated shrines. 
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Flecte viam velis. An sit mihi gratior ulla, 
Quove magis fessas optem demittere navis, 
Quam quae Dardanium tellus mihi servat Acesten 
Et patris Anchisae gremio complectitur ossa ? ’ 
Haec ubi dicta, petunt portus, et vela secundi 
Intendunt Zephyri; fertur cita gurgite classis, 
Et tandem laeti notae advertuntur arenae. 

At procul ex celso miratus vertice montis 
Adventum sociasque rates occurrit Acestes, 
Horridus in iaculis et pelle Libystidis ursae, 

Troia Criniso conceptum flumine mater 

Quem genuit. Veterum non inmemor ille parentum 
Gratatur reduces et gaza laetus agresti 

Excipit ac fessos opibus solatur amicis. 

Postera cum primo stellas Oriente fugarat 
Clara dies, socios in coetum litore ab omni 
Advocat Aeneas tumulique ex aggere fatur : 

‘ Dardanidae magni, genus alto a sanguine divom, 
Annuus exactis conpletur mensibus orbis, 

Ex quo reliquias divinique ossa parentis 
Condidimus terra maestasque sacravimus aras. 
Iamque dies, nisi fallor, adest, quem semper acerbum, 
Semper honoratum (sic di voluistis) habebo. 

Hunc ego Gaetulis agerem si Syrtibus exul 
Argolicove mari deprensus et urbe Mycenae, 

Annua vota tamen sollemnisque ordine pompas 
Exsequerer strueremque suis altaria donis. 

Nunc ultro ad cineres ipsius et ossa parentis 

Haut equidem sine mente reor, sine numine divom, 
Adsumus, et portus delati intramus amicos. 

Ergo agite et laetum cuncti celebremus honorem ; 
Poscamus ventos, atque haec me sacra quotannis 
Urbe velit posita templis sibi ferre dicatis. 
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The Trojan-born Acestes gives to you 

Two head of oxen for each ship we count : 

Then bid our land’s Penates to the feast, 

Those too our host Acestes venerates. 

And further, if the ninth returning dawn 

To mortals shall have kindly daylight brought, 
And with it’s radiance drawn earth’s veil aside, 
The earliest contests of my speedy fleet 

For Teucrians I will fix; then he whose pride 

Is speed of foot, and he who bold of might 

With darts or arrows light strides forth to win, 
Or who with raw-hide cestus dares to fight, 

Let one and all be present and await 

Rewards of well-deservéd victory. 

Of reverent lips be all of you, and wreathe 

With boughs your temples.’’ So when he had said 
He with his mother’s myrtle veils his brow ; 

So Helymus, so old Acestes does, 

And so the boy Ascanius, after whom 

The other youths. He from the assembly then 
Went forth—his thousands with him—to the tomb, 
The centre of the great companion throng. 

Here, offering due libation, on the ground 

He pours two bowl-fulls of unmixen wine, 

Two of new milk, and two of sacred blood, 

And strews bright flowers, and such the words he speaks: 
“ Hail, holy parent, hail a second time 

Ashes of him I rescued but in vain, 

And ghosts and shades that to my sire belong. 
"Twas not allowed me in thy company 

To seek Italia’s bounds and destined fields, 

Nor western Tiber whatso’er it be.” 

Ended he had, when from the temple’s base 

A slippery serpent, of gigantic size, 

Trailed forth seven circles coiling seven times round, 
And gently clasped the tomb, and glided o’er 

The altars ; azure-marked the back of him 

And gleam of spots of gold lit up his scale ; 

As when within the clouds the bow that fronts 
The sun flings forth a thousand varied hues. 
Awestricken at the sight Aineas stood ; 

He, twining in his marshalled length at last 
’*Twixt the wide bowls and polished drinking cups, 
Tasted the meats, and then again withdrew 
Harmless within the basement of the tomb ; 

And left the altars he had fed upon. 
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Bina boum vobis Troia generatus Acestes 
Dat numero capita in navis; adhibete Penates 
Et patrios epulis et quos colit hospes Acestes. 
Praeterea, si nona diem mortalibus almum 
Aurora extulerit radiisque retexerit orbem, 65 
Prima citae Teucris ponam certamina classis ; 
Quique pedum cursu valet et qui viribus audax 
Aut iaculo incedit melior levibusque sagittis, 
Seu crudo fidit pugnam committere caestu, 
Cuncti adsint meritaeque exspectent praemia palmae. 70 
Ore favete omnes et cingite tempora ramis.’ 
Sic fatus velat materna tempora myrto. 
Hoc Helymus facit, hoc aevi maturus Acestes, 
Hoc puer Ascanius, sequitur quos cetera pubes. 
Ille e concilio multis cum milibus ibat 75 
Ad tumulum, magna medius comitante caterva. 
Hic duo rite mero libans carchesia Baccho 
Fundit humi, duo lacte novo, duo sanguine sacro, 
Purpureosque iacit flores ac talia fatur : 
‘Salve, sancte parens: iterum salvete, recepti 80 
Nequiquam cineres animaeque umbraeque paternae. 
Non licuit finis Italos fataliaque arva 
Nec tecum Ausonium, quicumque est, quaerere Thybrim.’ 
Dixerat haec, adytis cum lubricus anguis ab imis 
Septem ingens gyros, septena volumina traxit, 85 
Amplexus placide tumulum lapsusque per aras, 
Caeruleae cui terga notae maculosus et auro 
Squamam incendebat fulgor, ceu nubibus arcus 
Mille iacit varios adverso sole colores. 
Obstipuit visu Aeneas. Ille agmine longo 90 
Tandem inter pateras et levia pocula serpens 
Libavitque dapes rursusque innoxius imo 
Successit tumulo et depasta altaria liquit. 
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Nerved all the more A‘neas now renews 

Rites to his sire begun, in doubt if he 

Should count it for the genius of the place, 

Or spirit on his father ministrant. 

Two two-toothed ewes in customary way, 

Two swine, two steers with sable backs he slays, 

And from the bowls begins to pour the wine, 

And call upon the great Anchises’ soul, 

And on his ghost from Acheron released. 

So too his friends, each as his store allows, 

Bring joyfully their gifts, and load the shrines, 

And offer bullocks. Others in their turn 

Bear cauldrons, and, outstretched upon the sward, 

Light coals beneath the spits, and roast the flesh. 
The looked-for day was come, and Phaethon’s steeds 

Were bringing a ninth dawn of cloudless light ; 

And rumour, and Acestes’ honoured name 

Had stirred from out their homes the neighbouring folk, 

With glad assemblage filling full the shore, 

To look upon the A‘neade, and some 

Prepared to enter lists. The prizes first 

In centre of the ring are set to view ; 

The sacred tripods, and the wreaths of green, 

And palms, reward for conquerors, and arms, 

And garments dyed with purple through and through, 

And talent-weights of silver and of gold; 

And from the central mound the trumpet sounds 

The games begun. Four vessels first, well matched, 

With ponderous oars, chosen from all the fleet 

The contests start. Mnestheus with rowers keen 

Drives the swift Pristis—he to soon become 

Italian Mnestheus, named from whom the clan 

Of Memmius—and, driven by Gyas, 

Mighty Chimeera with her mighty hull, 

Built like a town; with treble sweep of oars 

The Dardan youth propel her, and their blades 

Lift in their triple tiers in unison : 

Sergestus too—from whom the Sergian house 

Its surname draws—in the great Centaur sails ; 

Cloanthus in the Scylla’s azure hull, 

Roman Cluentius, whence thy race is sprung. 
There lies a rock far off amid the sea 

Facing the foam-dashed shores, which on a while 

Submerged by swollen waves is buffeted 

When wintry Northern winds obscure the stars ; 

Peaceful it lies in calm, and like a plain 
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Hoc magis inceptos genitori instaurat honores, 
Incertus, geniumne loci famulumne parentis 
Esse putet ; caedit binas de more bidentis 
Totque sues, totidem nigrantis terga iuvencos, 
Vinaque fundebat pateris animamque vocabat 
Anchisae magni manisque Acheronte remissos. 
Nec non et socii, quae cuique est copia, laeti 
Dona ferunt, onerant aras mactantque iuvencos, 
Ordine aéna locant alii, fusique per herbam 
Subiciunt veribus prunas et viscera torrent. 

Expectata dies aderat nonamque serena 
Auroram Phaethontis equi iam luce vehebant, 
Famaque finitimos et clari nomen Acestae 
Excierat ; laeto complebant litora coetu 
Visuri Aeneadas, pars et certare parati. 

Munera principio ante oculos circoque locantur 
In medio, sacri tripodes viridesque coronae 

Et palmae pretium victoribus, armaque et ostro 
Perfusae vestes, argenti aurique talenta ; 

Et tuba commissos medio canit aggere ludos. 
Prima pares ineunt gravibus certamina remis 
Quattuor ex omni delectae classe carinae. 
Velocem Mnestheus agit acri remige Pristim, 
Mox Italus Mnestheus, genus a quo nomine Memmi, 
Ingentemque Gyas ingenti mole Chimaeram, 
Urbis opus, triplici pubes quam Dardana versu 
Impellunt, terno consurgunt ordine remi, 
Sergestusque, domus tenet a quo Sergia nomen, 
Centauro invehitur magna, Scyllaque Cloanthus 
Caerulea, genus unde tibi, Romane Cluenti. 

Est procul in pelago saxum spumantia contra 
Litora, quod tumidis submersum tunditur olim 
Fluctibus, hiberni condunt ubi sidera Cori ; 
Tranquillo silet inmotaque attollitur unda 
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Uprears itself amid the tranquil wave ; 

A spot where best the sea-bird loves to bask. 

Here sire AEneas for his sailor’s mark 

Placed a green turning point of leafy holm, 

Whence they might know to start for home again, 
And there to bend their lengthy circuit round, 
Thereon they choose their stations by the lot, 

And their commanders, standing on the poops, 
Glitter far off in gold, and purple bright ; 

The other youths, with poplar boughs are veiled, 
And smeared with oil their naked shoulders shine. 
They seat them on the thwarts, their arms outstrained 
Upon the oars, and eagerly await 

The signal, and their bounding hearts grow faint 
With throb of fear and kindled thirst for praise. 
Then when the clear-voiced trumpet gives the note 
Forth from their barriers, all, no lingering, 

Leap forward instantly ; the sailors’ shout 
Strikes on the heaven, while as they pull their strokes 
The churnéd waves grow foam-flecked, and they cleave 
Their even lines of furrows in the sea ; 

And all the smooth sea-surface gapes apart 

Torn by their oars and by their trident beaks. 
Not e’er did chariot at such headlong pace 

In two-horsed contest scour across the plain 

And dash away when from the barrier loosed ; 
Nor driver lash so fast the waving reins 

O’er loosed-reined steeds, and forward lean to lash. 
Then with applause and uproar of the men, 

And cheers of partizans, the grove throughout 
Resounds, and pent-in shores roll on the din, 

And smitten by their shouts the hills rebound. 
Gyas amid the bustle and the noise 

Escapes before the rest, and glides away 

Foremost upon the waves; next follows close 
Cloanthus better oared, but from its weight 

His pine-ship holds him back; and after these 
Pristis and Centaur equally behind, 

And striving each to gain the forward place ; 
And now the Pristis has it, now outstripped, 

The mighty Centaur passes her, and now 

With level bows both sail along abreast, 

And furrow the salt waves with lengthy keels. 

And now they neared the rock and reached the mark, 
When leading, and victorious, Gyas 

Out in mid-flood calls on Mencetes loud 
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Campus et apricis statio gratissima mergis. 

Hic viridem Aeneas frondenti ex ilice metam 

Constituit signum nautis pater, unde reverti 130 
Scirent et longos ubi circumflectere cursus. 

Tum loca sorte legunt, ipsique in puppibus auro 

Ductores longe effulgent ostroque decori ; 

Cetera populea velatur fronde iuventus 

Nudatosque umeros oleo perfusa nitescit. 135 
Considunt transtris, intentaque bracchia remis; 

Intenti expectant signum, exultantiaque haurit 

Corda pavor pulsans laudumque arrecta cupido. 

Inde ubi clara dedit sonitum tuba, finibus omnes, 

Haut mora, prosiluere suis; ferit aethera clamor 140 
Nauticus, adductis spumant freta versa lacertis. 

Infindunt pariter sulcos, totumque dehiscit 

Convolsum remis rostrisque tridentibus aequor. 

Non tam praecipites biiugo certamine campum 

Corripuere ruuntque effusi carcere currus, 145 
Nec sic immissis aurigae undantia lora 

Concussere iugis pronique in verbera pendent. 

Tum plausu fremituque virum studiisque faventum 
Consonat omne nemus, vocemque inclusa volutant 

Litora, pulsati colles clamore resultant. 150 
Effugit ante alios primisque elabitur undis 

Turbam inter fremitumque Gyas; quem deinde Cloanthus 
Consequitur, melior remis, sed pondere pinus 

Tarda tenet. Post hos aequo discrimine Pristis 
Centaurusque locum tendunt superare priorem ; 155 
Et nunc Pristis habet, nunc victam praeterit ingens 
Centaurus, nunc una ambae iunctisque feruntur 

Frontibus et longa sulcant vada salsa carina. 

Iamque propinquabant scopulo metamque tenebant, 
Cum princeps medioque Gyas in gurgite victor: 160 
Rectorem navis compellat voce Menoeten : 
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Who steered his ship: “ why, tell me, dost thou stray 
So far to right ? Steer this way. Hug the shore 
And let the oar-blade graze the rocks to left: 

Let others have the deep,’ he cried. But still 
Mencetes fearful of the hidden rocks 

Veers the prow outward toward the billowy main. 
‘Why steer so wide? Once more I bid thee turn 
Toward the rocks,’’ Gyas shouts yet again ; 

And lo he glances back and close behind 

Beholds Cloanthus—nearer too to shore. 

’Twixt Gyas’ vessel and the sounding rocks 

He scrapes a path inside upon the left, 

And passes by the leader suddenly, 

And gains safe water as he leaves the mark. 

Then sooth there kindled in the young man’s bones 
Vexation sore, nor lacked his cheeks the tear, 
And—of his honour and his comrades’ weal 

Alike forgetful—he from lofty poop 

Hurls dull Mencetes headlong in the sea. 

Himself as steersman takes the helm in hand, 
Himself their captain, and cheers on his men, 
And swings the rudder round toward the shore. 
But when at last Mencetes’ heavy form 

Was scarcely from the sea-depths rendered up— 
For he was old and dripping was his gear— 

He climbed atop the rock, and sat him down 

On the dry crag; and as he tumbled in 

And as he swam, the Teucrians laughed at him, 
And laugh to see him sputter up the brine. 

Here kindled a bright hope in both the last, 
Sergestus and in Mnestheus, to o’ertake 

The lagging Gyas; and Sergestus first 

Seized the front place and neared the rock, yet not 
His whole keel’s length in front, but part in front, 
For part the rival Pristis’ prow o’erlapped. 

But, pacing down the centre of his ship 

Amid his comrades, Mnestheus spurs them on: 
“Comrades of Hector, now, now ply your oars, 
Men whom in Troy’s supreme mishap I chose 

For comrades ; now put forward all your might, 
Your mettle too that on Getulian sands, 

And in the Ionian sea, and hungry waves 

Of Malea you proved. I, Mnestheus, now 

Seek not the first award, nor set mine aim 

To vanquish all. But oh !—yet let them win 

To whom thou, Neptune, grantest this; our shame 
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‘Quo tantum mihi dexter abis? huc derige gressum ; 
Litus ama et laevas stringat sine palmula cautes ; 
Altum alii teneant.’ Dixit, sed caeca Menoetes 
Saxa timens proram pelagi detorquet ad undas. 
‘Quo diversus abis?’ iterum ‘ pete saxa, Menoete,’ 
Cum clamore Gyas revocabat ; et ecce Cloanthum 
Respicit instantem tergo et propiora tenentem. 
Ille inter navemque Gyae scopulosque sonantis 
Radit iter laevum interior subitoque priorem 
Praeterit et metis tenet aequora tuta relictis. 

Tum vero exarsit iuveni dolor ossibus ingens, 

Nec lacrimis caruere genae, segnemque Menoeten, 
Oblitus decorisque sui sociumque salutis, 

In mare praecipitem puppi deturbat ab alta ; 

Ipse gubernaclo rector subit, ipse magister 
Hortaturque viros clavomque ad litora torquet. 
At gravis ut fundo vix tandem redditus imo est 
Iam senior madidaque fluens in veste Menoetes, 
Summa petit scopuli siccaque in rupe resedit. 
Illum et labentem Teucri et risere natantem 

Et salsos rident revomentem pectore fluctus. 

Hic laeta extremis spes est accensa duobus, 
Sergesto Mnestheique, Gyan superare morantem. 
Sergestus capit ante locum scopuloque propinquat, 
Nec tota tamen ille prior praeeunte carina ; 

Parte prior, partem rostro premit aemula Pristis. 
At media socios incedens nave per ipsos 

Hortatur Mnestheus: ‘nunc, nunc insurgite remis, 
Hectorei socii, Troiae quos sorte suprema 

Delegi comites ; nunc illas promite viris, 

Nunc animos, quibus in Gaetulis Syrtibus usi 
Tonioque mari Maleaeque sequacibus undis. 

Non iam prima peto Mnestheus neque vincere certo ; 


Quamquam o ! sed superent, quibus hoc, Neptune, dedisti ; 
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Be to return the last; this victory gain, 

My countrymen, and this disgrace avert.”’ 
Forward they bend in fiercest rivalry ; 

A quiver runs throughout the bronzen poop 
Beneath their mighty strokes, they sweep away 
The sea-soil under them; then panting makes 
Their limbs to tremble, and their mouths to parch, 
Flows everywhere the sweat of them in streams. 
Then to the men mere chance the honour brought 
They coveted; for in mad eagerness 

The while Sergestus, on the inner side, 

Hard by the rocks, was forcing on his prow, 

And through the dangerous channel pressed his way, 
Luckless he grounded on the jutting rocks. 

The cliffs were shaken, and on pointed ledge 

The oar-blades struck and clattered, and the prow 
Hung, dashed aground. Up leap her crew as one— 
Cry loud for aid, and stop; and forth they bring 
Iron-shodden hand-spikes and sharp-pointed poles, 
And gather in the sea their broken oars. 

But Mnestheus, joyful, and the keener grown 
From very vantage, with quick stroke of oar 

And prayed-for breezes gains the shelving sea, 
And down into the open waters ran. 

E’en as a dove disturbed all unawares 

Within some cave—her nest and pleasant brood 
Hid in'the crannied rock—sweeps forth in flight 
Into the fields, and in her terror makes 

Loud clatter of her feathers ’gainst the roof— 
Out gliding soon she skims the tranquil air 

In easy course, nor stirs her speedy wings ; 

So Mnestheus, so the Pristis in her flight 

Cleaves of herself the finish of her course ; 

So launched her very impulse bears her on. 

And first Sergestus struggling hard he leaves 

On that steep rock and on the narrow shoals, 
And calling for his help but all in vain, 

And learning how with broken oars to row. 

Then he o’ertakes Gyas and the huge bulk 

Of the Chimera’s self. She yields her place 

For of her pilot she had been despoiled. 

And now Cloanthus only still survives, 

The goal at hand, and him he challenges, 

And striving might and main comes hard behind. 
Then of a truth redoubled were the shouts, 

And one and all cheer on the after ship ; 
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Extremos pudeat rediisse: hoc vincite, cives, 

Et prohibete nefas.’ Olli certamine summo 
Procumbunt ; vastis tremit ictibus aerea puppis 
Subtrahiturque solum ; tum creber anhelitus artus 
Aridaque ora quatit, sudor fluit undique rivis. 
Attulit ipse viris optatum casus honorem. 


Namque furens animi dum proram ad saxa suburguet 


Interior spatioque subit Sergestus iniquo, 

Infelix saxis in procurrentibus haesit : 

Concussae cautes, et acuto in murice remi 
Obnixi crepuere, inlisaque prora pependit. 
Consurgunt nautae et magno clamore morantur, 
Ferratasque trudes et acuta cuspide contos 
Expediunt fractosque legunt in gurgite remos. 

At laetus Mnestheus successuque acrior ipso 
Agmine remorum celeri ventisque vocatis 

Prona petit maria et pelago decurrit aperto. 
Qualis spelunca subito commota columba, 

Cui domus et dulces latebroso in pumice nidi, 
Fertur in arva volans plausumque exterrita pinnis 
Dat tecto ingentem, mox aére lapsa quieto 

Radit iter liquidum, celeris neque commovet alas: 
Sic Mnestheus, sic ipsa fuga secat ultima Pristis 
Aequora, sic illam fert impetus ipse volantem : 

Et primum in scopulo luctantem deserit alto 
Sergestum brevibusque vadis frustraque vocantem 
Auxilia et fractis discentem currere remis. 

Inde Gyan ipsamque ingenti mole Chimaeram 
Consequitur ; cedit, quoniam spoliata magistro est. 
Solus iamque ipso superest in fine Cloanthus, 

Quem petit et summis adnixus viribus urguet. 
Tum vero ingeminat clamor, cunctique sequentem 
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With thunders of applause the heaven resounds. 
’Twere bitter shame to these could they not hold 
Proud place that’s theirs, and meed already won, 
And they would barter life itself for fame ; 
Success to gain is breath of life to those, 

They can do all because they think they can. 

And ’twere a chance they both had gained the prize 
With prows brought level, had Cloanthus not 
Stretched seaward both his palms, and prayed aloud, 
And called upon the gods to mark his vows: 
‘Ye gods, to whom is empire of the sea, 

Whose waves I sail, right joyfully to you 

Will I before your altars on this shore 

Bound by my vow a glistening bull present, 

And fling its entrails to your briny waves, 

And pour you flowing wines.’’ He spake and all 
The band of Nymphs and Gorgons ’neath the waves 
And maiden Panopza heard his vow; 

And sire Portunus with his own strong hand 

Gave impulse to his going. Then the bark 
Swifter then south wind or than wingéd shaft 
Sped toward the land, and deep in harbour plunged. 
Then did Anchises’ son when all were called 

In wonted way, by herald’s sounding voice 
Proclaim Cloanthus as the conqueror, 

And wreath his temples with the green of bay ; 
And give as presents to the vessel’s crews 

Three bullocks to the choice of them, and wine, 
And a great silver talent for to bear. 

For their great captains special gifts he adds ; 
And gave a gold-worked scarf to him that won 
Round which broad Meliboean purple ran 

In double waving band ; enwoven there 

The royal boy on leafy Ida tires 

With javelin in the chase the nimble stags, 

Keen for the hunt as one that panteth hard ; 
Whom Jove’s swift armour-bearer’s taloned feet 
Have seized and borne from Ida high aloft, 
While all in vain his aged guardians stretch 

Their palms toward the stars, and up to heaven 
Rises the angry baying of the hounds. 

But after, who had by his prowess gained 

The second place, to him he gave to keep, 

For trophy and protection under arms, 

A coat of armour linked with polished hooks, 
Through which there ran a treble woof of gold ; 
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Instigant studiis, resonatque fragoribus aether. 
Hi proprium decus et partum indignantur honorem 
Ni teneant, vitamque volunt pro laude pacisci ; 
Hos successus alit; possunt, quia posse videntur. 
Et fors aequatis cepissent praemia rostris, 

Ni palmas ponto tendens utrasque Cloanthus 
Fudissetque preces divosque in vota vocasset. 
‘Di, quibus imperium est pelagi, quorum aequora curro, 
Vobis laetus ego hoc candentem in litore taurum 
Constituam ante aras voti reus extaque salsos 
Proiciam in fluctus et vina liquentia fundam.’ 
Dixit, eumque imis sub fluctibus audiit omnis 
Nereidum Phorcique chorus Panopeaque virgo, 
Et pater ipse manu magna Portunus euntem 
Impulit: illa Noto citius volucrique sagitta 

Ad terram fugit et portu se condidit alto. 

Tum satus Anchisa cunctis ex more vocatis 
Victorem magna praeconis voce Cloanthum 
Declarat, viridique advelat tempora lauro, 
Muneraque in navis ternos optare iuvencos 
Vinaque et argenti magnum dat ferre talentum. 
Ipsis praecipuos ductoribus addit honores: 
Victori chlamydem auratam, quam plurima circum 
Purpura maeandro duplici Meliboea cucurrit, 
Intextusque puer frondosa regius Ida 

Velocis iaculo cervos cursuque fatigat, 

Acer, anhelanti similis, quem praepes ab Ida 
Sublimem pedibus rapuit Iovis armiger uncis ; 
Longaevi palmas nequiquam ad sidera tendunt 
Custodes, saevitque canum latratus in auras. 

At qui deinde locum tenuit virtute secundum, 
Levibus huic hamis consertam auroque trilicem 
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That he himself in front of lofty Troy, 

Victor, had stripped from off Demoleos, 

Beside the rapid stream of Simois. 

The serving men, Phegeus and Sagaris, 

Scarce could together shoulder all its folds ; 

Yet clad in it Demoleos of yore 

Would chase the straggling Trojans as he ran. 

Two bronzen cauldrons his third gifts he makes, 

And drinking cups of silver wrought, and rough 

With traceries. And so all now had gifts, 

And were departing proud of treasures rich. 

Their brows with purple fillets wound around, 

When, scarce, right deftly dragged from cruel rock, 

Oars lost, and feebly rowing, single-tiered, 

Sergestus now came bringing in his ship 

That met their laughter and no meed had won. 
As oft a serpent, taken unawares 

On rounding roadway, o’er whom laid aslant 

The bronze-hooped wheel has passed, or traveller 

Has left half done to death by heavy blow 

And mangled by a stone; in vain to fly 

It flings its body into lengthy folds, 

Its one half fierce, with eyes all glittering, 

And rearing up its hissing neck aloft, 

Lamed by its wound the other holds it back, 

Writhing in knots and coiling round itself. 

SO maimed her oars, the ship moved slowly on, 

Yet hoists her sails, and with full sail outspread 

Comes into harbour. On Sergestus then 

#Eneas did his promised gifts bestow, 

Glad for his ship preserved and comrades back. 

A female slave is given him, Pholoé, 

Skilled in Minerva’s craft, and Cretan born 

With the two sons that hung beneath her breast. 
This contest o’er, the good Aineas wends 

His steps towards a grassy plain that woods 

On winding hills encircled all around, 

And in the middle of the vale there stood 

The ring of theatre, and thither then 

The hero, thousands with him, made his way 

Amidst the throng and sat on raiséd throne. 

With prizes here he lures the hearts of those 

Who in fleet race perchance desire to vie, 

And sets rewards before them. From all sides 

The Teucrians and Sicanians mingling flock, 

Nisus and Euryalus, the first of them ; 
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Loricam, quam Demoleo detraxerat ipse 
Victor apud rapidum Simoenta sub Ilio alto, 
Donat habere viro, decus et tutamen in armis. 
Vix illam famuli Phegeus Sagarisque ferebant 
Multiplicem conixi umeris; indutus at olim 
Demoleos cursu palantis Troas agebat. 
Tertia dona facit geminos ex aere lebetas 
Cymbiaque argento perfecta atque aspera signis. 
Iamque adeo donati omnes opibusque superbi 
Puniceis ibant evincti tempora taenis, 
Cum saevo e scopulo multa vix arte revolsus, 
Amissis remis atque ordine debilis uno, 
Inrisam sine honore ratem Sergestus agebat : 
Qualis saepe viae deprensus in aggere serpens, 
Aerea quem obliquum rota transiit aut gravis ictu 
Seminecem liquit saxo lacerumque viator ; 
Nequiquam longos fugiens dat corpore tortus, 
Parte ferox ardensque oculis et sibila colla 
Arduus attollens, pars volnere clauda retentat 
Nixantem nodis seque in sua membra plicantem : 
Tali remigio navis se tarda movebat ; 
Vela facit tamen et velis subit ostia plenis. 
Sergestum Aeneas promisso munere donat 
servatam ob navem laetus sociosque reductos. 
Olli serva datur, operum haut ignara Minervae, 
Cressa genus, Pholoe, geminique sub ubere nati. 
Hoc pius Aeneas misso certamine tendit 
Gramineum in campum, quem collibus undique curvis 
Cingebant silvae, mediaque in valle theatri 
Circus erat ; quo se multis cum milibus heros 
Consessu medium tulit exstructoque resedit. 
Hic, qui forte velint rapido contendere cursu, 
Invitat pretiis animos et praemia ponit. 
Undique conveniunt Teucri mixtique Sicani, 
Nisus et Euryalus primi, 
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For beauty and fresh youth was Euryalus 
Conspicuous, but Nisus for his love 
True-hearted of the boy; next after these 
Kingly Diores of the noble stock 

Of Priam; Salius and Patron with him, 

One Archarnanian, one Arcadia’s son, 
Tegean-born ; then two Trinacrian youths, 
Woodcraftsmen, Helymus and Panopes, 

Of old Acestes they companions were ; 

And many else fame buries in the dark. 

Amidst them all then thus Atneas spake: 
“Take this to mind, and give it joyful heed. 
Not one of all this number hence shall go 
Without a gift from me. To each I'll give 
Two Gnosian javelins bright with polished steel, 
And battle-axe to wield, with silver chased— 
This one reward shall be to all alike. 

Three prizes shall the conquerors receive, 
Whose heads with yellow olive shall be wreathed. 
The foremost victor, let him have a steed 

Gay trapped ; the next a quiver such as wear 

The Amazons, and full of Thracian shafts, 
That broad gold belt encircles, and a clasp 
With polished gem to fasten it ; the third 

Must with this Argive helm depart content.” 
This said, each takes his place, and suddenly, 
The signal heard, they bound along the track, 
And quit the mark ; outpouring like a cloud, 
Upon the goal at once their eyes are set. 

First off—his form in front of all by far— 
Flashed Nisus forth, more speedy than the winds, 
Aye e’en than wings of thunder; next to him, 
But next long distance off, in hot pursuit 
Comes Salius; then, but with a space between 
The third is Euryalus; and Helymus 

Comes after Euryalus; then, close to him, 

See, flying there, now rubbing heel on heel 
Diores at his shoulder pressing hard, 

And if still further of the course remained 
Would slip before him, and would pass beyond, 
Or leave the issue undecided still. 

And now well nigh within the final stretch, 
They wearily drew toward the very goal, 

When Nisus slid upon some slippery gore, 
Unlucky he !—where haply heifers slain 

The blood ran o’er the ground and drenched the sward. 
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Euryalus forma insignis viridique iuventa, 

Nisus amore pio pueri; quos deinde secutus 
Regius egregia Priami de stirpe Diores ; 

Hunc Salius simul et Patron, quorum alter Acarnan, 
Alter ab Arcadio Tegeaeae sanguine gentis ; 

Tum duo Trinacrii iuvenes Helymus Panopesque, 
Adsueti silvis, comites senioris Acestae ; 

Multi praeterea, quos fama obscura recondit. 
Aeneas quibus in mediis sic deinde locutus: 

‘ Accipite haec animis laetasque advertite mentes : 
Nemo ex hoc numero mihi non donatus abibit. 
Cnosia bina dabo levato lucida ferro 

Spicula caelatamque argento ferre bipennem : 
Omnibus hic erit unus honos. Tres praemia primi 
Accipient flavaque caput nectentur oliva. 

Primus equum phaleris insignem victor habeto, 
Alter Amazoniam pharetram plenamque sagittis 
Threiciis, lato quam circum amplectitur auro 
Balteus et tereti subnectit fibula gemma ; 
Tertius Argolica hac galea contentus abito.’ 

Haec ubi dicta, locum capiunt signoque repente 
Corripiunt spatia audito limenque relinquunt, 
Effusi nimbo similes, simul ultima signant. 
Primus abit longeque ante omnia corpora Nisus 
Emicat, et ventis et fulminis ocior alis ; 
Proximus huic, longo sed proximus intervallo, 
Insequitur Salius ; spatio post deinde relicto 
Tertius Euryalus ; 

Euryalumque Helymus sequitur ; quo deinde sub ipso 
Ecce volat calcemque terit iam calce Diores 
Incumbens umero; spatia et si plura supersint, 
Transeat elapsus prior ambiguumve relinquat. 
Tamque fere spatio extremo fessique sub ipsam 
Finem adventabant, levi cum sanguine Nisus 
Labitur infelix, caesis ut forte iuvencis 

Fusus humum viridisque super madefecerat herbas. 
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’Twas here the youth, already confident 
Of victory, held not his tottering steps 
Firm planted on the earth, but forward crashed 
Right in that filthy slime and sacred gore. 
Yet not unmindful he of Euryalus, 
Nor their affection; for amidst the slime 
Rising, he flung himself in Salius’ path ; 
And he lay rolling on the trampled ground. 
Then forward flashes Euryalus, and gains 
By office of his friend the foremost place, 
And flies ’mid plaudits and approving din, 
And after him comes Helymus, and then 
Diores of the victors now the third. 
Then Salius with his loud remonstrance fills 
The whole assemblage of the mighty ring, 
And the front seats whereon the fathers sat, 
And claims that to him there should be restored 
The honour that by trick was snatched away. 
The popular goodwill shields Euryalus, 
And graceful tears, and virtue, that appears 
The goodlier when worn by comely form. 
Diores aids him, and protests aloud: 
Who to a prize succeeded, and in vain 
Attained the last reward, if Salius have 
The foremost honours handed back to him. 
Then Sire Aineas spake: ‘‘ assured to you 
Your guerdons, youths, remain, and none doth change 
The order of reward; yet well may I 
Feel pity for a guiltless friend’s mishap.” 
Such were his words; and unto Salius then 
He gives a Libyan lion’s monster hide, 
Laden with shaggy tufts, and gilded claws. 
Then Nisus speaks: “if those defeated gain 
Such great rewards, and if thou pitiest those 
Who slipped, what worthy prize wilt thou bestow 
On Nisus, who deserved the foremost crown 
Had not the same unkindly fortune fallen 
To me as fell to Salius?”’ And at this 
He showed his face and limbs besmeared with slime. 
At him the kindly father smiled, and bade 
Bring forth a buckler, Didymaon’s work, 
Torn by the Greeks from Neptune’s sacred door. 
With this did he the illustrious youth endow 
Gift of surpassing value. 

Afterward 
When ended were the courses, and when he 
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Hic luvenis iam victor ovans vestigia presso 

Haut tenuit titubata solo, sed pronus in ipso 

Concidit inmundoque fimo sacroque cruore, 

Non tamen Euryali, non ille oblitus amorum ; 

Nam sese opposuit Salio per lubrica surgens, 

Ille autem spissa iacuit revolutus arena. 

Emicat Euryalus, et munere victor amici 

Prima tenet, plausuque volat fremituque secundo. 

Post Helymus subit et nunc tertia palma Diores. 

Hic totum caveae consessum ingentis et ora 

Prima patrum magnis Salius clamoribus implet, 

Ereptumque dolo reddi sibi poscit honorem. 

Tutatur favor Euryalum lacrimaeque decorae - 

Gratior et pulchro veniens in corpore virtus. 

Adiuvat et magna proclamat voce Diores, 

Qui subiit palmae frustraque ad praemia venit 

Ultima, si primi Salio reddentur honores. 

Tum pater Aeneas, ‘ vestra,’ inquit, ‘ munera vobis 

Certa manent, pueri, et palmam movet ordine nemo ; 

Me liceat casus miserari insontis amici.’ 

Sic fatus tergum Gaetuli immane leonis 

Dat Salio, villis onerosum atque unguibus aureis. 

Hic Nisus, ‘si tanta,’ inquit, ‘sunt praemia victis 

Et te lapsorum miseret, quae munera Niso 

Digna dabis, primam merui qui laude coronam, 

Ni me, quae Salium, Fortuna inimica tulisset ? ’ 

Et simul his dictis faciem ostentabat et udo 

Turpia membra fimo. Risit pater optimus olli 

Et clipeum efferri iussit, Didymaonis artes, 

Neptuni sacro Danais de poste refixum. 

Hoc iuvenem egregium praestanti munere donat. 
Post ubi confecti cursus, et dona peregit : 
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Had all his gifts completed :—“‘ Now whoe’er 
Hath nerve and heart courageous to his aid 

Let him step forth and raise his arms aloft 

With hands in gauntlets.’’ So he spake, and named 
Two guerdons for the fight; a bullock decked 
With gold and fillets for the conqueror ; 

A sword and noble helmet to console 

The vanquished one. Nor long did they delay ; 
Up looked at once in all his mighty strength 
Dares, and rose amid loud hum of men; 

He who alone with Paris used to fight, 

Who also struck victorious Butes down 

Besides the tomb where mighty Hector lies—~ 
Butes who strode in pride of giant frame, 
Sprung from Bebrycian line of Amycus— 

And stretched him dying on the yellow sand. 
Such Dares was, who lifts his head aloft 

Ready to start the combat and displays 

His shoulders broad, and reaching forth throws out 
Each arm in turn, and deals the air his blows. 
They seek a match for him; nor dares there one 
From all that throng to come against the man, 
And draw the gauntlets on his hands. He then, 
Deeming that one and all forsook the prize, 
Stood eagerly before Aéneas’ feet ; 

Nor longer did delay, but seized the bull 

With left hand by the horn, and thus he speaks : 
““O goddess-born, if none dare trust himself 

To fight, what limit to my standing here ? 

How long does it beseem that I be kept ? 

Bid me lead off the prize.’ Then one and all 
The Dardans that same instant ’gan to shout. 
And bid the man be paid the promised gifts. 
Then old Acestes, as he sat beside 

Entellus on the bank of growing sward 
Reproached him with the words: ‘ Entellus mine, 
Bravest of yore of heroes, but in vain, 

Art thou so meek to let these noble gifts, 

No contest for them waged, be borne away ? 
Where now to aid us Eryx, that great god 

The master, thou wert wont to vainly vaunt ? 
Where is thy fame through all Trinacria spread, 
And those fair spoils that hang within thy walls?” 
He in reply: “’tis not that love of praise 

Hath passed, nor pride been driven out by fear ; 
But my chill blood is dull from sluggish age, 
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‘Nunc, sicui virtus animusque in pectore praesens, 
Adsit et evinctis attollat bracchia palmis:’ 

Sic ait, et geminum pugnae proponit honorem, 
Victori velatum auro vittisque iuvencum, 

Ensem atque insignem galeam solacia victo. 

Nec mora; continuo vastis cum viribus effert 
Ora Dares, magnoque virum se murmure tollit ; 
Solus qui Paridem solitus contendere contra, 
Idemque ad tumulum, quo maxumus occubat Hector, 
Victorem Buten inmani corpore, qui se 

Bebrycia veniens Amyci de gente ferebat, 
Perculit et fulva moribundum extendit harena. 
Talis prima Dares caput altum in proelia tollit, 
Ostenditque umeros latos alternaque iactat 
Bracchia protendens et verberat ictibus auras. 
Quaeritur huic alius; nec quisquam ex agmine tanto 
Audet adire virum manibusque inducere caestus. 
Ergo alacris cunctosque putans excedere palma, 
Aeneae stetit ante pedes, nec plura moratus 

Tum laeva taurum cornu tenet atque ita fatur: 
“Nate dea, si nemo audet se credere pugnae, 
Quae finis standi? quo me decet usque teneri ? 
Ducere dona iube.’ Cuncti simul ore fremebant 
Dardanidae reddique viro promissa iubebant. 

Hic gravis Entellum dictis castigat Acestes, 
Proximus ut viridante toro consederat herbae ; 

‘ Entelle heroum quondam fortissime frustra, 
Tantane tam patiens nullo certamine tolli 

Dona sines ? ubi nunc nobis deus ille magister 
Nequiquam memoratus Eryx? ubi fama per omnem 
Trinacriam et spolia illa tuis pendentia tectis ? ’ 
Ile sub haec: ‘ non laudis amor nec gloria cessit 
Pulsa metu; sed enim gelidus tardante senecta 
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And numbed and spent the vigour of my frame. 
O had I only that which once was mine, 

And that in which yon braggart trusting boasts, 
O were it only youth’s fair season still, 

Not drawn in sooth by prize of beauteous steer 
Would I have come; nor do I heed the gifts.’ 

So having said, into their midst at once 

He flung two guantlets of enormous weight 

With which fierce Eryx set his hands to fight, 

And round his forearms bound the hard bull-hide. 
Then were their minds aghast; seven mighty hides 
Of seven as mighty steers lay stiffening there, 
With lead and iron ensewn. Dares himself 

The most aghast, far off disclaims the fight. 
Anchises’ high-souled son now turned about 

On this side and on that their heavy weight, 
And the enormous foldings of their thongs. 

Then did the elder from his heart rejoin 

In words like these: ‘‘ what then if one had seen 
The gloves and arms of Hercules himself, 

And his fell combat on this very shore ? 

These arms thy kinsman Eryx wore of old; 
Bespattered still thou seest them with the blood 
And with the brains they scattered. ‘Twas with these 
He fought the great Alcides; ’twas with these 

I used to fight, while fresher blood gave strength ; 
For envious eld not yet did shed her white 

O’er both my temples then. But if so be 

That Trojan Dares these mine arms disclaims, 
And good ineas so have willed, and if 

Acestes, orderer of the bout, agree, 

Let us arrange the fight on equal terms ; 

I, at thy wish, lay Eryx hides aside ; 

Dispel thy fears; and thou as well put off 

Thy Trojan gauntlets.’’ This he said and flung 
Back from his shoulders then his double cloak, 
And mighty jointed limbs and mighty bones 

And biceps he unbared, and took his stand, 

A giant, in the middle of the ring. 

Then did the sire that was Anchises’ son 

Bring equal gauntlets forth, and bound the palms 
Of both of them with weapons fairly matched, 
Anon stood each full height upon the toe 

And raised his arms undaunted high in air. 

Far back they drew their tall heads from the blows, 
And, mingling hands with hands, provoke the fight. 
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Sanguis hebet, frigentque effetae in corpore vires. 
Si mihi, quae quondam fuerat quaque inprobus iste 
Exultat fidens, si nunc foret illa iuventas, 

Haut equidem pretio inductus pulchroque iuvenco 
Venissem, nec dona moror.’ Sic deinde locutus 

In medium geminos inmani pondere caestus 
Proiecit, quibus acer Eryx in proelia suetus 

Ferre manum duroque intendere bracchia tergo. 
Obstipuere animi: tantorum ingentia septem 
Terga boum plumbo insuto ferroque rigebant. 
Ante omnes stupet ipse Dares longeque recusat ; 
Magnanimusque Anchisiades et pondus et ipsa 
Huc illuc vinclorum inmensa volumina versat. 
Tum senior talis referebat pectore voces : 

‘Quid, siquis caestus ipsius et Herculis arma 
Vidisset tristemque hoc ipso in litore pugnam ? 
Haec germanus Eryx quondam tuus arma gerebat ; 
Sanguine cernis adhuc sparsoque infecta cerebro. 
His magnum Alciden contra stetit, his ego suetus, 
Dum melior viris sanguis dabat, aemula necdum 
Temporibus geminis canebat sparsa senectus. 

Sed si nostra Dares haec Troius arma recusat, 
Idque pio sedet Aeneae, probat auctor Acestes, 
Aequemus pugnas. Erycis tibi terga remitto ; 
Solve metus; et tu Troianos exue caestus.’ 

Haec fatus duplicem ex umeris reiecit amictum, 
Et magnos membrorum artus, magna ossa lacertosque 
Exuit atque ingens media consistit harena. 

Tum satus Anchisa caestus pater extulit aequos, 
Et paribus palmas amborum innexuit armis. 
Constitit in digitos extemplo arrectus uterque 
Bracchiaque ad superas interritus extulit auras. 
Abduxere retro longe capita ardua ab ictu 
Inmiscentque manus manibus, pugnamque lacessunt, 
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Of foot more nimble one on youth relies, 

The other’s force in massive limbs resides ; 

But as he trembles his slow-moving knees 

Totter beneath him and his panting breath 
Shakes his huge frame. Then many an idle blow 
The heroes wildly deal, and thick they rain 

On hollow rib, and mightily resound 

Upon the chest ; and oftentimes the fist 

Plays around ear and forehead, and the jaw 

Rattles with some hard blow. Entellus stands 
Heavy in one stiff posture undisturbed, 

Only with body and wrth watchful eye 

He ’scapes the falling blows; the other like 

One that with engines storms a high-walled town, 
Or armed encamps around a mountain fort ; 

Now this way and now that the entrances 

And all the ground he cunningly explores 

And plies with manifold assaults in vain. 

Then, towering for a blow, Entellus reached 

His right arm forth, and raised it high above ; 
The other nimbly marked the falling stroke, 

And slipping from the blow with agile frame 

Was gone from under it. Entellus spent 

His strength in air, and—who but he to thank— 
Heavy himself, crashed heavily to earth 

With ponderous weight, as on a time has crashed 
On Erymanthus or on Ida tall 

A hollow pine-tree torn at root away. 

Then all as one in eagerness arose 

Trojans and youth Trinacrian ; their shouts 

Go up to heaven; and first Acestes ran, 

And pitying raised his friend of equal years. 

But, nothing checked nor daunted by the fall, 
Comes back the hero keener for the fight, 

And passion rouses in him lusty strength ; 

Then shame and conscious valour fire his might, 
Furious he chases Dares o’er the plain 

Headiong, and now with right hand rains the blows, 
And now with left hand, and allows no pause, 
Nor breathing space; as o’er the roofs the clouds 
Shower pattering hailstones, so with plenteous blows 
The hero batters Dares with both hands 

And routs him. Then the sire Aineas gave 

No further rein to fury nor allowed 

Entellus in fierce passion to rage on, 

But brought the combat to an end, and drew 
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Ille pedum melior motu fretusque iuventa, 

Hic membris et mole valens ; sed tarda trementi 
Genua labant, vastos quatit aeger anhelitus artus. 
Multa viri nequiquam inter se volnera iactant, 
Multa cavo lateri ingeminant et pectore vastos 
Dant sonitus, erratque auris et tempora circum 
Crebra manus, duro crepitant sub volnere malae. 
Stat gravis Entellus nisuque inmotus eodem, 
Corpore tela modo atque oculis vigilantibus exit. 
Ille, velut celsam oppugnat qui molibus urbem 
Aut montana sedet circum castella sub armis, 

Nunc hos, nunc illos aditus, omnemque pererrat 
Arte locum et variis adsultibus inritus urguet. 
Ostendit dextram insurgens Entellus et alte 
Extulit: ille ictum venientem a vertice velox 
Praevidit celerique elapsus corpore cessit ; 
Entellus viris in ventum effudit, et ultro 

Ipse gravis graviterque ad terram pondere vasto 
Concidit, ut quondam cava concidit aut Erymantho 
Aut Ida in magna radicibus eruta pinus. 
Consurgunt studiis Teucri et Trinacria pubes ; 

It clamor caelo, primusque accurrit Acestes 
Aequaevomque ab humo miserans attollit amicum. 
At non tardatus casu neque territus heros 

Acrior ad pugnam redit ac vim suscitat ira ; 

Tum pudor incendit vires et conscia virtus, 
Praecipitemque Daren ardens agit aequore toto 
Nunc dextra ingeminans ictus, nunc ille sinistra ; 
Nec mora, nec requies: quam multa grandine nimbi 
Culminibus crepitant, sic densis ictibus heros 
Creber utraque manu pulsat versatque Dareta. 
Tum pater Aeneas procedere longius iras 

Et saevire animis Entellum haut passus acerbis ; 
Sed finem inposuit pugnae fessumque Dareta 
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Tired Dares off, and soothing him with words, 
Speaks to him thus: “ Unhappy man, how great 
Infatuation hath thy soul possessed ! 
Dost thou not see how other forces work, 
And deities opposed to thee? Do thou 
Yield Heaven its way.’’ He spake and by his word 
Brake off the fight. But him his fellows true 
Lead to the ships, who drags his weary knees, 
And wildly reels his head from side to side, 
And tosses from his mouth the clotted gore 
And teeth with blood commingled ; they when called 
Receive the helmet and the sword; they leave 
The palm leaf to Entellus—and the bull. 
Hereon the victor in his mind elate 
And proud to win the bull, cries: “ Goddess-born, 
And ye too, sons of Troy, take note of this, 
Both how great might was in my youthful frame, 
And from the jaws of what a death recalled 
Ye have your Dares safe.’””’ He spake and stood 
Against the heifer’s head that, fronting him, 
The guerdon of the contest, stood at hand ; 
And reared full height, his arm drawn backward, poised 
Those cruel gauntlets fair between its horns, 
Crashed in the skull and battered out the brain. 
Felled was the ox, and falls upon the ground 
Lifeless and quivering. Standing over it 
He from his breast poured forth such words as these: 
“Eryx, to thee in place of Dares’ death 
Of this more worthy life the debt I pay ; 
A victor, now my gauntlets and my art 
I lay aside.” 

Forthwith AEneas calls 
On any there who may perchance desire 
To vie with speedy arrow, and proclaims 
The prizes; and with stalwart hand uprears 
A mast that from Sergestus’ ship was brought, 
And from the lofty mast, a cord slung through, 
Hangs a swift dove, whereat to aim their shafts. 
The men are gathered, and the bronzen helm 
Now holds the lots thrown in; and first of all, 
Amid approving shout, the place comes forth 
Of Hippocoon, the son of Hyrtacus, 
And after him comes Mnestheus, who of late 
Was victor in the ship-race—Mnestheus, wreathed 
In olive green; the third Eurytion, 
Thy brother, most illustrious Pandarus, 
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Eripuit mulcens dictis, ac talia fatur : 

‘Infelix, quae tanta animum dementia cepit ? 

Non viris alias conversaque numina sentis ? 

Cede deo.’ Dixitque et proelia voce diremit. 

Ast illum fidi aequales, genua aegra trahentem 

Iactantemque utroque caput crassumque cruorem 

Ore eiectantem mixtosque in sanguine dentes, 

Ducunt ad navis; galeamque ensemque vocati 

Accipiunt, palmam Entello taurumque relinquunt. 

Hic victor, superans animis tauroque superbus 

‘Nate dea vosque haec,’ inquit, ‘cognoscite, Teucri, 

Et mihi quae fuerint iuvenali in corpore vires 

Et qua servetis revocatum a morte Dareta.’ 

Dixit, et adversi contra stetit ora iuvenci, 

Qui donum adstabat pugnae, durosque reducta 

Libravit dextra media inter cornua caestus, 

Arduus, effractoque inlisit in ossa cerebro : 

Sternitur exanimisque tremens procumbit humi bos. 

Tlie super talis effundit pectore voces : 

‘Hanc tibi, Eryx, meliorem animam pro morte Daretis 

Persolvo ; hic victor caestus artemque repono.’ 
Protinus Aeneas celeri certare sagitta 

Invitat qui forte velint, et praemia dicit, 

Ingentique manu malum de nave Seresti 

Erigit et volucrem traiecto in fune columbam, 

Quo tendant ferrum, malo suspendit ab alto. 

Convenere viri, deiectamque aerea sortem 

Accepit galea; et primus clamore secundo 

Hyrtacidae ante omnis exit locus Hippocoontis : 

Quem modo navali Mnestheus certamine victor 

Consequitur, vitidi Mnestheus evinctus oliva : 

Tertius Eurytion, tuus o clarissime frater 
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Who erst, when ordered to break up the truce, 
Wert first to hurl thy shaft among the Greeks. 
Acestes lot was last, and stayed below 

At bottom of the helm ; and he as well 

Dared in his strength the task of youth essay. 
Then mightily they arch their curvéd bows, 
Each hero to his utmost, and draw forth 
Shafts from their quivers ; first from whirring string 
The arrow of the young Hyrtacides 

Sped through the wingéd air across the sky, 
And came and in the opposing mast-pole lodged. 
The mast it quivered, and by fluttering wings 
The bird displayed the terror of her fright, 
And all re-echoed with their loud applause. 
Then eager Mnestheus stood with bended bow 
And aimed aloft, and strained both eye and shaft ; 
But, luckless man, did not avail to reach 

With arrow iron-tipped the bird herself ; 

But burst the knots and flaxen ties apart, 

By which foot-bound from the tall mast she hung : 
She to the South-winds and the murky clouds 
Fled off upon the wing. Then speedily, 

For he awhile had held his shaft at aim 

On bow already drawn, Eurytion called 

His brother to be witness of his vow; 

At once he marks her in the open sky 

In glad career, and as she claps her wings 
Pierces the dove beneath a murky cloud. 

Down falls she dead, and leaves her life behind 
Amongst the etherial stars, and dropping down, 
Fixed in her, bears his arrow back to him. 

The victory gone, there only yet remained 
Acestes ; who despite of this discharged 

His shaft aloft into the airs of heaven 

And showed the skilful twanging of his bow, 
His people’s sire. Here to their eyes appeared 
A sudden portent with deep presage fraught ; 
This the dread issue showed in after days, 

And awful seers too late its omens told. 

For, as amid the flowing clouds it sped, 

The reed caught fire, and marked a track of flame, 
Burnt out and into slender breezes passed ; 

As oft-times stars unfastened in the sky 

Cross it, and, flying, trail their tress behind. 
Trinacrian and Trojan heroes then, 

Their hearts amazed, stood rooted to the spot, 
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Pandare, qui quondam, iussus confundere foedus, 
In medios telum torsisti primus Achivos. 
Extremus galeaque ima subsedit Acestes, 
Ausus et ipse manu iuvenum temptare laborem. 
Tum validis flexos incurvant viribus arcus 

Pro se quisque viri et depromunt tela pharetris. 
Primaque per caelum nervo stridente sagitta 
Hyrtacidae iuvenis volucris diverberat auras ; 
Et venit adversique infigitur arbore mali. 
Intremuit malus timuitque exterrita pinnis 
Ales, et ingenti sonuerunt omnia plausu. 

Post acer Mnestheus adducto constitit arcu, 


Alta petens, pariterque oculos telumque tetendit. 


Ast ipsam miserandus avem contingere ferro 
Non valuit ; nodos et vincula linea rupit, 

Quis innexa pedem malo pendebat ab alto ; 
Illa Notos atque atra volans in nubila fugit. 
Tum rapidus (iamdudum arcu contenta parato 
Tela tenens) fratrem Eurytion in vota vocavit, 
Iam vacuo laetam caelo speculatus, et alis 
Plaudentem nigra figit sub nube columbam. 
Decidit exanimis vitamque reliquit in astris 
Aetheriis fixamque refert delapsa sagittam. 
Amissa solus palma superabat Acestes ; 

Qui tamen aérias telum contendit in auras, 
Ostentans artemque pater arcumque sonantem. 
Hic oculis subitum obicitur magnoque futurum 
Augurio monstrum: docuit post exitus ingens, 
Seraque terrifici cecinerunt omina vates. 
Namque volans liquidis in nubibus arsit harundo 
Signavitque viam flammis tenuisque recessit 
Consumpta in ventos, caelo ceu saepe refixa 
Transcurrunt crinemque volantia sidera ducunt. 
Attonitis haesere animis superosque precati 
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And prayed the gods that are above; nor did 

Most great AEneas from the omen shrink, 

But clasping glad Acestes in his arms, 

Loads him with noble gifts, and thus he speaks : 

‘Take these, O father; for the mighty king 

Of heaven has willed it by these auspices, 

Barred of thy chance thou still should’st draw the prize. 

This gift thou’lt have—age-worn Anchises’ own— 

A bowl with figures stamped, that formerly 

On Sire Anchises, Cisseus, Thracian king, 

For princely gift bestowed, to bear away 

As monument and token of his love.’ 

Thus having said, with green of bay he wreathed 

His brows, and calls Acestes conqueror 

First over all of them. Nor envious 

Was good Eurytion of the prize bestowed 

On him in preference, though he alone 

From high up in the sky struck down the bird. 

Then next walks proudly to receive his gifts 

The one that burst its bonds; and last of all 

He that with wingéd arrow pierced the mast. 
But Sire Aneas, for the games not yet 

Were ended, calls Epytides to him, 

The young Iulus’ guardian and his friend, 

And thus into his trusty ear he speaks: 

“ Haste thee and tell Ascanius,’’ said he, 

“Tf marshalled with him now his boyish host, 

And the evolutions of his horse arranged, 

In honour of his grandsire to lead forth 

His troops, and show his prowess under arms.” 

Himself bids all the in-rushed crowd to go 

From the long circus, and the plain be clear. 

The boys advance, and in their parent’s eyes 

Glitter in even line on bitted steeds ; 

At whom the whole youth of Sicily and Troy 

Raise hum of admiration as they ride. 

With garland trim the locks of each are bound 

In wonted way; two cornel spears they wield 

Pointed with iron ; some polished quivers bear 

Upon their shoulders ; high upon the breast 

A pliant circlet lies around their necks 

Of twisted gold. Three were the squads of knights, 

And three the leaders riding up and down ; 

Twelve boys in rear of each are glittering 

In parted squadrons captained each alike. 

Comes first one troop of boys whom in their pride 
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Trinacrii Teucrique viri; nec maximus omen 
Abnuit Aeneas, sed laetum amplexus Acesten 
Muneribus cumulat magnis ac talia fatur : 
‘Sume, pater; nam te voluit rex magnus Olympi 
Talibus auspiciis exsortem ducere honoris ; 
Ipsius Anchisae longaevi hoc munus habebis, 
Cratera impressum signis, quem Thracius olim 
Anchisae genitori in magno munere Cisseus 
Ferre sui dederat monimentum et pignus amoris.’ 
Sic fatus cingit viridanti tempora lauro 
Et primum ante omnis victorem appellat Acesten. 
Nec bonus Eurytion praelato invidit honori, 
Quamvis solus avem caelo deiecit ab alto. 
Proximus ingreditur donis, qui vincula rupit, 
Extremus, volucri qui fixit harundine malum. 
At pater Aeneas, nondum certamine misso, 
Custodem ad sese comitemque inpubis [uli 
Epytiden vocat, et fidam sic fatur ad aurem : 
‘Vade age et Ascanio, si iam puerile paratum 
Agmen habet secum cursusque instruxit equorum, 
Ducat avo turmas et sese ostendat in armis 
Dic,’ ait. Ipse omnem longo decedere circo 
Infusum populum et campos iubet esse patentis. 
Incedunt pueri, pariterque ante ora parentum 
Frenatis lucent in equis, quos omnis euntis 
Trinacriae mirata fremit Troiaeque iuventus. 
Omnibus in morem tonsa coma pressa corona ; 
Cornea bina ferunt praefixa hastilia ferro, 
Pars levis umero pharetras; it pectore summo 
Flexilis obtorti per collum circulus auri. 
Tres equitum numero turmae ternique vagantur 
Ductores ; pueri bis seni quemque secuti 
Agmine partito fulgent paribusque magistris. 
Una acies iuvenum, ducit quam parvus ovantem 
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A youthful Priam leads, who bears the name 
Of his sire’s sire—fair progeny of thine, 
Polites, who shall spread the Italian race— 
Him Thracian steed with dappled spots of white 
Is carrying, white-footed in the front, 

And showing a white forehead high in air. 

The second is Atys; it was from him 

The Latian Atii their lineage claimed— 
Atys—the little—and the boyish friend 

Of boy Iulus. Last and fairest formed 

Of all Iulus, and he rides a steed 
Sidonian-bred, that beauteous Dido gave 

To mind him of her and to pledge her love ; 
The other youths upon Trinacrian steeds 

Of old Acestes ride. 

Troy’s sons applaud their trembling eagerness, 
And joy to see them, and to recognize 

In them the features of their sires of old. 

No sooner had they passed in glad career 

The whole assemblage and their kinsfolks’ eyes 
Upon their steeds, Epytides afar 

To them now ready signals with a shout, 

And cracks his whip. They into equal groups 
Rush separate, and the three leaders then 
Dissolve the array, and draw their bands apart 
And at the summons wheel about again 

And bear their lances pointed at the foe ; 

They then fresh onsets fresh retreats begin 

In spaces opposite, and wind the maze 

Of circles that with circles alternate, 

And wake in arms the mimicry of war ; 

One moment leave their backs exposed in flight, 
The next their spear-points in the charge present, 
Then side by side they ride and peace is made. 
As formerly the Labyrinth is said, 

In Crete’s tall island, to have had a path 
Woven about with dark partitionings, 

And deft bewilderings of a thousand ways, 
Wherein the mazes undiscoverable 

And irretraceable did cheat the clues 

Of them that tracked it—so in ways like this 
The sons of Teucrians in manceuvrings thread 
Their tangled movements, and in sport combine 
Retreat and foray; e’en as dolphins do 

That, as they swim amid the moist sea-waves, 
In the Carpathian and the Libyan seas, 
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Nomen avi referens Priamus, tua clara, Polite, 
Progenies, auctura Italos ; quem Thracius albis 
Portat equus bicolor maculis, vestigia primi 
Alba pedis frontemque ostentans arduus albam: 
Alter Atys, genus unde Atii duxere Latini, 
Parvus Atys pueroque puer dilectus Iulo. 
Extremus formaque ante omnis pulcher Iulus 
Sidonio est invectus equo, quem candida Dido 
Esse sui dederat monimentum et pignus amoris : 
Cetera Trinacriis pubes senioris Acestae 

Fertur equis. 

Excipiunt plausu pavidos gaudentque tuentes 
Dardanidae veterumque adgnoscunt ora parentum 
Postquam omnem laeti consessum oculosque suorum 
Lustravere in equis, signum clamore paratis 
Epytides longe dedit insonuitque flagello. 

Olli discurrere pares, atque agmina terni 

Diductis solvere choris rursusque vocati 
Convertere vias infestaque tela tulere. 

Inde alios ineunt cursus aliosque recursus 
Adversi spatiis, alternosque orbibus orbis 
Impediunt, pugnaeque cient simulacra sub armis ; 
Et nunc terga fuga nudant, nunc spicula vertunt 
Infensi, facta pariter nunc pace feruntur. 

Ut quondam Creta fertur Labyrinthus in alta 
Parietibus textum caecis iter ancipitemque 

Mille viis habuisse dolum, qua signa sequendi 
Falleret indeprensus et inremeabilis error ; 

Haut alio Teucrum nati vestigia cursu 
Impediunt, texuntque fugas et proelia ludo, 
Delphinum similes, qui per maria umida nando 


220 


565 


570 


575 


580 


585 


990 


226 BOOK V 


Dart through them and amidst their waters play. 
This custom of the tourney and these jousts 
Ascanius did first bring in again, 
What time with walls he girt the Long White Town, 
And taught the Latins of the early days 
To celebrate them, as in boyhood he, 
As did Troy’s youth with him; the Albans taught 
Their sons ; and on from them most mighty Rome 
Received and kept the observance of her sires ; 
And now our boys are said to play at Troy. 
Trojan they call their host. Thus far were held 
The games in honour of the sire revered. 

’Twas at this juncture altered fortune first 
Her fickleness displayed. While to the tomb 
With various games they solemn honours paid 
Saturnian Juno, deep designing, sent 
Iris from heaven unto the Ilian fleet, 
And breathed fair winds upon her as she went, 
For her old hatred was not sated yet. 
She ’midst a rainbow of a thousand hues 
Hasting along her way—a maid unseen 
Of any—runs by speedy pathway down, 
Marks their great gathering, and surveys the shores, 
And sees the harbour empty and the fleet 
Forsaken. But far off on lonely beach 
The Trojan dames were weeping by themselves 
For lost Anchises, and they one and all 
O’er the deep sea were gazing as they wept: 
“ Ah, that so many shoals such long sea-way 
Should still be left for weary folk to track!” 
The one lament of all. A town they crave ; 
Sick to endure the hardships of the sea. 
So ’midst them all, in ways of mischief versed, 
She threw herself, and from her put aside 
Feature and garb of goddess, and became 
The aged wife of Tmarian Doryclus, 
Beroe, that once had birth and name and sons; 
And thus amid the mother-folk of Troy 
Gained entrance. ‘“‘O unhappy ones” she cried, 
“Whom ne’er Achaean foemen in the war 
Dragged to be slain beneath your country’s walls ! 
O race unfortunate! To what fell end 
Doth fate reserve you? The seventh summer now 
Since Troy’s destruction wanes, and still we track, 
While measuring the stars, seas and all lands, 
And many a rocky shore unsheltering 
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Carpathium Libycumque secant, luduntque per undas. 
Hunc morem cursus atque haec certamina primus 
Ascanius, Longam muris cum cingeret Albam, 
Rettulit et Priscos docuit celebrare Latinos, 
Quo puer ipse modo, secum quo Troia pubes ; 
Albani docuere suos; hinc maxima porro 
Accepit Roma et patrium servavit honorem ; 
Troiaque nunc, pueri Troianum dicitur agmen. 
Hac celebrata tenus sancto certamina patri. 

Hic primum Fortuna fidem mutata novavit. 
Dum variis tumulo referunt sollemnia ludis, 
Irim de caelo misit Saturnia Iuno 
Iliacam ad classem, ventosque adspirat eunti, 
Multa movens necdum antiquum saturata dolorem 
Illa, viam celerans per mille coloribus arcum, 
Nulli visa cito decurrit tramite virgo. 
Conspicit ingentem concursum et litora lustrat, 
Desertosque videt portus classemque relictam. 
At procul in sola secretae Troades acta 
Amissum Anchisen flebant, cunctaeque profundum 
Pontum adspectabant flentes. ‘ Heu tot vada fessis 
Et tantum superesse maris,’ vox omnibus una, 
Urbem orant, taedet pelagi perferre laborem. 
Ergo inter medias sese haut ignara nocendi 
Conicit, et faciemque deae vestemque reponit ; 
Fit Beroe, Tmarii coniunx longaeva Dorycli, 
Cui genus et quondam nomen natique fuissent ; 
Ac sic Dardanidum mediam se matribus infert : 
‘OQ miserae, quas non manus,’ inquit, ‘ Achaica bello 
Traxerit ad letum patriae sub moenibus! o gens 
Infelix, cui te exitio Fortuna reservat ? 
Septima post Troiae excidium iam vertitur aestas, 
Cum freta, cum terras omnis, tot inhospita saxa 
Sideraque emensae ferimur, dum per mare magnum 
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While still retreating Italy we chase 

O’er the great deep, and on its waters toss. 
Here lie the shores of Eryx, brotherly, 

And here our host Acestes. Who prevents 
Our founding walls and giving to our folk 

A town to dwell in? O my fatherland, 

And household gods we rescued from the foe 
But all in vain, shall never walls again 

Be called the walls of Troy ? and Hector’s streams, 
Xanthus and Simois, nowhere shall I see ? 

Nay, come and burn with me those ill-starred ships, 
For seer Cassandra’s ghost in sleep appeared 
To hand me glowing torches: ‘ Here said she 
Seek ye your Troy: here is your home to be. 
Time now that it were done; nor brook delay 
Such solemn prodigies. To Neptune see 

Four altars here; the deity himself 

Is lending us his torches and his zeal.’”’ 

Thus speaking she was first to stoutly grasp 
The baneful brand, and with uplifted arm 

Far swinging brandished it aloft and hurled 
With gathered might. Then were the minds inflamed 
And hearts bewildered of the Trojan dames. 
Hereon spake one of all the many there, 
Pyrgo, the oldest, and the royal nurse 

Of Priam’s many sons: “ Nay this is not 
Your Beroe, my matrons, nor is she 

The wife Rhoeteian-born of Doryclus : 

Note in her signs of comeliness divine, 

What glowing eyes, the manner of her breath, 
What features, and voice tones, and stately gait. 
And mine own self I am but lately come 

From Beroe, and left her lying sick, 

And bitterly lamenting that alone 

She of such solemn office lost her part, 

And might not pay Anchises honour due.”’ 
These were her words— 

But, wav’ring first, the matrons, doubtfully, 
With eyes malignant ’gan to view the ships, 
Betwixt fell fondness for their present land, 
And kingdoms that by fate are calling them : 
When poised on level pinions through the sky 
The goddess raised her, and departing clave 
A mighty circuit underneath the clouds. 

Then of a truth by portents terrified, 

And frenzy-driven, all shout as one and seize 
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Italiam sequimur fugientem et volvimur undis. 
Hic Erycis fines fraterni atque hospes Acestes : 
Quis prohibet muros iacere et dare civibus urbem ? 
O patria et rapti nequiquam ex hoste Penates, 
Nullane iam Troiae dicentur moenia? nusquam 
Hectoreos amnis Xanthum et Simoenta videbo? 
Quin agite et mecum infaustas exurite puppis. 
Nam mihi Cassandrae per somnum vatis imago 
Ardentis dare visa faces: “‘ hic quaerite Troiam ; 
Hic domus est,” inquit, ‘‘ vobis.” Iam tempus agi res, 
Nec tantis mora prodigiis. En quattuor arae 
Neptuno; deus ipse faces animumque ministrat.’ 
Haec memorans prima infensum vi corripit ignem 
Sublataque procul dextra conixa coruscat 

Et iacit. Arrectae mentes stupefactaque corda 
Tliadum. Hic una e multis quae maxima natu, 
Pyrgo, tot Priami natorum regia nutrix: 

“Non Beroe vobis, non haec Rhoeteia, matres, 

Est Dorycli coniunx ; divini signa decoris 
Ardentisque notate oculos, qui spiritus illi, 

Qui voltus vocisque sonus vel gressus eunti. 
Ipsa egomet dudum Beroen digressa reliqui 
Aegram, indignantem, tali quod sola careret 
Munere nec meritos Anchisae inferret honores.’ 
Haec effata. 

At matres primo ancipites oculisque malignis 
Ambiguae spectare rates miserum inter amorem 
Praesentis terrae fatisque vocantia regna: 

Cum dea se paribus per caelum sustulit alis 
Ingentemque fuga secuit sub nubibus arcum. 
Tum vero attonitae monstris actaeque furore 
Conclamant, rapiuntque focis penetralibus ignem ; 
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The fires from inner hearths ; while some despoil 
The altars, and hurl green and bough and torch. 
Roars Vulcan loose-reined round the thwart and oar 
And gay pine poop. Then to Anchises’ tomb 

And circus seats Eumelus brings the news 

Of ships afire; and they themselves look back 

And see an ashy pall of floating cloud. 

And first Ascanius while he gaily led 

The horse-manceuvres, instantly speeds off 

Gn horseback hotly to the troubled camp ; 

Nor could his frightened guardians hold him back. 

‘‘ What this fresh madness yours? What your intent?” 
“What your intent?’ He cries: ‘Alas! poor folk, 
’Tis not your foe, not hostile Argive camp, 

But your own hopes you are burning. See I am 
Your own Ascanius.’’ At his feet he flung 

The empty helmet, clad in which he woke 

The mimicry of warfare in their sport. 

At once AEneas and the Teucrians’ host 

Come speeding to them. But those women then 
Scatter and fly in terror everywhere 

All ways along the shore and stealthily 

Seek woods and caves if anywhere there be ; 

Sick of their deed and of the light are they, 

And with changed hearts they know their frends again, 
And Juno’s power is stricken from their breast. 

Yet not for that did flames and kindled fires 

Lay by their untamed forces; but the tow 

Beneath wet timbers lives, and vomits forth 

Its heavy smoke, and smouldering heat devours 

The hulls, and deeper down the mischief goes 
Through the whole framework ; nor the heroes’ strength 
Nor streams poured o’er the flames avail them aught. 
Then good AEneas from his shoulders rent 

His robe, and called upon the gods for aid, 

And upward spread his palms: “ Almighty Jove, 

If thou not yet hast utter hatred felt 

For Trojans every one, and if at all 

Thy heart, so kind of old, doth still regard 

The sorrows of mankind, grant Father now 

Our fleet may ’scape the flames, and snatch from doom 
The slender fortunes left to Teucer’s sons : 

Else our poor remnant if I so deserve 

Do thou with hostile thunderbolt send down 

To death, and whelm me here with thy right hand.” 
Scarce had he said it, when with flood of rain 
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Pars spoliant aras, frondem ac virgulta facesque 
Coniciunt: furit inmissis Volcanus habenis 
Transtra per et remos et pictas abiete puppis. 
Nuntius Anchisae ad tumulum cuneosque theatri 
Incensas perfert naves Eumelus, et ipsi 
Respiciunt atram in nimbo volitare favillam. 
Primus et Ascanius, cursus ut laetus equestris 
Ducebat, sic acer equo turbata petivit 

Castra, nec exanimes possunt retinere magistri. 
‘Quis furor iste novus? quo nunc, quo tenditis,’ inquit, 
‘Heu miserae cives? non hostem inimicaque castra 
Argivom, vestras spes uritis: en, ego vester 
Ascanius.’ Galeam ante pedes proiecit inanem, 
Qua ludo indutus belli simulacra ciebat. 
Accelerat simul Aeneas, simul agmina Teucrum. 
Ast illae diversa metu per litora passim 
Diffugiunt silvasque et sicubi concava furtim 
Saxa petunt ; piget incepti lucisque, suosque 
Mutatae adgnoscunt, excussaque pectore Iuno est. 
Sed non idcirco flammae atque incendia vires 
Indomitas posuere; udo sub robore vivit 
Stuppa vomens tardum fumum lentusque carinas 
Est vapor et toto descendit corpore pestis, 

Nec vires heroum infusaque flumina prosunt. 
Tum pius Aeneas umeris abscindere vestem 
Auxilioque vocare deos et tendere palmas: 
‘Iuppiter omnipotens, si nondum exosus ad unum 
Troianos, siquid pietas antiqua labores 

Respicit humanos, da flammam evadere classi 
Nunc, Pater, et tenuis Teucrum res eripe leto: 
Vel tu, quod superest, infesto fulmine Morti, 

Si mereor, demitte tuaque hic obrue dextra.’ 
Vix haec ediderat, cum effusis imbribus atra 
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A lowering tempest brake resistlessly, 
And earth’s steep places, and her plains began 
To quake with thunderclap ; from all the sky 
Pours down the tempest thick with waterflood 
And with the South wind’s blasts exceeding black ; 
Filled and to overflowing are the hulls, 
The half-burnt timbers sodden ; till at last 
The heat is all extinguished and the keels— 
Four only lost—all from the bane preserved, 
But sire Aineas, stunned by sore mishap, 
Ponders as he keeps turning in his breast, 
This way and that, his deep anxieties ; 
And should he then regardless of his fates, 
Stay listlessly within Sicilian fields, 
Or strive to gain the shores of Italy. 
Then agéd Nautes, whom o’er all the rest 
Tritonian Pallas taught, and made renowned 
For ample insight (’twas by this she gave 
Him answers, either what the gods’ fierce wrath 
Might bode, or what fate’s ordering require), 
He with the solace of this counsel now 
Addressed Aineas: ‘‘O thou goddess-born, 
Whither the fates do draw, or draw us back, 
There let us follow; whatsoe’er it be, 
We may be masters of our every lot 
By bearing it. Here to thy help is found 
Acestes, Dardan-born of race divine ; 
Him as associate of thy counsels take, 
And for thy willing partner join to thee; 
To him hand over those now in excess 
From the lost ships, and those that feel distaste 
Of thy great enterprise and thy command, 
Old men and matrons weary of the sea, 
And all with thee that’s weakly and afraid 
Of danger, choose thou out, and let them find, 
Poor weary ones within these lands their walls. 
Acesta they shall call their town—by name 
Permitted them.” 

Although in spirit stirred 
By such injunctions of his agéd friend, 
Yet sooth was he distracted everyway 
With all fresh cares. And in her two-horsed car 
Dark Night up-borne had hold upon the sky; 
Then from the heaven the phantom of his sire 
Anchises gliding down seemed suddenly 
To pour forth words like these: ‘‘ O son, to me 
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Tempestas sine more furit tonitruque tremescunt 
Ardua terrarum et campi; ruit aethere toto 
Turbidus imber aqua densisque nigerrimus austris, 
Implenturque super puppes, semiusta madescunt 
Robora, restinctus donec vapor omnis et omnes 
Quattuor amissis servatae a peste carinae. 

At pater Aeneas, casu concussus acerbo, 
Nunc huc ingentis nunc illuc pectore curas 
Mutabat versans, Siculisne resideret arvis 
Oblitus ‘fatorum, Italasne capesseret oras. 
Tum senior Nautes, unum Tritonia Pallas 
Quem docuit multaque insignem reddidit arte : 
(Hac responsa dabat vel quae portenderet ira 
Magna deum vel quae fatorum posceret ordo :) 
Isque his Aenean solatus vocibus infit : 


“Nate dea, quo fata trahunt retrahuntque sequamur ; 


Ouidquid erit, superanda omnis fortuna ferendo est. 

Est tibi Dardanius divinae stirpis Acestes : 

Hunc cape consiliis socium et coniunge volentem, 

Huic trade, amissis superant qui navibus et quos 

Pertaesum magni incepti rerumque tuarum est, 

Longaevosque senes ac fessas aequore matres 

Et quidquid tecum invalidum metuensque pericli est 

Delige, et his habeant terris sine moenia fessi : 

Urbem appellabunt permisso nomine Acestam.’ 
Talibus incensus dictis senioris amici 

Tum vero in curas animo diducitur omnis. 

Et Nox atra polum bigis subvecta tenebat. 

Visa dehinc caelo facies delapsa parentis 

Anchisae subito talis effundere voces: 
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More dear of old than life, while life did last, 

O son, by fates of Ilium sorely tried, 

Hither I come by ordering of Jove, 

Who from thy vessels drove the fire away, 

And pitied thee at length from heaven on high 

To counsels full of wisdom give thou heed 

Which agéd Nautes now bestows on thee 

Thy chosen youth, thy bravest hearts convey 

To Italy In Latin land there dwells 

A sturdy race, and trained in hardihood, 

Whom thou must break in war But first my son 

Do thou to Pluto’s nether homes draw nigh, 

And seek to meet me o’er the birdless depths , 

For Tartarus unblest contains me not, 

Nor gloomy shades, but ’midst glad gatherings 

Of godly men, and in Elysian fields 

I dwell The Sibyl chaste shall bring thee here, 

When thou much blood of black-wooled sheep has shed 

Then shalt thou learn regarding all thy race, 

And what the walls that are assigned to thee 

And now farewell Moist night 1s whirling on 

In mad career, and cruel Eastern Dawn 

Hath breathed upon me with her panting steeds ”’ 

He spake and to the slender breezes fled, 

As he were smoke ‘“ Ah, whither wouldst thou haste ? 

And whither rend thee from me ? whom avoid ? 

7Eneas cries—“ or who doth hold thee back 

From our embracings ?’’ He, while thus he speaks, 

Ashes and sleepy embers stirs afresh, 

And supphant to the Lar of Pergamos 

And shrines of hoary Vesta pays respect 

With pious meal-cake, and with censer filled 
Forthwith his comrades, and Acestes first, 

He calls to him, and Jove’s command declares, 

And his fond sire’s behests, and the resolve 

That now 1s firmly stablisned in his mind 

His plans halt not, nor does Acestes turn 

Deaf ear to the commands They for their town 

Enhst the matrons, and enroll the folk 

Who so desire 1t—souls that feel no need 

Of high renown Themselves renew the thwarts, 

Replace the oaken timbers in the ships 

That flames have charred, and oars and cordage fit , 

Their numbers few, but courage high for war 

Meanwhile AEneas with a plough marks out 

The city, lots them houses, and ordains 
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‘Nate mihi vita quondam, dum vita manebat, 

Care magis, nate Iliacis exercite fatis, 

Imperio Iovis huc venio, qui classibus ignem 
Depulit, et caelo tandem miseratus ab alto est. 
Consiliis pare, quae nunc pulcherrima Nautes 

Dat senior; lectos iuvenes, fortissima corda, 

Defer in Italiam. Gens dura atque aspera cultu 
Debellanda tibi est Latio. Ditis tamen ante 
Infernas accede domos et Averna per alta 
Congressus pete, nate, meos. Non me impia namque 
Tartara habent tristes umbrae, sed amoena piorum 
Concilia Elysiumque colo. Huc casta Sibylla 
Nigrarum multo pecudum te sanguine ducet. 


Tum genus omne tuum et quae dentur moenia disces. 


Iamque vale; torquet medios Nox umida cursus, 
Et me saevus equis Oriens adflavit anhelis.’ 
Dixerat, et tenuis fugit ceu fumus in auras. 
Aeneas, ‘ quo deinde ruis? quo proripis?’ inquit, 


‘Quem fugis ? aut quis te nostris complexibus arcet ?’ 


Haec memorans cinerem et sopitos suscitat ignis, 
Pergameumque Larem et canae penetralia Vestae 
Farre pio et plena supplex veneratur acerra. 
Extemplo socios primumque arcessit Acesten, 
Et Iovis imperium et cari praecepta parentis 
Edocet et quae nunc animo sententia constet. 
Haut mora consiliis, nec iussa recusat Acestes. 
Transcribunt urbi matres populumque volentem 
Deponunt, animos nil magnae laudis egentis. 
Ipsi transtra novant flammisque ambesa reponunt 
Robora navigiis, aptant remosque rudentisque, 
Exigui numero, sed bello vivida virtus. 
Interea Aeneas urbem designat aratro 
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That this be Ilium, and that here be Troy. 
Trojan Acestes in his realm delights, 
Proclaims a forum, and enacts a code 
Of laws for his assembled senators. 
Then nigh the stars, on Eryx’ top are laid 
Foundations of Idalian Venus’ shrine, 
A priest too, and far-spreading sacred grove 
Is added to Anchises’ burial mound. 
And now nine days had all his folk kept feast 
And offered on their altars; gentle winds 
Have laid the waters, and the frequent breath 
Of Auster calls them on the deep again. 
Loud wailing rises by the winding shores : 
Night and day long, each clasped to each, they stay. 
The very matrons now, the very men, 
To whom the sea looked hateful, and its power 
Past their enduring, now are fain to go, 
And all the toil of travel to endure. 
Them good AEneas soothes with friendly word, 
And to Acestes, kinsman his by blood, 
With tears commends them. Then he bids them slay 
Three calves to Eryx, and to gods of storm 
A lamb, and loose the cables one by one. 
Himself, his head encircled with the leaves 
Of well trimmed olive, as he stands apart 
Upon the prow holds up a spreading bowl, 
And strews the entrails on the salt sea-waves, 
And pours the flowing wine. A rising breeze 
Blows from the stern and follows in their wake 
Then his companions, vying each with each, 
Smite on the sea, and sweep its watery plains. 
But Venus meanwhile harassed by her care 
Addresses Neptune, and pours forth to him 
Complainings such as these: ‘the bitter wrath 
Of Juno, and her breast insatiable 
Compel me, Neptune, now to condescend 
To all entreaties ; her, nor lapse of time, 
Nor any reverence paid her, doth appease, 
Nor grows she tranquil at command of Jove, 
Nor daunted by the fates. ’Tis not enough 
From heart of Phrygian nation that she gnawed 
Their town by evil hatred, nor that she 
Dragged Troy’s remainder through all punishment ; 
She still pursues the ashes and the bones 
Of her that’s dead. Let her then know the best 
The causes of such fell malignity. 
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Sortiturque domos; hoc Ilium et haec loca Troiam 
Esse iubet. Gaudet regno Troianus Acestes, 
Indicitque forum et patribus dat iura vocatis. 
Tum vicina astris Erycino in vertice sedes 
Fundatur Veneri Idaliae, tumuloque sacerdos 
Ac lucus late sacer additur Anchiseo. 

Iamque dies epulata novem gens omnis, et aris 
Factus honos: placidi straverunt aequora venti, 
Creber et adspirans rursus vocat Auster in altum. 
Exoritur procurva ingens per litora fletus ; 
Complexi inter se noctemque diemque morantur. 
Ipsae iam matres, ipsi, quibus aspera quondam 
Visa maris facies et non tolerabile numen, 

Ire volunt omnemque fugae perferre laborem. 
Quos bonus Aeneas dictis solatur amicis 

Et consanguineo lacrimans commendat Acestae. 
Tris Eryci vitulos et Tempestatibus agnam 
Caedere deinde iubet solvique ex ordine funem. 
Ipse, caput tonsae foliis evinctus olivae, 

Stans procul in prora pateram tenet, extaque salsos 
Proicit in fluctus ac vina liquentia fundit. 
Prosequitur surgens a puppi ventus euntis: 
Certatim socii feriunt mare et aequora verrunt. 

At Venus interea Neptunum exercita curis 
Adloquitur talisque effundit pectore questus : 
‘Tunonis gravis ira nec exsaturabile pectus 
Cogunt me, Neptune, preces descendere in omnis ; 
Quam nec longa dies, pietas nec mitigat ulla, 

Nec Iovis imperio fatisque infracta quiescit. 
Non media de gente Phrygum exedisse nefandis 


Urbem odiis satis est nec poenam traxe per omnem: 


Reliquias Troiae cineres atque ossa peremptae 
Insequitur : causas tanti sciat illa furoris. 
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Thyself of late among the Libyan waves 
My witness wert what mischief suddenly 
She woke, and mingled all the sea with sky, 
In vain reliance on A#olian storms, 
And dared this e’en in kingdoms that are thine. 
Lo too, Troy’s matrons goaded into crime, 
She has foully burned the ships ; and, their fleet gone, 
Forced them to leave their friends to land unknown. 
For what remains, I pray they be allowed 
To spread their sails in safety o’er thy wave, 
And reach Laurentine Tiber ; if my suit 
Be lawful, if the Fates those walls bestow.”’ 

Then thus spake Saturn’s son, the deep sea’s lord : 
“OQ, Cytherea, wholly were it right, 
To trust thee to my realms from whence thy birth : 
So too I merit. Oft I checked the rage, 
And the fierce fury both of sky and sea. 
Nor thy AZneas less my care on land— 
Xanthus and Simois be my witnesses— 
When, pressing hard upon Troy’s fainting hosts, 
Achilles ’gainst their walls was dashing them, 
And giving many thousands to their death, 
And rivers choked with corpses groaned aloud, 
And Xanthus’ waters could not find their way 
Nor roll on to the sea ; then bare I off 
In hollow cloud AEneas who had fought 
Hand unto hand with Peleus’ valiant son, 
But matched him not in gods nor might of arms, 
Aye, though I longed from base to overthrow 
The walls of perjured Troy my hands had reared. 
Now too my purpose doth remain the same : 
Banish thy fear. In safety shall he gain 
The harbour of Avernus—thy desire. 
One only shall there be, whom he shall seek 
Lost in the whirling flood ; a single life 
For many shall be given.’””’ When with these words 
He quite had soothed the goddess’ heart to joy, 
The sire his steeds with golden harness yokes, 
And curbs their mettle with the foaming bits, 
And lets the reins drop loose within his hands. 
Then o’er the tops of waves in azure car 
Lightly he skims. The billows sink to rest 
And the swollen surface of the sea is smoothed 
Beneath his thundering wheel; the clouds take flight 
O’er the vast ether. Then the varied shapes 
Of his companions show—gigantic whales 
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Ipse mihi nuper Libycis tu testis in undis 

Quam molem subito excierit maria omnia caelo 
Miscuit, Aeolus nequiquam freta procellis, 

In regnis hoc ausa tuis 

Per scelus ecce etiam Troianis matmbus actis 
Exussit foede puppis, et classe subegit 

Amissa socios ignotae linquere terrae 

Quod superest, oro liceat dare tuta per undas 
Vela tibi, liceat Laurentem attingere Thybrim, 

S1 concessa peto, si dant ea moenia Parcae’ 

Tum Saturnius haec domiutor maris edidit alti 
‘Fas omne est, Cytherea, meis te fidere regmis, 
Unde genus ducis Meru quoque, saepe furores 
Compressi et rabiem tantam caelique marisque, 
Nec minor in terris, Xanthum Sumoentaque testor, 
Aeneae mihi cura tut Cum Troia Achilles 
Exanimata sequens inpingeret agmina munis 
Milia multa daret leto, gemerentque repleti 
Amnes, nec reperire viam atque evolvere posset 
In mare se Xanthus, Pelidae tunc ego forti 
Congressum Aenean nec dis nec viribus aequis 
Nube cava rapui, cuperem cum vertere ab imo 
Structa meis manibus periurae moenia Troiae 
Nunc quoque mens eadem perstat muh, pelle tumores 
Tutus, quos optas, portus accedet Averni 

Unus erit tantum, amissum quem gurgite quaeret 
Unum pro multis dabitur caput ’ 

His ub: laeta deae permulsit pectora dictis, 

Iungit equos auro Genitor, spumantiaque addit 
Frena feris, manibusque omnis effundit habenas 
Caeruleo per summa levis volat aequora curru , 
Subsidunt undae, tumidumque sub axe tonanti 
Sternitur aequor aquis, fugiunt vasto aethere nimbi 
Tum variae comitum facies, inmania cete, 
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And Glaucus’ agéd train, and Ino’s son 

Palemon, and the Tritons’ agile band 

And all the host of Phorcus. Thetis comes 

And Melite, and maiden Panopeza, 

Nesza, there, and Spio and Thalia 

Cymodoce too on the left. Hereon 

Sweet joys in turn thrill through the troubled mind 
Of sire AEneas, and he bids them rear 

All masts with speed, and strain their yards with sail. 
All work the sheet together and alike 

Loose sail now left, now right; together all 

Shift their tall sailyards round and shift them back ; 
The favouring breezes bear the fleet along. 
Foremost of all then Palinurus leads 

The close array ; the rest are bidden steer 

Their course toward him. And damp-laden Night 
Already now heaven’s middle turning point 

Had well nigh reached ; outstretched beneath their oars 
On the hard thwarts the sailors had relaxed 

Their limbs in calm repose ; when gliding down 
From the etherial stars, light-footed Sleep 

Brushed dark of air aside, and burst the shades 

To reach thee, Palinurus, and to bring 

Dire dreams to thee, though innocent thou wert, 
And on the lofty poop the god sat down, 

In guise of Phorbas, and gave utterance 

To these his pratings. ‘‘ Palinurus, son 

Of Iasus, the seas themselves bear on 

The fleet, the winds give forth their steady breath ; 
The hour for rest is given. Lay down thy head, 
And from their labour steal thy weary eyes. 

I a short while myself will undertake 

In place of thee thine office.” Unto whom 

Speaks Palinurus, lifting scarce his eyes : 

“ And dost thou bid me then to cease to watch 

The sea’s calm features and its tranquil waves? 
Must I then in this monster put my trust ? 

Why pray should I to Auster’s treacherous blasts 
Entrust Afneas, I, that oft have been 

Tricked by the aspect of a sky serene? ”’ 

Such words he spake, and, clinging with firm grip, 
Would ne’er relax his hold upon the helm, 

And kept his gaze fixed upwards on the stars. 
When lo! the god o’er either temple shook 

A branch all dripping with Lethean dew, 

And drugged in mighty waters of the Styx, 
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Et senior Glauci chorus Inousque Palaemon 
Tritonesque citi Phorcique exercitus omnis ; 
Laeva tenet Thetis et Melite Panopeaque virgo, 
Nesaee Spioque Thaliaque Cymodoceque. 

Hic patris Aeneae suspensam blanda vicissim 
Gaudia pertemptant mentem; iubet ocius omnis 
Attolli malos, intendi bracchia velis. 

Una omnes fecere pedem pariterque sinistros, 
Nunc dextros solvere sinus, una ardua torquent 


Cornua .detorquentque, ferunt sua flamina classem. 


Princeps ante omnis densum Palinurus agebat 
Agmen ; ad hunc alii cursum contendere iussi 
Tamque fere mediam caeli Nox umida metam 
Contigerat ; placida laxabant membra quiete 
Sub remis fusi per dura sedilia nautae : 

Cum levis aetheriis delapsus Somnus ab astris 
Aéra dimovit tenebrosum et dispulit umbras, 
Te, Palinure, petens, tibi somnia tristia portans 
Insonti ; puppique deus consedit in alta, 
Phorbanti similis, funditque has ore loquelas: 
“Taside Palinure, ferunt ipsa aequora classem ; 
Aequatae spirant aurae ; datur hora quieti. 
Pone caput fessosque oculos furare labori: 
Ipse ego paulisper pro te tua munera inibo.’ 
Cui vix attollens Palinurus lumina fatur: 
‘Mene salis placidi voltum fluctusque quietos 
Ignorare iubes ? mene huic confidere monstro ? 
Aenean credam quid enim, fallacibus Austris 
Et caeli totiens deceptus fraude sereni ? ’ 

Talia dicta dabat, clavomque adfixus et haerens 
Nunquam amittebat oculosque sub astra tenebat. 
Ecce deus ramum Lethaeo rore madentem 
Vique soporatum Stygia super utraque quassat 
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And though resisting dulled his swimming eyes. 
Scarce for an instant had unlooked-for rest 
Relaxed his limbs, when leaning o’er him, Sleep 
Hurled him head foremost in the flowing wave 
With part of stern and rudder torn away, 

And calling his companions all in vain 

Full many times. The god like wingéd bird 
Then soared aloft into the slender air. 

The fleet no less its journey safely runs 

Over the sea, and sails on undismayed 
Stayed by the Father Neptune’s promises. 
And even now in onward course they drew 
Nigh to the Siren’s rocks; once hard to thread 
And whitening with the bones of many men; 
Then hoarsely ’gan the rocks far-off to sound 
With ceaseless beat of surge: when then the sire, 
Her pilot gone, perceived the vessel drift, 
And he himself steered o’er the nightly wave, 
With many groans, and stricken sore at heart 
At the disaster of his friend he cries : 

“OQ Palinurus, that didst trust too well 

To calm of sky and sea, now thou wilt lie 

A naked corpse upon an unknown shore! ”’ 


LIBER V 


Tempora, cunctantique natantia lumina solvit. 
Vix primos inopina quies laxaverat artus, 

Et super incumbens cum puppis parte revolsa 
Cumque gubernaclo liquidas proiecit in undas 
Praecipitem ac soclos nequiquam saepe vocantem ; 
Ipse volans tenuis se sustulit ales ad auras. 
Currit iter tutum non setius aequore classis 
Promissisque patris Neptuni interrita fertur. 
Iamque adeo scopulos Sirenum advecta subibat 
Difficilis quondam multorumque ossibus albos 
(Tum rauca adsiduo longe sale saxa sonabant), 
Cum pater amisso fluitantem errare magistro 
Sensit, et ipse ratem nocturnis rexit in undis, 
Multa gemens casuque animum concussus amici: 
‘O nimium caelo et pelago confise sereno, 

Nudus in ignota, Palinure, iacebis harena.’ 


243 


860 


865 


870 


BOOK VI 


THUS weeping he, and gives his fleet the rein, 
And to the Euboean shore of Cumae’s town 
They glide at last. Seaward they turn the prows ; 
With griping fluke the anchor then begins 
To moor the vessels fast, and rounding sterns 
Make fringe along the beach. The warrior band 
Flash hotly forth upon the Hesperian shore ; 
Some search for seeds of flame that lie concealed 
Within the veins of flint ; some scour the woods 
The wild beasts’ thicket-lairs, and point where flow 
Discovered streams. But good A‘neas seeks 
The citadels that high Apollo rules, 
And cavern vast, the lonely far abode 
Of the dread Sibyl, whose great mind and soul 
The Delian bard with inspiration fills 
And lays the future bare. They enter now 
The groves of Trivia, and her golden halls. 

In flight from Minos’ realm when Dedalus— 
So runs the tale—on easy gliding wings 
Dared trust him to the sky, then forth he swam 
To chilly Arctos by unwonted way 
And lightly stood at length on Chalcis’ height. 
And since he here was first restored to earth, 
Phoebus, to thee he gave in solemn gift 
His oarlike wings, and built thy mighty shrine. 
Upon its doors Androgeos’ death is seen ; 
And Cecrops’ sons hard by—sad doom !|—compelled 
Year upon year to pay as penalties 
Seven bodies of their sons; there stands the urn, 
The lots already drawn. The land of Crete 
Shews opposite uprising from the sea ; 
Here graven her fell passion for the bull 
And here Passiphae by craft his mate, 
And the mixed race and twiformed progeny, 
The Minotaur, among them, monument 
Of love unhallowed. Here that work of toil 
The palace, and the inextricable maze ; 
Aye, but in pity for the passion strong 
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Sic fatur lacrimans, classique inmittit habenas, 
Et tandem Euboicis Cumarum adlabitur oris 
Obvertunt pelago proras; tum dente tenaci 
Ancora fundabat naves, et litora curvae 
Praetexunt puppes. Iuvenum manus emicat ardens 5 
Litus in Hesperium ; quaerit pars semina flammae 
Abstrusa in venis silicis; pars densa ferarum 
Tecta rapit, silvas, inventaque flumina monstrat. 
At pius Aeneas arces, quibus altus Apollo 
Praesidet, horrendaeque procul secreta Sibyllae, 10 
Antrum immane, petit, magnam cui mentem animumque 
Delius inspirat vates, aperitque futura. 
Tam subeunt Triviae lucos atque aurea tecta. 

Daedalus, ut fama est, fugiens Minoia regna, 
Praepetibus pennis ausus se credere caelo, 15 
Insuetum per iter gelidas enavit ad Arctos, 
Chalcidicaque levis tandem super adstitit arce. 
Redditus his primum terris tibi, Phoebe, sacravit 
Remigium alarum, posuitque immania templa. 
In foribus letum Androgeo ; tum pendere poenas 20 
Cecropidae iussi (miserum !) septena quotannis 
Corpora natorum ; stat ductis sortibus urna. 
Contra elata mari respondet Cnosia tellus : 
Hic crudelis amor tauri, suppostaque furto 
Pasiphaé, mixtumque genus prolesque biformis 25 
Minotaurus inest, Veneris monimenta nefandae ; 
Hic labor ille domus, et inextricabilis error ; 
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Of the princess did Dedalus himself 

Disclose the subtle windings of the place, 

And with a thread bewildered footsteps guide. 
Thou too hadst had great share in such a work, 
O Icarus, had only grief allowed. 

Twice he essayed in gold to picture forth 

Thy hapless fate ; and twice a father’s hands 

Fell powerless. So then with their eyes had they 
Gone on to trace through all, had now not come 
Achates, sent beforehand, and with him 

Priestess of Phoebus and of Trivia, 

Deiphobé, the child of Glaucus, who 

Thus warns the king: ‘‘ This season doth not call 
For those your scrutinies; ‘twill better serve 

To slay seven heifers from the unyoked herd, 

And ewes as many, chosen as the wont.” 

Her warnings to Atneas thus addressed— 

Nor do the men her sacred hests delay— 

The priestess into her high temple bids 

The Teucrians come. The Eubcean rock’s broad side 
Is wrought into a cavern, whither lead 

A hundred openings broad, a hundred mouths ; 
Whence rush so many utterances forth, 

The answers of the Sibyl. They had reached 

The entrance when the prophetess cried out : 
“Time now to ask your fates; behold the god ! 
The god!’ And as before the doors she spake 
The words, all on a sudden in her face 

No settled Jook was there, no settled hue, 

Nor stayed her locks in trim; but full of sighs 
Her bosom, swollen with frenzy her fierce heart ; 
And stature-grown she seems; nor earthly rings 
Her utterance, for she had felt the breath 

Of the now nearer god’s divinity : 

“ 7Eneas Trojan-born,” she cries aloud 

“ Slow,—slow art thou to frame thy vows and prayer 
For not till then will ope in free reply 

The mighty mouths of the astonied shrine.” 

And, saying this, she hushed. Chill trembling ran 
Through the hard bones of Teucrians, and their king 
From out his bosom’s depths poured forth his prayer : 
““Q Phoebus who didst e’er compassionate 
Troy’s cruel agonies, thou who didst guide 

The Dardan shafts of Paris and his hand 
Against the body of Aacides, 

With thee for leader entrance have I found 
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Daedalus ipse dolos tecti ambagesque resolvit, 


Caeca regens filo vestigia. Tu quoque magnam 


Partem opere in tanto, sineret dolor, Icare, haberes. 


Bis conatus erat casus effingere in auro, 
Bis patriae cecidere manus. Quin protinus omnia 
Perlegerent oculis, ni iam praemissus Achates 
Adforet, atque una Phoebi Triviaeque sacerdos, 
Deiphobe Glauci, fatur quae talia regi: 
‘Non hoc ista sibi tempus spectacula poscit ; 
‘Nunc grege de intacto septem mactare iuvencos 
‘Praestiterit, totidem lectas de more bidentes.’ 
Talibus adfata Aenean (nec sacra morantur 
Iussa viri) Teucros vocat alta in templa sacerdos. 
Excisum Euboicae latus ingens rupis in antrum, 
Quo lati ducunt aditus centum, ostia centum ; 
Unde ruunt totidem voces, responsa Sibyllae. 
Ventum erat ad limen, cum virgo, ‘ Poscere fata 
‘Tempus,’ ait; ‘deus, ecce, deus!’ cui talia fanti 
Ante fores subito non voltus, non color unus, 


Non comptae mansere comae; sed pectus anhelum, 


Et rabie fera corda tument ; maiorque videri 
Nec mortale sonans, adflata est numine quando 


Iam propiore dei. ‘ Cessas in vota precesque, 


‘Tros,’ ait, ‘ Aenea, cessas ? neque enim ante dehiscent 


‘Attonitae magna ora domus.’ Et talia fata 
Conticuit. Gelidus Teucris per dura cucurrit 
Ossa tremor, funditque preces rex pectore ab imo: 
‘Phoebe, graves Troiae semper miserate labores, 
‘Dardana qui Paridis direxti tela manusque 


‘Corpus in Aeacidae, magnas obeuntia terras 
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To many seas that beat on mighty lands, 

E’en to Massilian races far remote, 

And fields before the shifting sands outspread ; 

Now on the fleeting shores of Italy 

Firm hold have we at last. No further now 

May Troy’s disastrous fortune follow us. 

Now, well may spare the race of Pergamos 

All gods and goddesses, to whom offence 

Was Ilium, and Dardania’s huge renown. 

And thou, most holy priestess, who dost read 

The future ere it come, permission grant 

(I ask but realms that to my fates are due) 

That Teucrians may in Latium find a home, 

They and their wandering gods and travel-tossed 

Divinities of Troy. Then will I found 

A shrine to Phoebus and to Trivia, 

Of solid marble reared, and festal days 

Called by the name of Phoebus. Thee as well 

Great sanctuaries in our realms await ; 

For there will I thine oracles bestow, 

And secret fate-lore to my race revealed, 

And chosen men for thee will consecrate 

Only do thou, kind prophetess, refrain 

From trusting to the leaves thy lore, for fear 

They fly confused, of speedy winds the sport ; 

Chant them aloud, I pray.’”” He ceased to speak. 
But not as yet submissive to the power 

Of Phoebus, in her cave the prophetess 

Infuriate raves, and struggles from her breast 

To shake the mighty influence of the god ; 

So much the more he plies her rabid mouth, 

Quells her fierce heart, and moulds her by his will. 

And now the temple’s hundred portals huge 

Ope swiftly of themselves, and through the air 

Bear forth the answer of the prophetess : 

“O thou that hast passed safely through at last 

Great perils of the sea, though greater still 

By land await thee—to Lavinian realms 

The Dardan folk shall come; this fear dismiss 

From out thy heart, but also they shall wish 

They ne’er had come. War, gruesome war, I see 

And Tiber foaming with a tide of blood. 

Nor Simois, nor Xanthus, shalt thou lack, 

Nor Doric camp. Already has been born 

To Latium’s land Achilles’ counterpart, 

And he too goddess-born ; nor shall the scourge 
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‘Tot maria intravi duce te penitusque repostas 
‘Massylum gentes, praetentaque Syrtibus arva ; 
‘Iam tandem Italiae fugientes prendimus oras. 
‘Hac Troiana tenus fuerit fortuna secuta. 
‘Vos quoque Pergameae iam fas est parcere genti, 
‘Dique deaeque omnes, quibus obstitit Ilium et ingens 
‘Gloria Dardaniae. Tuque, o sanctissima vates, 
‘Praescia venturi, da (non indebita posco 
‘Regna meis fatis) Latio considere Teucros, 
: Errantesque deos agitataque numina Troiae. 
‘Tum Phoebo et Triviae solido de marmore templum 
‘Instituam, festosque dies de nomine Phoebi. 
‘Te quoque magna manent regnis penetralia nostris ; 
‘Hic ego namque tuas sortes arcanaque fata, 
‘Dicta meae genti, ponam lectosque sacrabo. 
‘Alma, viros. Foliis tantum ne carmina manda, 
‘Ne turbata volent rapidis ludibria ventis : 
‘Ipsa canas oro.’ Finem dedit ore loquendi. 

At, Phoebi nondum patiens, immanis in antro 
Bacchatur vates, magnum si pectore possit 
Excussisse deum: tanto magis ille fatigat 


Os rabidum, fera corda domans, fingitque premendo. 


Ostia iamque domus patuere ingentia centum 
Sponte sua vatisque ferunt responsa per auras: 

“O tandem magnis pelagi defuncte periclis, 

‘(Sed terrae graviora manent) in regna Lavini 
‘Dardanidae venient, mitte hanc de pectore curam, 
‘Sed non et venisse volent. Bella, horrida bella, 
‘Et Thybrim multo spumantem sanguine cerno. 
‘Non Simois tibi nec Xanthus nec Dorica castra 
‘Defuerint : alius Latio iam partus Achilles, 
‘Natus et ipse dea: nec Teucris addita Iuno 
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Of Trojans, Juno, e’er be far away ; 
Whilst thou, a suppliant, in thy needy case, 
To what Italian races or what towns 
Wilt thou not cry for help? a second time 
A stranger bride the cause of grevous ill, 
A foreign marriage once again the cause. 
Do thou not yield to ills, but bravelier 
Whatever way thy fortune shall allow 
Encounter them; for safety’s earliest road— 
That which thou least dost think—through Grecian town 
Shall be thrown open to thee.” 

In such words 
Does the Cumzan Sibyl from her shrine 
Dread riddles chant, and bellow in her cave, 
Wrapping in darkling utterance the truth ; 
So on her rage Apollo shakes his rein, 
And deep within her bosom plies his goads. 
When first her madness lulled and calmer grew 
Her raving lips, Aiéneas brave begins ; 
“No novel nor unlooked for guise of toil, 
Rises before me, maiden, for before 
I marked and traversed all within the mind. 
One thing I pray thee; since ’tis said that here 
Is found the gateway of the nether king 
And the dark lake where Acheron o’erflows, 
Be my blest lot to go where I may see 
My loved sire’s features ; point me out the way, 
And make the sacred entrance open wide. 
Through flames, a thousand javelins in pursuit, 
I snatched him on these shoulders and bore off 
Safe from the midst of enemies; and he, 
Companion of my way, endured with me 
Toils by all seas, and in infirmity 
Bore all the threatenings of the main and sky, 
Beyond the vigour and the lot of age. 
Nay, he himself besought me o’er and o’er, 
And bade me come in suppliance to thee. 
And draw anigh thy threshold. Kindly one, 
Pity both son and sire; for thou hast power 
O’er all things, nor in vain did Hecate 
Set thee for ruler o’er the birdless groves. 
If Orpheus, trusting to his Thracian lyre 
And sounding strings, had power to summon forth 
The manes of his spouse ; if Pollux bought 
His brother back by dying turn by turn, 
And tread so often to and fro the road,— 
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‘Usquam aberit ; cum tu supplex in rebus egenis 

‘Quas gentes Italum aut quas non oraveris urbes ! 

‘Causa mali tanti coniunx iterum hospita Teucris, 

‘Externique iterum thalami. 

‘Tu ne cede malis, sed contra audentior ito, 

‘Qua tua te Fortuna sinet. Via prima salutis, 

‘Quod minime reris, Graia pandetur ab urbe.’ 
Talibus ex adyto dictis Cumaea Sibylla 

Horrendas canit ambages antroque remugit, 

Obscuris vera involvens; ea frena furenti 

Concutit et stimulos sub pectore vertit Apollo. 

Ut primum cessit furor, et rabida ora quierunt, 

Incipit Aeneas heros: ‘ Non ulla laborum, 

‘O virgo, nova mi facies inopinave surgit ; 

“Omnia praecepi atque animo mecum ante peregi. 

“Unum oro: quando hic inferni ianua regis 

‘Dicitur et tenebrosa palus Acheronte refuso 

‘Ire ad conspectum cari genitoris et ora 

“Contingat ; doceas iter, et sacra ostia pandas. 

‘Tllum ego per flammas et mille sequentia tela 

‘Eripui his umeris, medioque ex hoste recep ; 

‘Tlle, meum comitatus iter, maria omnia mecum 

‘Atque omnes pelagique minas caelique ferebat, 

‘Invalidus, vires ultra sortemque senectae. 

‘Quin, ut te supplex peterem, et tua limina adirem, 

‘Idem orans mandata dabat. Gnatique patrisque, 

‘Alma, precor, miserere, potes namque omnia, nec te 

‘Nequiquam lucis Hecate praefecit Avernis. 

‘Si potuit Manes arcessere coniugis Orpheus, 

‘ Threicia fretus cithara fidibusque canoris ; 

‘Si fratrem Pollux alterna morte redemit, 

‘Itque reditque viam totiens (quid Thesea magnum, 
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Of mighty Theseus—Hercules, why tell ? 
I also claim descent from lofty Jove.” 

Thus on he prayed, and held the altar fast, 
When thus began the prophetess to speak : 
‘“‘ Sprung from the blood of gods, O Trojan-born 
Son of Anchises, easy is the path 
Down to Avernus; for by night and day 
Wide open stands the gloomy Pluto’s gate; 
But to retrace thy footstep and come forth 
To air above, ’tis here the toil, the task. 
A few whom favouring Jupiter has loved, 
Or glowing virtue to the stars has raised, 
Sons of the gods, were able so to do. 
Woods fill the space between, and, gliding round, 
Cocytus with dark fold encircles it. 
But if so great the longing in thy mind, 
So great the yearning twice upon the lake 
Of Styx to float, and twice to look upon 
Black Tartarus, and if thy pleasure be 
To revel in a madman’s enterprise, 
Then learn the things that first must needs be done. 
In a dark tree there lies concealed a bough, 
All golden both in leaf and pliant twig, 
Sacred to Juno of the nether world ; 
This the whole grove holds hidden, and the shade 
Of gloomy gorges shuts it from the sight. 
But to earth’s covert places to descend 
Is granted not, until one from the tree 
Have plucked the gold-leafed produce that it bears. 
Her special tribute this fair Proserpine 
Has willed be borne her; and, the first torn off, 
There lacks not yet another all of gold, 
And sprouts the twig with gold-leaf as before. 
Search deeply therefore for it with thine eyes, 
And pluck it with thine hand when duly found ; 
For if the fates are calling thee ‘twill yield 
Of its accord, and freely come away ; 
Else not with any strength wilt thou avail 
To overcome it, or to lop it off 
With the hard axe. Nay more for thee there lies 
(Alas thou know’st it not) a friend’s dead corpse, 
And taints the whole fleet with death, while thou dost seek 
Our counselling, and linger at our gate. 
First bear him to his proper resting-place, 
And hide him in the tomb ; and bring black ewes, 
And let those be thine earliest offerings 
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“Quid memorem Alciden ?) Et mi genus ab Iove summo.’ 
Talibus orabat dictis arasque tenebat ; 

Cum sic orsa loqui vates: ‘Sate sanguine divom, 125 

‘Tros Anchisiade, facilis descensus Averno ; 

“Noctes atque dies patet atri ianua Ditis ; 

‘Sed revocare gradum superasque evadere ad auras, 

‘Hoc opus, hic labor est. Pauci, quos aequus amavit 

“Iuppiter, aut ardens evexit ad aethera virtus, 130 

‘Dis geniti potuere. Tenent media omnia silvae, 

“Cocytusque sinu labens circumvenit atro. 

“Quod si tantus amor menti, si tanta cupido 

‘Bis Stygios innare lacus, bis nigra videre 

‘Tartara, et insano iuvat indulgere labori ; 135 

‘ Accipe, quae peragenda prius. Latet arbore opaca 

‘Aureus et foliis et lento vimine ramus, 

“Tunoni infernae dictus sacer: hunc tegit omnis 

‘Lucus, et obscuris claudunt convallibus umbrae. 

‘Sed non ante datur telluris operta subire, 140 

‘Auricomos quam quis decerpserit arbore fetus. 

“Hoc sibi pulchra suum ferri Proserpina munus 

“Instituit: primo avolso non deficit alter 

“Aureus, et simili frondescit virga metallo. 

‘Ergo alte vestiga oculis et rite repertum 145 

‘Carpe manu; namque ipse volens facilisque sequetur, 

‘Si te fata vocant: aliter non viribus ullis 

‘Vincere nec duro poteris convellere ferro. 

‘Praeterea iacet exanimum tibi corpus amici, 

‘ (Heu nescis !) totamque incestat funere classem, 150 

‘Dum consulta petis nostroque in limine pendes. 

‘Sedibus hunc refer ante suis, et conde sepulchro. 

‘Duc nigras pecudes; ea prima piacula sunto. 
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To cleanse from guilt. So at the last thou’lt see 
The groves of Styx and kingdoms never trod 
Of living man.” She spake, and with sealed lip 
Was dumb. 

Eneas as he leaves the cave 
Dowp gazing walks, and sorrowful of mien, 
And ponders hidden outcomes in his mind. 
To him, as comrade, tried Achates goes, 
And with a heart as heavy plants his steps. 
And much in varied converse they discuss 
Between themselves, what lifeless comrade meant 
The prophetess, what corpse for burial. 
And they, no sooner did they come, beheld 
Misenus, out upon the dry sea-shore, 
Who by death undeservéd had been ta’en. 
Misenus, son of Aolus, than whom 
None was more skilled the heroes to arouse 
With bronzen trumpet, and by music wake 
The god of war. Companion he had been 
Of mighty Hector; and at Hector’s side, 
Conspicuous with clarion and with spear, 
Would enter battle. When, a conqueror, 
Achilles robbed that chieftain of his life, 
The valiant hero then had joined the train 
As henchman, of A‘neas Dardan-born, 
Following no lesser fortunes. But just then, 
While rashly as it chanced, with hollow shell 
He made the waters ring, and with his blast 
Challenged the gods to trial of their skill, 
The envious Triton, if ‘tis worth belief, 
Caught up and drowned the hero then and there 
Among the rocks within the foaming wave. 
So with loud cries of grief all, stood around, 
Bewailed him, good A‘neas more than all. 
Then weeping they at once with haste perform 
The Sibyl’s bidding, and in rival zeal 
Pile up with trees the altar of his tomb 
And raise it high as heaven. 

They wend their way 

Into an ancient wood, deep haunt of beasts. 
Flat falls the pine tree, and the holm resounds 
Beneath the stroke of axe, and ashen beam 
And fissile oak with wedge is cleft apart ; 
From off the hills they roll huge ashes there. 
7Aineas too, amid such tasks the first, 
Cheers on his friends, equipped with tools like theirs 
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‘Sic demum lucos Stygis et regna invia vivis, 

‘ Aspicies.’ Dixit, pressoque obmutuit ore. 155 
Aeneas maesto defixus lumina voltu 

Ingreditur, linquens antrum, caecosque volutat 

Eventus animo secum. Cui fidus Achates 

It comes et paribus curis vestigia figit. 

Multa inter sese vario sermone serebant, 160 

Quem socium exanimem vates, quod corpus humandum 

Diceret. Atque illi Misenum in litore sicco, 

Ut venere, vident indigna morte peremptum, 

Misenum Aeoliden, quo non praestantior alter 

Aere ciere viros Martemque accendere cantu. 165 

Hectoris hic magni fuerat comes, Hectora circum 

Et lituo pugnas insignis obibat et hasta. 

Postquam illum vita victor spoliavit Achilles, 

Dardanio Aeneae sese fortissimus heros 

Addiderat socium, non inferiora secutus. 170 

Sed tum forte cava dum personat aequora concha, 

Demens, et cantu vocat in certamina divos, 

Aemulus exceptum Triton, si credere dignum est, 

Inter saxa virum spumosa inmerserat unda. 

Ergo omnes magno circum clamore fremebant ; 175 

Praecipue pius Aeneas. Tum jussa Sibyllae, 

Haud mora, festinant flentes aramque sepulchro 

Congerere arboribus caeloque educere certant. 

Itur in antiquam silvam, stabula alta ferarum: 

Procumbunt piceae; sonat icta securibus ilex ; 180 

Fraxineaeque trabes cuneis et fissile robur 

Scinditur ; advolvunt ingentes montibus ornos. 

Nec non Aeneas opera inter talia primus 

Hortatur socios paribusque accingitur armis. 
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And thus he ponders in his troubled heart 

As he beholds the boundless wood, and thus 
Perchance he prayed: ‘‘O would that golden bough 
Upon the tree might show itself to us 

In this vast wood, since all, alas! too true 

Of thee, Misenus, told the prophetess.”’ 

Scarce had he spoken, when, so happened it, 
Two doves before the chieftain’s very eyes 
Came flying in the heavens, and on green sward 
Alighted. Then the mighty hero knew 

His mother’s birds, and made his joyful prayer : 
“O be ye now my guides, where’er the way ; 
And through the air do ye your course direct 
Into the grove, where darkens the rich bough 
The fertile soil that grew it; and do thou, 

O goddess parent, leave me not behind 

In my uncertain fortune.’’ So he cried, 

And checked his footsteps, and observed the signs 
They bring and whither they prepare to go. 
They as they feed go forward in their flight 

No further than can hold them still in view 

The eyes of those that follow. Then, when come 
Beside Avernus’ evil-smelling jaws 

They swiftly tower, and through the liquid air 
Gliding, the pair alight upon the tree 

Where they were wished to rest, whence through the boughs 
The many-sparkling sheen of gold shone forth 

As in the woods amid the winter’s cold 

The mistletoe with early leaf is wont 

To wear its green, which its own parent bush 
Seeds not, and with its saffron offspring clothe 
The rounded trunks—such on the dark holm-oak 
The aspect of the sprouting gold, and so 

Were rustling the crisp leaves in gentle breeze. 
Eneas on the instant seizes it 

And eagerly tears off the lingering bough, 

And bears it to the Sibyl priestess’ shrine. 

No less the while the Teucrians on the shore 
Were sorrowing for Misenus, as they brought 
Their latest offerings to his thankless dust, 
They first of all upraised a mighty pyre 
Rich with pine faggots and with cloven oak, 
And with dark foliage intertwine the sides, 

And set the funeral cypresses in front, 
And over it bright arms for ornament. 
Some bear warmed waters, and the bronzen urn 
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Atque haec ipse suo tristi cum corde volutat, 
Aspectans silvam inmensam, et sic forte precatur : 
‘Si nunc se nobis ille aureus arbore ramus 
‘Ostendat nemore in tanto! quando omnia vere 
‘“Heu! nimium de te vates, Misene, locuta est.’ 
Vix ea fatus erat, geminae cum forte columbae 
Ipsa sub ora viri caelo venere volantes, 
Et viridi sedere solo. Tum maximus heros 
Maternas adgnoscit aves, laetusque precatur : 
“Este duces, 0, si qua via est, cursumque per auras 
‘Dirigite in lucos, ubi pinguem dives opacat 
‘Ramus humum. Tuque o dubiis ne defice rebus, 
‘Diva parens.’ Sic effatus vestigia pressit 
Observans, quae signa ferant, quo tendere pergant. 
Pascentes illae tantum prodire volando, 
Quantum acie possent oculi servare sequentum. 
Inde ubi venere ad fauces grave olentis Averni, 
Tollunt se celeres liquidumque per aera lapsae 
Sedibus optatis geminae super arbore sidunt, 
Discolor unde auri per ramos aura refulsit. 
Quale solet silvis brumali frigore viscum 
Fronde virere nova, quod non sua seminat arbos, 
Et croceo fetu teretes circumdare truncos : 
Talis erat species auri frondentis opaca 
Ilice, sic leni crepitabat brattea vento. 
Cornipit Aeneas extemplo avidusque refringit 
Cunctantem, et vatis portat sub tecta Sibyllae. 
Nec minus interea Misenum in litore Teucri 
Flebant et cineri ingrato suprema ferebant. 
Principio pinguem taedis et robore secto 
Ingentem struxere pyram, cui frondibus atris 
Intexunt latera, et ferales ante cupressos 
Constituunt, decorantque super fulgentibus armis. 
Pars calidos latices et aéna undantia flammis 
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Bubbling with flames, and having washed anoint 
His death-cold corpse, and lamentation raise. 
Then lay the limbs o’er which their tears fall thick 
Aside upon the couch, and o’er them cast 
Robes purple-dyed, familiar coverings. 
Then some of them—sad office—raise on high 
The mighty bier, and with averted face 
Hold, as their parents used, the torch below. 
The incense gifts heaped up, the dainty meats, 
The bowls of olive oil outpoured, are burnt. 
When to a slender heap the ashes fell, 
And when the flame died out, the relics then 
And thirsty embers in the wine they washed, 
And Corynzus in a bronzen casque 
Concealed the gathered bones, and bare around 
Pure water, thrice, to his companions all, 
And with a branch of fruitful olive-tree 
Besprinkled them with gently falling dew, 
And purified the men, and to the dead 
Addressed the last farewell. But o’er the chief 
The good AEneas placed a huge grave-mound, 
His armour, and his oar, and clarion, 
"Neath the tall hill that now from him is named 
Misenus, and the ages through will bear 
His aye-enduring name. 

These works performed, 
The Sibyl’s hest he quickly executes. 
A lofty cave there was, huge, yawning-mouthed, 
Rock-bound, and hemmed in by a gloomy lake 
And darkness of its woods ; and over it 
No bird could ever scathless wing its way, 
From its black jaws such noisome breath exhaled, 
And rose to heaven’s high arch—from this the Greeks 
Have by the name Aornos called the place. 
Four black-backed steers here first the priestess ranged, 
And o’er their foreheads gently poured the wine, 
And plucking the top tufts between their horns 
Lays them upon the sacred altar-fires, 
First of the offerings ; and calls aloud 
On Hecate queen both in heaven and hell. 
Others ply knives beneath the throat and catch 
The life-warm blood in basins. With his sword 
Himself Aineas slays a black-fleeced lamb 
To please the mother of the Eumenides 
And her great sister; and a barren cow 
To thee, O Proserpine. Then he begins 
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Expediunt, corpusque lavant frigentis et unguunt. 

Fit gemitus. Tum membra toro defleta reponunt, 

Purpureasque super vestes, velamina nota, 

Coniciunt. Pars ingenti subiere feretro, 

Triste ministerium, et subiectam more parentum 

Aversi tenuere facem. Congesta cremantur 

Turea dona, dapes, fuso crateres olivo. 

Postquam conlapsi cineres et flamma quievit, 

Reliquias vino et bibulam lavere favillam, 

Ossaque lecta cado texit Corynaeus aéno. 

Idem ter socios pura circumtulit unda, 

Spargens rore levi et ramo felicis olivae, 

Lustravitque viros, dixitque novissima verba. 

At pius Aeneas ingenti mole sepulchrum 

Inponit, suaque arma viro remumque tubamque, 

Monte sub aerio; qui nunc Misenus ab illo 

Dicitur, aeternumque tenet per saecula nomen. 
His actis propere exsequitur praecepta Sibyllae. 

Spelunca alta fuit vastoque immanis hiatu, 

Scrupea, tuta lacu nigro nemorumque tenebris ; 

Quam super haud ullae poterant inpune volantes 

Tendere iter pinnis: talis sese halitus atris 

Faucibus effundens supera ad convexa ferebat : 

[Unde locum Grai dixerunt nomine Aornon.]| 

Quattuor hic primum nigrantes terga iuvencos 

Constituit, frontique invergit vina sacerdos ; 

Et summas carpens media inter cornua saetas 

Ignibus inponit sacris, libamina prima, 


Voce vocans Hecaten, caeloque Ereboque potentem. 


Supponunt alii cultros, tepidumque cruorem 
Succipiunt pateris. Ipse atri velleris agnam 
Aeneas matri Eumenidum magnaeque sorori 
Ense ferit, sterilemque tibi, Proserpina, vaccam. 


259 


220 


229 


230 


235 


240 


245 


290 


260 BOOK VI 


His nightly offering to the Stygian king, 
And lays the uncarven carcases of bulls 
Upon the flames and pours enriching oil 
Over the burning entrails. But behold, 
At the first light and rising of the sun, 
The ground began to rumble ’neath their feet, 
And wooded crests of hills began to shake, 
And in the shade were bitches seen to howl 
At coming of the goddess, “* Stand far off 
Far-off unhallowed ones,”’ cries out the seer, 
“‘ And hold you right apart from all the grove. 
And thou press on thy way, and snatch thy blade 
From out its sheath ; now courage thou dost need 
Now strength of heart, A‘neas.’’ This was all 
She spake and plunged within the open cave 
In frenzy spell. He with no timid steps 
Kept pace with his conductress as she went. 

Ye gods, to whom the rule of souls is given, 
Ye silent Shades, Chaos and Phlegethon, 
Wide stretches in the night where silence reigns, 
Be granted me to utter what I heard 
And with your heavenly sanction to disclose 
Things deep in earth and in its darkness drowned. 
Dim forms in lonely night they went along 
Amid the gloom and through the vacant homes 
Of Pluto and the realms of nothingness— 
As is a journey in the woods amid 
The niggard light of the uncertain moon, 
When Jupiter has hidden heaven in shade, 
And dark night stolén colour from the world. 
Before the very vestibule, and where 
The jaws of Orcus open, there have griefs 
And vengeance-bearing sorrows laid their bed, 
And pale diseases dwell, and sad old age, 
And fear, and hunger that persuades to wrong, 
And sordid neediness, dread forms to see, 
And death, and toil; and then to death akin 
Slumber, and evil pleasures of the mind, 
And at the opposing portals deadly war, 
And the iron chambers where the furies dwell, 
And frantic Discord with her viper locks 
Entwined with gory fillets. In the midst 
A huge deep-shadowed elm spreads out its boughs 
And agéd arms, and this abiding place 
They are wont to say that idle dreams possess, 
And that beneath its every leaf they cling. 
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Tum Stygio regi nocturnas incohat aras, 

Et solida inponit taurorum viscera flammis, 

Pingue super oleum fundens ardentibus extis. 

Ecce autem, primi sub lumina solis et ortus, 255 
Sub pedibus mugire solum, et iuga coepta moveri 
Silvarum, visaeque canes ululare per umbram, 

Adventante dea. ‘Procul 0, procul este, profani’ 
Conclamat vates, ‘ totoque absistite luco: 

‘Tuque invade viam, vaginaque eripe ferrum ; 260 
‘Nune animis opus, Aenea, nunc pectore firmo.’ 

Tantum effata, furens antro se inmisit aperto: 

Ille ducem haud timidis vadentem passibus aequat. 

Di, quibus imperium est animarum, Umbraeque silentes, 
Et Chaos, et Phlegethon, loca nocte tacentia late, 265 
Sit mihi fas audita loqui; sit numine vestro 
Pandere res alta terra et caligine mersas. 

Ibant obscuri sola sub nocte per umbram, 

Perque domos Ditis vacuas et inania regna : 

Quale per incertam lunam sub luce maligna 270 
Est iter in silvis, ubi caelum condidit umbra 

Iuppiter, et rebus nox abstulit atra colorem. 

Vestibulum ante ipsum primisque in faucibus Orci 

Luctus et ultrices posuere cubilia Curae, 

Pallentesque habitant Morbi, tristisque Senectus, 275 
Et Metus, et malesuada Fames, ac turpis Egestas, 
Terribiles visu formae, Letumque, Labosque ; 

Tum consanguineus Leti Sopor, et mala mentis 

Gaudia, mortiferumque adverso in limine Bellum, 
Ferreique Eumenidum thalami, et Discordia demens, 280 
Vipereum crinem vittis innexa cruentis. 

In medio ramos annosaque bracchia pandit 
Ulmus opaca, ingens, quam sedem Somnia volgo 
Vana tenere ferunt, foliisque sub omnibus haerent. 
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And many monster shapes of various beasts 
Are there too, Centaurs at the gates are stalled, 
And Scyllas double-formed, and Briareus 
Of hundred hands possessed, and Lerna’s beast 
Dread-hissing, the Chimera armed with flames, 
Gorgons and Harpies, and the triple shade 
Is present there. Perturbed by sudden fear 
7Eneas here in haste draws forth his blade 
And to the comers its bare edge presents ; 
And did not she that went with him, well-versed, 
Warn him that these thin ghosts and bodyless 
Flit but with hollow aspect of a shape, 
He would rush on them, and in vain with sword 
Would cleave the shades asunder. 

From this place 
There is a road that leads you to the waves 
Of the Tartarean stream of Acheron. 
Here thick with slime and with its whirlpool vast 
The stream seethes forth, and tosses all its sand 
Into Cocytus. A dread ferryman 
Charon, of direful squalor, has the charge 
Over these pools and rivers; on his chin 
An unkempt whiteness sits—his eyes aglare 
With flame—his squalid garment in a knot 
Hangs from his shoulders; he himself with pole 
Pushes his bark along, and trims its sails, 
And ferries bodies in his dusky boat, 
An agéd fellow—but the god’s old age 
Is fresh and green. Now hither all the throng 
Disorderly was rushing toward the bank, 
Matrons and men, and forms of heroes brave 
Life’s debt discharged, boys and unwedded girls, 
And youths to pyres in parents’ sight consigned : 
Many as the leaves that gently dropping fall 
Within the woods in autumn’s early cold, 
Or many as the birds that flock to land 
From off the main, what time the chilly year 
Drives them across the sea and lets them loose 
On sunny lands, they stood there and they prayed 
They might be first to take the crossing o’er, 
And in their longing for the further bank 
Were reaching forth their hands; but in his bark 
The surly boatman takes now these now those, 
But others thrusts from sandy shore afar. 
AEneas, as he wondered and was sad, 
To see the troubled throng, cries ‘‘ Maiden tell 
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Multaque praeterea variarum monstra ferarum 
Centauri in foribus stabulant, Scyllaeque biformes. 
Et centumgeminus Briareus, ac bellua Lernae 
Horrendum stridens, flammisque armata Chimaera, 


Gorgones, Harpyiaeque, et forma tricorporis umbrae. 


Corripit hic subita trepidus formidine ferrum 
Aeneas, strictamque aciem venientibus offert, 
Et, ni docta comes tenues sine corpore vitas 
Admoneat volitare cava sub imagine formae, 
Inruat, et frustra ferro diverberet umbras. 

Hinc via Tartarei quae fert Acherontis ad undas. 
Turbidus hic caeno vastaque voragine gurges 
Aestuat atque omnem Cocyto eructat harenam. 
Portitor has horrendus aquas et flumina servat 
Terribili squalore Charon: cui plurima mento 
Canities inculta iacet ; stant lumina flamma ; 
Sordidus ex umeris nodo dependet amictus. 

Ipse ratem conto subigit, velisque ministrat, 

Et ferruginea subvectat corpora cumba, 

Iam senior ; sed cruda deo viridisque senectus. 
Huc omnis turba ad ripas effusa ruebat, 

Matres atque viri, defunctaque corpora vita 
Magnanimum heroum, pueri innuptaeque puellae, 
Inpositique rogis iuvenes ante ora parentum: 
Quam multa in silvis autumni frigore primo 
Lapsa cadunt folia, aut ad terram gurgite ab alto 
Quam multae glomerantur aves, ubi frigidus annus 
Trans pontum fugat et terris inmittit apricis. 
Stabant orantes primi transmittere cursum, 
Tendebantque manus ripae ulterioris amore ; 
Navita sed tristis nunc hos nunc accipit illos, 

Ast alios longe summotos arcet harena. 

Aeneas miratus enim motusque tumultu, 
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What means this gathering by the riverside ? 
In quest of what these souls? or by what choice 
Do these now leave the banks, those sweep with oar 
The livid shoals? ’’ Thus briefly answered him 
The aged priestess: “O Anchises’ son, 
Indisputable offspring of the gods, 
Thou lookest on Cocytus’ sluggish depths 
And on the Stygian marsh, by whose high power 
Gods are afraid to swear and break their oath. 
Forlorn and lacking burial is all 
This crowd that thou dost gaze upon; he there, 
The ferryman, Charon; these whom the wave 
Is carrying, the buried. Nor may he 
Bear them across grim bank and sounding stream 
Until their bones have rested in their graves. 
A hundred years they wander and around 
These shores keep flitting; then at last let in 
Once more they view the greatly longed-for pools.”’ 
Anchises’ son stood still and checked his steps, 
For much he pondered, and within his heart 
Felt pity for their undeservéd lot. 
There, sorrowful, and that because they lack 
Death’s due respect, Leucaspis he descries, 
Orontes too that led the Lycian fleet ; 
These borne upon the stormy seas from Troy 
The blast of Auster overwhelmed, and wrapped 
The ship and heroes with her in the wave. 

And lo! the pilot, Palinurus, there 
Wending his way, who lately on their course 
From Libya, while observant of the stars, 
Fell helpless from the poop amid the waves. 
His mournful face when scarce in depth of shade 
He recognised, thus was he first to speak : 
“OQ Palinurus, who among the gods 
Tore thee from us, and drowned thee ’mid the waves ? 
Come tell me, for Apollo ne’er before 
Found false, in this one oracle misled 
My expectation; for he prophesied 
That thou shouldst be unharméd on the sea 
And reach Ausonian boundaries. Behold 
Is this his plighted faith? ’’ But he replied: 
“‘ Leader of us, Anchises’ son that art; 
Apollo’s tripod ne’er did play thee false, 
Nor did a god engulf me in the wave, 
For haply, falling headlong, by much force 
I tore with me the helm to which I clung, 
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‘Dic,’ ait, “o virgo, quid volt concursus ad amnem ? 
“Quidve petunt animae? vel quo discrimine ripas 
‘Hae linquunt, ilae remis vada livida verrunt ? ’ 320 
Olli sic breviter fata est longaeva sacerdos : 
‘ Anchisa generate, deum certissima proles, 
‘Cocyti stagna alta vides Stygiamque paludem, 
‘Di cuius iurare timent et fallere numen. 
‘ Haec omnis, quam cernis, inops inhumataque turba est ; 325 
‘Portitor ile Charon; hi, quos vehit unda, sepulti. 
‘Nec ripas datur horrendas et rauca fluenta 
‘Transportare prius, quam sedibus ossa quierunt. 
‘Centum errant annos volitantque haec litora circum ; 
‘Tum demum admissi stagna exoptata revisunt.’ 330 
Constitit Anchisa satus et vestigia pressit, 
Multa putans, sortemque animo miseratus iniquam. 
Cernit ibi maestos et mortis honore carentes 
Leucaspim et Lyciae ductorem classis Orontem, 
Quos simul a Troia ventosa per aequora vectos 335 
Obruit Auster, aqua involvens navemque virosque. 
Ecce gubernator sese Palinurus agebat, 
Qui Libyco nuper cursu, dum sidera servat, 
Exciderat puppi mediis effusus in undis. 
Hunc ubi vix multa maestum cognovit in umbra, 340 
Sic prior adloquitur: ‘Quis te, Palinure, deorum 
‘Eripuit nobis, medioque sub aequore mersit ? 
“Dic age. Namque mihi, fallax haud ante repertus, 
‘Hoc uno responso animum delusit Apollo, 
‘Qui fore te ponto incolumem finesque canebat 345 
‘Venturum Ausonios. En haec promissa fides est?’ 
Ille autem: ‘ Neque te Phoebi cortina fefellit, 
‘Dux Anchisiade, nec me deus aequore mersit. 
“Namque gubernaclum, multa vi forte revolsum, 
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As should its guardian, while I steered our way. 
By those wild seas I swear no fear I felt 

So great for me, as lest of helm bereft, 

Her pilot overboard, thy ship might fail 

"Neath such great rising waves. Three wintry nights 
The South wind bore me on its roughened wave 
O’er tracts of sea; scarce the fourth dawn I looked 
Reared on wave-crest on far-off Italy. 

Then slowly I kept swimming toward the land, 
Already reaching safety, when with sword 

A cruel race attacked me weighted down 

By dripping gear and while with hands hooked round, 
I clung to rugged rock-peaks, and they deemed 

I was their prize, for naught they knew. And now 
The wave has hold of me, and on the shore 

Winds toss me to and fro. But thee I pray 

By heaven’s sweet light and breezes, by thy sire, 
And promise of Iulus’ rising star, 

Unconquered chief, O save me from these ills ; 
Either do thou cast earth upon my corpse, 

For thou canst do so, and thy course retrace 

To Velia’s harbour; or if means there be 

Do thou, if thy divine progenitress 

Make plain some way to thee—for not, I ween, 
Unsanctioned of the gods dost thou prepare 

To cross this mighty stream and Stygian marsh— 
To me, in mournful case, reach forth the hand, 
And bear me off with thee across the waves ; 

That I at least in calm abodes may find 

Repose in death.”” Thus had he spoken when 

The priestess thus began: ‘‘ Whence unto thee, 

O Palinurus, comes such fell desire ? 

Shalt thou, unburied, view the waves of Styx 

And the harsh river where the Furies dwell, 

Or all unbidden to its bank repair ? 

Leave off to hope that what the gods have willed 
By praying should be turned. Yet mindfully 

Take thou my words, to cheer thine evil case ; 

For neighbouring folk, by heavenly portents driven, 
Far this way and far that throughout their towns 
Will reverence thy bones, and place thy mound, 
And to the mound their yearly offerings bring, 
And evermore the spot shall bear the name 

Of Palinurus.”” By these words his cares 

Were banishéd, and for a little space 

Grief from his sad heart driven; and he feels 
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‘Cui datus haerebam custos cursusque regebam, 

‘ Praecipitans traxi mecum. Maria aspera iuro 
“Non ullum pro me tantum cepisse timorem, 
“Quam tua ne, spoliata armis, excussa magistro, 
‘Deficeret tantis navis surgentibus undis. 

‘Tres Notus hibernas immensa per aequora noctes 
“Vexit me violentus aqua; vix lumine quarto 
‘Prospexi Italiam summa sublimis ab unda. 
‘Paulatim adnabam terrae: iam tuta tenebam, 
‘Ni gens crudelis madida cum veste gravatum 
‘Prensahtemque uncis manibus capita aspera montis 
‘Ferro invasisset, praedamque ignara putasset. 
“Nunc me fluctus habet, versantque in litore venti. 
“Quod te per caeli iucundum lumen et auras, 

‘Per genitorem oro, per spes surgentis Iuli, 

‘Eripe me his, invicte, malis: aut tu mihi terram 
‘Inice, namque potes, portusque require Velinos ; 
‘Aut tu, si qua via est, si quam tibi diva creatrix 
‘Ostendit (neque enim, credo, sine numine divom 
‘Flumina tanta paras Stygiamque innare paludem), 
‘Da dextram misero, et tecum me tolle per undas ; 
‘ Sedibus ut saltem placidis in morte quiescam.’ 
Talia fatus erat, coepit cum talia vates: 

‘Unde haec, o Palinure, tibi tam dira cupido ? 
‘Tu Stygias inhumatus aquas amnemque severum 
‘Eumenidum aspicies, ripamve iniussus adibis ? 
‘Desine fata deum flecti sperare precando. 

‘Sed cape dicta memor, duri solacia casus. 

‘Nam tua finitimi, longe lateque per urbes 

‘ Prodigiis acti caelestibus, ossa piabunt, 

‘Et statuent tumulum, et tumulo sollemnia mittent, 
‘ Aeternumque locus Palinuri nomen habebit.’ 

His dictis curae emotae, pulsusque parumper 

Corde dolor tristi: gaudet cognomine terra. 
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Joy of a land from him to take its name. 

So on the journey that they had begun 
They pass from point to point, and near the stream. 
Whom when the boatman spied that distance off 
From Stygian wave, wending through silent grove, 
And turning toward the river bank their steps, 
He with these words assailed him—first to speak, 
And of his own accord thus challenged him: 
“‘Whoe’er thou art who toward our stream in arms 
Dost make thy way, quick, from that very spot, 
Tell why thou comest, and restrain thy steps. 
This is the place of Shadows and of Sleep 
And drowsy Night; it were not right to bear 
Bodies of living men in Stygian keel. 
Nor sooth did I rejoice, that I received 
Upon the lake Alcides as he went, 
Nor Theseus, and Pirithous, though they 
Were sons of gods, and of unconquered might. 
The one strove stoutly to enchain the guard 
Of Hell, and from the sovereign’s very throne, 
Haled him all trembling forth; the others sought 
To drag our queen from Pluto’s bridal bed.” 
To which in brief the Amphrysian prophetess 
Made answer: “ Here no plottings such as those ; 
Cease thine alarm; no harm these weapons bear ; 
The mighty keeper of the gate may bark 
For ever in his den and terrify 
The bloodless shades; Proserpina may rest 
All undefiled within her uncle’s house. 
Trojan Aéneas, for his filial love 
And arms renowned, doth now descend below 
To deepest shades of hell to meet his sire. 
If semblance of so lofty filial love 
Shake not thy purpose aught, still recognise 
This branch ;’’ the branch that in her robe lay hid 
She opens to his view. Then sinks to rest 
His wrath by passion swoll’n, nor says he more. 
He, as he looks in wonder at the gift, 
So held in reverence, of the fateful twig, 
Seen after long time past, directs to them 
His azure bark, and nears the river bank. 
Then thrusts he out the other souls, that sat 
On the long thwarts, and clears the ways; and takes 
At once the great Aineas in her hold. 
The seamy boat beneath the burden groaned, 
And through its chinks took much marsh-water in. 
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Ergo iter inceptum peragunt fluvioque propinquant. 

Navita quos iam inde ut Stygia prospexit ab unda 385 

Per tacitum nemus ire pedemque advertere ripae, 

Sic prior adgreditur dictis, atque increpat ultro: 

‘Quisquis es, armatus qui nostra ad flumina tendis, 

‘Fare age, quid venias, iam istinc, et comprime gressum. 

‘“Umbrarum hic locus est, Somni Noctisque soporae ; 390 

‘Corpora viva nefas Stygia vectare carina. 

“Nec vero Alciden me sum laetatus euntem 

‘ Accepisse lacu, nec Thesea Pirithoumque, 

‘Dis quamquam geniti atque invicti viribus essent. 

‘Tartareum ille manu custodem in vincla petivit 395 

‘Ipsius a solio regis, traxitque trementem : 

‘Hi dominam Ditis thalamo deducere adorti.’ 

Quae contra breviter fata est Amphrysia vates : 

‘Nullae hic insidiae tales; absiste moveri ; 

“Nec vim tela ferunt: licet ingens ianitor antro 400 

‘Aeternum latrans exsangues terreat umbras ; 

“Casta licet patrui servet Proserpina limen. 

‘Troius Aeneas, pietate insignis et armis, 

‘Ad genitorem imas Erebi descendit ad umbras. 

‘Si te nulla movet tantae pietatis imago, 405 

‘At ramum hunc’ (aperit ramum, qui veste latebat) 

‘ Adgnoscas.’ Tumida ex ira tum corda residunt. 

Nec plura his. IJlle admirans venerabile donum 

Fatalis virgae, longo post tempore visum, 

Caeruleam advertit puppim, ripaeque propinquat. 410 

Inde alias animas, quae per iuga longa sedebant, 

Deturbat, laxatque foros: simul accipit alveo 

Ingentem Aenean. Gemuit sub pondere cumba 

Sutilis, et multam accepit rimosa paludem. 
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Across the stream in safety at the last 
Priestess and hero, both, he put ashore 
Upon the hideous slime and sea-green sedge. 
These are the realms huge Cerberus makes ring 
Barking from threefold jaws, of monster bulk, 
While in the cavern opposite he lies. 
To whom the prophetess, when now she spied 
His neck with serpents stiffen, tossed a cake 
Of honey and drugged meal to gender sleep. 
He with fierce hunger spreading his three throats, 
Laid hold on it when thrown to him, and let 
His mighty back sink helpless to the ground, 
And stretches in huge bulk o’er all the cave. 
7Eneas when its guard was plunged in sleep 
Seizes the passage, and is quick to pass 
The margin of the stream that none recross. 
At once were voices heard, and wailing loud, 
And ghosts of infants weeping at the door ; 
Who of life’s sweetness never drew their share, 
And from their mothers’ breasts an evil day 
Bore off, and plunged them in untimely death. 
Hard by them those doomed on false charge to die. 
And yet in truth not without lot and judge 
These places are assigned, for Minos shakes 
The urn and holds enquiry ; he convokes 
Assemblage of the silent ghosts, and learns 
Their lives and evil deeds. Next place to these 
The sad ones occupy, who, free from guilt, 
Wrought death upon themselves by violence, 
And hating sore the light flung life away. 
How fain would they now in the air above 
Both poverty and bitter hardship bear ! 
The law divine forbids them, and the marsh 
Unlovely with sad waters binds them fast, 
And Styx that ninefold flows between constrains. 
And not far hence, on every side outspread 
Are shown the ‘fields of mourning’; so by name 
They cali them. Here are those whom love unkind 
With cruel waste consumed; secluded paths 
Hide them, and myrtle forest shrouds them round; 
Their sorrows e’en in death forsake them not. 
Within these places Phedra and Procris, 
And woeful Eriphyle he beholds— 
Who shows the wounds her cruel son has dealt— 
Evadne and Passiphae; with these 
Laodamia keeping company, 
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Tandem trans fluvium incolumes vatemque virumque 415 
Informi limo glaucaque exponit in ulva. 

Cerberus haec ingens latratu regna trifauci 

Personat, adverso recubans immanis in antro. 

Cui vates, horrere videns iam colla colubris, 

Melle soporatam et medicatis frugibus offam 420 
Obicit. Ile fame rabida tria guttura pandens 

Corripit obiectam, atque immania terga resolvit 

Fusus humi, totoque ingens extenditur antro. 

Occupat Aeneas aditum custode sepulto, 

Evaditque celer ripam inremeabilis undae. 425 
Continuo auditae voces, vagitus et ingens, 

Infantumque animae flentes in limine primo, 

Quos dulcis vitae exsortes et ab ubere raptos 

Abstulit atra dies et funere mersit acerbo. 

Hos iuxta falso damnati crimine mortis. 430 
Nec vero hae sine sorte datae, sine iudice, sedes: 
Quaesitor Minos urnam movet; ille silentum 
Conciliumque vocat vitasque et crimina discit. 

Proxima deinde tenent maesti loca, qui sibi letum 
Insontes peperere manu, lucemque perosi 435 
Proiecere animas. Quam vellent aethere in alto 
Nunc et pauperiem et duros perferre labores ! 

Fas obstat, tristique palus inamabilis unda 
Alligat, et noviens Styx interfusa coercet. 

Nec procul hinc partem fusi monstrantur in omnem 440 

Lugentes campi; sic illos nomine dicunt. 

Hic, quos durus amor crudeli tabe peredit, 

Secreti celant calles et myrtea circum 

Silva tegit: curae non ipsa in morte relinquunt. 

His Phaedram Procrimque locis, maestamque Eriphylen, 445 
Crudelis nati monstrantem volnera, cernit, 

Euadnenque, et Pasiphaen; his Laodamia 


272 BOOK VI 


And Ceneus, youth at one time, woman now, 
And changed to her old form by fate once more. 
Amidst of these Phoenician Dido roamed, 
Fresh from her wound, in that far spreading wood : 
And soon as by her stood the Trojan chief 
And knew her darkling form amid the shade— 
E’en as one sees, or fancies he has seen, 
The moon uprising when the month is young, 
Between the clouds—he let his tears flow down 
And with a fond affection spake to her ; 
“Unhappy Dido, true then came to me 
The tale that thou hadst quenched thy life, and sought 
With sword the end of things. Alas! was I 
Occasion of thy death ? By stars I swear, 
By gods above, and if beneath earth’s depths 
Be any bond of faith, against my will, 
It was, O queen, that I forsook thy shores. 
But the commands of gods which force me now 
To fare amid these shades, through spots o’ergrown 
With mouldiness, and through the night profound, 
By their injunctions drove me; nor could I 
Deem that departing I was bringing thee 
Such bitter grief as this. Stay, from my sight 
Withdraw thee not. Whom art thou fleeing from ? 
This the last time fate wills I speak to thee.” 
With such appeal Aineas sought to soothe 
Her soul inflamed, that viewed him all askance, 
And tears within him rose. She turned away 
And held her gaze fast fixed upon the ground, 
Nor were her features by his words be 
More moved, than if a stern flint rock stood there, 
Or crag of mount Marpesus: then at last 
She snatched herself away, and backward fled 
Unfriendly-wise into the shady grove, 
Where her first husband to her cares responds, 
And where Sychzus gives her love for love. 
Yet none the less A‘neas sorely grieved 
By her unhappy fate, far off in tears 
Holds her in view, and pities as she goes. 

Thence on his destined road he toils along ; 
And they were reaching now the farthest fields, 
secluded spots, which famous warriors haunt. 
Here meets him Tydeus, here, of high renown 
In arms Parthenopeus and the ghost 
Of pale Adrastus ; here are sons of Troy 
Who much were wept for in the world above 
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It comes, et iuvenis quondam, nunc femina, Caeneus, 
Rursus et in veterem fato revoluta figuram. 

Inter quas Phoenissa recens a volnere Dido 
Errabat silva in magna: quam Troius heros, 
Ut primum iuxta stetit adgnovitque per umbras 
Obscuram, qualem primo qui surgere mense 
Aut videt aut vidisse putat per nubila lunam, 
Demisit lacrimas, dulcique adfatus amore est : 
‘Infelix Dido, verus mihi nuntius ergo 
‘Venerat extinctam, ferroque extrema secutam ? 
‘Funeris heu tibi causa fui? Per sidera iuro, 
‘Per superos, et si qua fides tellure sub ima est,’ 
‘Invitus, regina, tuo de litore cessi. 
“Sed me iussa deum, quae nunc has ire per umbras, 
‘Per loca senta situ cogunt noctemque profundam, 
“Imperiis egere suis; nec credere quivi 
‘Hunc tantum tibi me discessu ferre dolorem. 
“Siste gradum, teque aspectu ne subtrahe nostro. 
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“Quem fugis? Extremum fato, quod te adloquor, hoc est.’ 


Talibus Aeneas ardentem et torva tuentem 

Lenibat dictis animum, lacrimasque ciebat. 

Ilia solo fixos oculos aversa tenebat ; 

Nec magis incepto voltum sermone movetur, 

Quam si dura silex aut stet Marpesia cautes. 

Tandem corripuit sese, atque inimica refugit 

In nemus umbriferum, coniunx ubi pristinus illi 

Respondet curis, aequatque Sychaeus amorem. 

Nec minus Aeneas, casu concussus iniquo, 

Prosequitur lacrimis longe, et miseratur euntem. 
Inde datum molitur iter. JIamque arva tenebant 

Ultima, quae bello clari secreta frequentant. 

Hic illi occurrit Tydeus, hic inclutus armis 

Parthenopaeus et Adrasti pallentis imago ; 

Hic multum fleti ad superos belloque caduci 
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And fell in war; and, as he looked on these 
All in one long array, AEneas groaned, 
Glaucus, and Medon, and Thersilochus, 
The three Antenor sons, and Ceres’ priest 
Polyphcetes, and Idzus who e’en now 
Doth grasp his chariot, grasp e’en now his arms. 
In throngs the souls to right and left stand round ; 
Nor to have seen him once enough for them ; 
Fain would they linger still, and walk with him, 
And learn the reasons of his coming there. 
But when the chieftains of the Greeks and hosts 
Of Agamemnon through the gloom beheld 
The hero and his glistening arms, they ’gan 
With a great fear to quake; some turn to fly 
As erst they sought their ships, while some upraise 
A weak war-cry; the shout begun but mocks 
Their gaping mouths. 

And here king Priam’s son, 
Deiphobus, he spied, his frame all torn, 
The features of him mangled cruelly, 
The features and the hands, and brows despoiled 
Of ears torn off, and nostrils hacked away 
By wound ignobly dealt. So scarcely then 
He recognized him, as he cowered and strove 
To hide the cruel tortures he had borne, 
And first in well known accents spoke to him: 
“‘ Deiphobus, thou mighty man of arms, 
Whose stock from Teucer’s lofty blood is drawn, 
Who chose from thee such vengeance fell to claim ? 
And who had leave to claim from thee so much ? 
"Twas rumoured me on that last night that thou, 
Spent by vast slaughter of Pelasgian foes, 
On heap of mingled carnage prone wert fallen. 
Then, mine own self, upon Rhcetean shore 
I raised to thee an empty tomb, and thrice 
With voice uplifted called upon thy ghost. 
Thy name and arms preserve the place for thee ; 
Thee, friend, I could not find, nor ere I left 
Lay thee to rest within our fatherland.” 
To which the son of Priam thus replied : 
“ Naught, O my friend, by thee was left undone ; 
All, to Deiphobus, and to the shades 
Of his dead body, thou hast duly paid. 
But me, my fate, and Helen’s deadly crime 
Plunged in these ills; she these memorials left. 
For how we passed amid deceptive joys 
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Dardanidae, quos ille omnes longo ordine cernens 

Ingemuit, Glaucumque, Medontaque, Thersilochumque, 

Tres Antenoridas, Cererique sacrum Polypheten, 

Idaeumque, etiam currus, etiam arma tenentem. 

Circumstant animae dextra laevaque frequentes. 

Nec vidisse semel satis est: iuvat usque morari 

Et conferre gradum et veniendi discere causas. 

At Danaum proceres Agamemnoniaeque phalanges 

Ut videre virum fulgentiaque arma per umbras, 

Ingenti trepidare metu: pars vertere terga, 

Ceu quondam petiere rates; pars tollere vocem 

Exiguam: inceptus clamor frustratur hiantes. 
Atque hic Priamiden laniatum corpore toto 

Deiphobum vidit, lacerum crudeliter ora, 

Ora manusque ambas, populataque tempora raptis 

Auribus, et truncas inhonesto vulnere nares. 

Vix adeo adgnovit pavitantem et dira tegentem 

Supplicia, et notis compellat vocibus ultro: 

‘Deiphobe armipotens, genus alto a sanguine Teucri, 

“Quis tam crudeles optavit sumere poenas ° 

‘Cui tantum de te licuit ? Mihi fama suprema 

“Nocte tulit fessum vasta te caede Pelasgum 

“ Procubuisse super confusae stragis acervum. 

“Tunc egomet tumulum Rhoeteo litore inanem 

‘Constitui, et magna Manes ter voce vocavi. 

“Nomen et arma locum servant; te, amice, nequivi 

‘Conspicere et patria decedens ponere terra.’ 

Ad quae Priamides: ‘ Nihil o tibi, amice, relictum ; 

‘Omnia Deiphobo solvisti et funeris umbris. 

‘Sed me fata mea et scelus exitiale Lacaenae 

‘His mersere malis: illa haec monimenta reliquit. 
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That our last night of all, thou knowest this, 

And needs must all too well remember it. 

When leaping came o’er heights of Pergamos 

The fateful horse, and heavy in its womb 

Bare arméd soldiery, that woman then, 

Feigning the dance, around her orgies led 

The Phrygian matrons with their Bacchic cries, 

And in their midst herself was holding up 

A blazing torch, and calling to the Greeks 

From off the summit of the citadel. 

’Twas then, care-worn, and heavy weighed with sleep, 

My ill-starred bridal chamber held me fast ; 

And sweet deep rest, to death serene akin, 

Weighed on me as I lay. All arms the while 

My matchless spouse from out my dwelling bears, 

And from beside my head had stolen away 

My trusty sword—bids Menelaus come 

Within my halls, and opens wide their gates ; 

Hoping forsooth that to her lover this 

Would prove a mighty boon, and thus be quenched 

The evil memories of her former crimes. 

Why linger o’er the tale? They burst within 

My bridal chamber; in their company 

Eolides, adviser of their crimes. 

Ye gods, repay such mischief to the Greeks, 

If vengeance with a righteous mouth I claim! 

But come, tell thou in turn, what accidents 

Have brought thee to this place, a living man. 

Driven by thine ocean wanderings art thou come, 

Or by the warning of the gods? Or what 

Ill fortune goads thee that thou shouldst approach 

Homes sad and sunless, regions orderless ? ”’ 
While thus they talked in turn, with rosy car 

Four-horsed, Aurora in her heavenly course 

Had passed mid height ; and in such talk perchance 

They had been wasting all the time allowed ; 

But his companion warned him, and to him 

The Sibyl briefly: ‘“ Night is rushing on, 

AEneas, weeping we let hours wear by, 

This is the point whereat the pathway parts 

Two ways, the one toward the right that leads 

Beneath the mighty Pluto’s battlements ; 

By this our journey to Elysium lies: 

But of the bad the left works out the pains, 

And sends them to unholy Tartarus.”’ 

Deiphobus rejoined ‘‘ Nay, be not wroth, 
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‘Namque ut supremam falsa inter gaudia noctem 
‘Egerimus, nosti; et nimium meminisse necesse est. 
‘Cum fatalis equus saltu super ardua venit 515 
‘Pergama, et armatum peditem gravis attulit alvo: 
: Illa, chorum simulans, euantes orgia circum 
‘Ducebat Phrygias; flammam media ipsa tenebat 
‘Ingentem, et summa Danaos ex arce vocabat. 
‘Tum me confectum curis somnoque gravatum 520 
‘Infelix habuit thalamus, pressitque iacentem 
‘Dulcis et alta quies placidaeque simillima morti. 
‘Egregia interea coniunx arma omnia tectis 
‘Emovet, et fidum capiti subduxerat ensem: 
‘Intra tecta vocat Menelaum, et limina pandit ; 525 
‘Scilicet id magnum sperans fore munus amanti, 
“Et famam extingui veterum sic posse malorum. 
“Quid moror ? inrumpunt thalamo; comes additus una 
-‘ Hortator scelerum Aeolides. Di, talia Grais 
‘Instaurate, pio si poenas ore reposco. 530 
“Sed te qui vivum casus, age fare vicissim, 
‘ Attulerint. Pelagine venis erroribus actus, 
‘An monitu divom? an quae te Fortuna fatigat, 
‘Ut tristes sine sole domos, loca turbida, adires ? ’ 
Hac vice sermonum roseis Aurora quadrigis 535 
Tam medium aetherio cursu traiecerat axem ; 
Et fors omne datum traherent per talia tempus ; 
Sed comes admonuit, breviterque adfata Sibylla est: 
“Nox ruit Aenea; nos flendo ducimus horas. 
‘Hic locus est, partes ubi se via findit in ambas: 540 
‘ Dextera quae Ditis magni sub moenia tendit, 
‘Hac iter Elysium nobis: at laeva malorum 
‘ Exercet poenas, et ad impia Tartara mittit.’ 
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O mighty priestess, I will now depart, 

Fill up my tale, and to the shades return 

On thou, our pride, fare on, and happier fates 

Be thine to meet with’”’ It was all he said, 

And with the word his footsteps turned away 
Back glanced Afneas suddenly, and saw, 

Beneath a rock to left outspreading walls, 

With triple rampart girt, round which there plays 

With burning flames a swiftly flowing stream, 

The Phlegethon of Tartarus, that whirls 

Its sounding rocks along In front of this 

A gateway huge, of solid adamant 

Its columns, so no violence of man, 

Not gods themselves, with iron could tear them down 

Its rron-built tower stands high into the air, 

And, sitting there in gory mantle girt 

Long mights and days, upon its vestibule 

Tisiphone her sleepless watch maintains 

Hence groans were heard and cruel blows resound, 

Then clank of iron, and dragging of the chains, 

Awed stood Aéneas, and drank in the sound 

“Declare, O maiden, what their forms of crime, 

Or by what pains are they so sorely pressed ° 

What this so bitter wailing that ascends ? ”’ 

Then thus began the prophetess to speak 

“ Chieftain of Troy, renowned, no godly man 

On that accurséd threshold 1s allowed 

To set his foot, but what tyme Hecaté 

Made me the ruler o’er the birdless groves, 

Herself, she taught me what the punishments 

The gods inflict, and led me through them all 

These realms of torture Rhadamanthus rules 

The Cnosian king, and hears, and punishes 

Their knaveries, and drives them to confess 

The crimes that each in upper regions wrought, 

And for that mn the fond deceit he joyed, 

Put off till death, too late, to purge his guilt 

Tisiphone, the avenger, armed with lash, 

For ever taunts and makes the guilty quake, 

And brandishing with left her hideous snakes 

Calls to her sister’s cruel companies 

Then, creaking on their evil-sounding hinge, 

The accurséd gates at last are opened wide 

Dost see what kind of guard sits at the porch ? 

What form is o’er the threshold keeping watch ° 

Monster with fifty dark and gaping jaws, 
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Deiphobus contra: ‘“ Ne saevi, magna sacerdos ; 
‘ Discedam, explebo numerum, reddarque tenebris. 
‘I decus, i, nostrum; melioribus utere fatis.’ 
Tantum effatus, et in verbo vestigia torsit. 

Respicit Aeneas subito, et sub rupe sinistra 
Moenia lata videt, triplici circumdata muro ; 
Quae rapidus flammis ambit torrentibus amnis 
Tartareus Phlegethon, torquetque sonantia saxa. 
Porta adversa ingens, solidoque adamante columnae, 
Vis ut nulla virum, non psi exscindere ferro 
Caelicolae valeant. Stat ferrea turris ad auras; 
Tisiphoneque sedens, palla succincta cruenta, 
Vestibulum exsomnis servat noctesque diesque. 
Hinc exaudiri gemitus, et saeva sonare 
Verbera: tum stridor ferri, tractaeque catenae. 
Constitit Aeneas strepitumque exterritus hausit : 
‘Quae scelerum facies? o virgo, effare; quibusve 
‘Urgentur poenis? quis tantus plangor ad auras?’ 
Tum vates sic orsa loqui: ‘ Dux inclute Teucrum, 
‘Nulli fas casto sceleratum insistere limen ; 
“Sed me cum lucis Hecate praefecit Avernis, 
“Ipsa deum poenas docuit, perque omnia duxit. 
“Cnosius haec Rhadamanthus habet durissima regna, 
‘Castigatque auditque dolos, subigitque fateri, 
“Quae quis apud superos, furto laetatus inani, 
‘ Distulit in seram commissa piacula mortem. 
‘Continuo sontes ultrix accincta flagello 
‘Tisiphone quatit insultans, torvosque sinistra 
‘Intentans angues vocat agmina saeva sororum. 
“Tum demum horrisono stridentes cardine sacrae 
‘Panduntur portae. Cernis, custodia qualis 
‘ Vestibulo sedeat ? facies quae limina servet ? 
‘Quinquaginta atris immanis hiatibus Hydra 
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The Hydra, yet more savage sits within. 

Then hell’s sheer gulf itself doth open there, 
And stretches twice so deep beneath the shades 
As to heaven’s peak goes up our skyward view. 
Here on its lowest floor are wallowing 

The Titan youth, earth’s ancient progeny, 
Hurled down by thunderbolt. Here too I sa 
The Aloide twain, gigantic forms, . 
Who strove by force to rend great heaven apart, 
And Jove from realms on high to thrust adown. 
There I have seen too, bearing cruel pains, 
Salmoneus, caught while mimicking the flames 
Of Jupiter and thunder of the sky. 

Borne by four steeds, and brandishing his torch, 
Through peoples of the Greeks and through the midst 
Of Elis town, triumphantly he rode, 

Claiming for him the honour of the gods. 
Infatuate ! to ape with bronzen car 

And with the clatter of his horn-hoofed steeds 
The storm-cloud and the matchless thunderbolt ! 
But out of the thick clouds the Almighty Sire 
Whirled with full force his shaft—his, no poor brand, 
Nor smoky pine-torch blaze—and smote him down 
Headforemost with his mighty whirlwind blast. 
There furthermore could Tityos be seen, 
Offspring of Earth, the Mother of us all, 

Whose body over nine full acres spreads ; 

And a huge vulture with its hookéd beak 
Cropping his liver that can never die 

And vitals, fruitful source of punishment, 
Delves deeply for its dainties, and abides 

Deep in his breast, nor have the tissues fresh 
Respite at all. What need of Lapithe, 

Ixion and Pirithéus to tell ? 

O’er whom the black-flint rock, in act to slide, 
Hangs ever, looking all as if it fell. 

Here golden props of festal couches tall 

Are glistening, and feasts before their eyes 

Set forth with royal splendour ; close beside 
The eldest of the Furies lies on guard, 

And lets them not lay hand upon the board, 
And, lifting up her torch, from midst of them 
Uprears herself, and thunders with her mouth. 
Here those who long as life remain abhorred 
Their brethren, or raised hand against a sire, 

Or for a client wove a web of fraud, 
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‘Saevior intus habet sedem. Tum Tartarus ipse 
‘Bis patet in praeceps tantum tenditque sub umbras, 
‘Quantus ad aetherium caeli suspectus Olympum. 
‘Hic genus antiquum Terrae, Titania pubes, 
‘Fulmine deiecti, fundo volvuntur in imo: 

‘Hic et Aloidas geminos, immania vidi 

‘Corpora, qui manibus magnum rescindere caelum 
‘ Adgressi, superisque Iovem detrudere regnis. 
‘Vidi et crudeles dantem Salmonea poenas, 

‘Dum flammas Iovis et sonitus imitatur Olympi. 
‘Quattuor hic invectus equis et lampada quassans 
‘Per Graium populos mediaeque per Elidis urbem 
‘Ibat ovans, divomque sibi poscebat honorem, 
‘Demens, qui nimbos et non imitabile fulmen 
‘Aere et cornipedum pulsu simularet equorum. 
“At pater omnipotens densa inter nubila telum 
‘Contorsit, non ille faces, nec fumea taedis 
“Lumina, praecipitemque immani turbine adegit. 
“Nec non et Tityon, Terrae omniparentis alumnum, 
‘Cernere erat, per tota novem cui iugera corpus 

‘ Porrigitur ; rostroque immanis voltur obunco 
‘Immortale iecur tondens fecundaque poenis 
‘Viscera rimaturque epulis habitatque sub alto 
“Pectore, nec fibris requies datur ulla renatis. 
“Quid memorem Lapithas, Ixiona Pirithoumque ? 
“Quos super atra silex iam iam lapsura cadentique 
‘Imminet adsimilis: lucent genialibus altis 
‘Aurea fulcra toris, epulaeque ante ora paratae 

‘ Regifico luxu; Furiarum maxima iuxta 

‘ Accubat, et manibus prohibet contingere mensas, 
‘ Exsurgitque facem attollens, atque intonat ore. 
“Hic, quibus invisi fratres, dum vita manebat, 
‘Pulsatusve parens, et fraus innexa clienti, 
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Or who on treasure found within the earth 
Gloated alone, and gave their folk no share— 
And of this kind the largest crowd of all— 
And those that for adultery were slain, 
And those that in unhallowed warfare fought, 
And feared not to their lords their troth to break, 
Shut in, await their punishment. Do thou 
Not seek to know what punishment, or what 
Phase of ill case doth overwhelm the men. 
Some roll a mighty rock, or strained from spokes 
Of wheels are hanging; sits, and aye will sit, 
Unhappy Theseus there; and Phlegyas 
In dire misfortune warning gives to all, 
And with loud voice proclaims throughout the shades: 
‘Learn justice warned by me, and not to treat 
The deities with scorn.’ This fellow sold 
His fatherland for gold, and over it 
Set up a tyrant lord, made laws for gain 
And then unmade them; this one entrance forced 
To his own daughter’s chamber, and to bonds 
Of wedlock heaven forbade; they all of them 
Dared a huge crime, and gained their daring end. 
Not if one hundred tongues, one hundred mouths, 
A voice of iron I had, could I recount 
All forms of crime, or run through all the names 
Of punishments.”’ 

When these her words were done 
Apollo’s aged priestess cried: “‘ now come 
Haste thee along, and carry to its end 
Thy task begun, now faster let us speed ; 
T see the walls in Cyclops’ forges wrought, 
And gates with archway over fronting us, 
Where they enjoin that we these gifts lay down.”’ 
Her words were done ; and wending side by side 
Through the dark ways, they traverse hastily 
The space that lies between, and near the doors. 
/Eneas quickly seizes the approach, 
And scatters fresh spring-water o’er his form, 
And hangs on portals opposite the bough. 

This done at last, the goddess’ offering made, 

To joyful spots and to the sweet green glades 
Of happy groves and blest abodes they come. 
Here ether opens wider o’er the plains, 
And on them sheds a robe of lustrous light ; 
And their own sun and their own stars they know. 
Some practise here their limbs on wrestling greens, 
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‘ Aut qui divitiis soli incubuere repertis, 

‘Nec partem posuere suis (quae maxima turba est) ; 
‘Quique ob adulterium caesi, quique arma secuti 
‘Impia, nec veriti dominorum fallere dextras, 
‘Inclusi poenam exspectant. Ne quaere doceri, 
‘Quam poenam, aut quae forma viros fortunave mersit. 
‘Saxum ingens volvunt alii, radiisve rotarum 

‘ Districti pendent: sedet aeternumque sedebit 
‘Infelix Theseus; Phlegyasque miserrimus omnes 
“Admonet, et magna testatur voce per umbras: 

‘ Discite tustitiam moniti et non temnere divos. 
‘Vendidit hic auro patriam, dominumque potentem 
‘Inposuit, fixit leges pretio atque refixit : 

‘Hic thalamum invasit natae vetitosque hymenaeos : 
‘ Ausl omnes immane nefas, ausoque potiti. 

“Non, mihi si linguae centum sint oraque centum, 

‘ Ferrea vox, omnes scelerum comprendere formas, 
“Omnia poenarum percurrere nomina possim.’ 

Haec ubi dicta dedit Phoebi longaeva sacerdos : 
“Sed iam age, carpe viam, et susceptum perfice munus. 
‘ Adceleremus,’ ait. ‘Cyclopum educta caminis 
‘Moenia conspicio, atque adverso fornice portas, 
“Haec ubi nos praecepta iubent deponere dona.’ 
Dixerat, et pariter gressi per opaca viarum 
Corripiunt spatium medium, foribusque propinquant. 
Occupat Aeneas aditum, corpusque recenti 
Spargit aqua, ramumque adverso in limine figit. 

His demum exactis, perfecto munere divae, 
Devenere locos laetos, et amoena virecta 
Fortunatorum nemorum, sedesque beatas. 

Largior hic campos aether et lumine vestit 
Purpureo, solemque suum, sua sidera norunt. 
Pars in gramineis exercent membra palaestris, 
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Vying in sport, and on the yellow sand 

Strive eagerly ; to dances in the ring 

Some beat the time with foot, and chant their songs. 
So too the Thracian priest with trailing robe 
Sounds to their measure his seven notes diverse, 
And smites with finger now, now ivory comb. 
Here Teucer’s ancient stock, a race most fair, 
Heroes high-souled, in years more prosperous born, 
Tlus, Assaracus, and Dardanus 

Founder of Troy. Far off he, wondering, sees 
The arms and idle chariots of the men. 

Their spears are planted in the ground, their steeds 
Feed everywhere untethered o’er the plains. 

And all the pride the living men had felt 

In chariot and in arms, and all their care 

To lead their glossy steeds to pasturage, 

The same attends them buried in the earth. 

Lo! others too to right and left he sees, 
Feasting about the grass, and chanting forth 

In chorus their exultant triumph-song 

Amid the bay-tree’s sweetly scented grove, 

From whence to upper world Eridanus 

Rolls onward through the wood its ample stream. 
Here is the band of those that suffered wounds 
In fighting for their land, the priest pure-lived 
So long as life remained, the holy bard 

Whose songs were worthy Phcebus’ utterance, 
Or those that by discovery of arts 

Made life a higher thing, or those who caused 
That some for their good deeds remember them. 
The brows of all of these are circleted 

With snowy fillet. Them the Sibyl thus 
Addresses crowding round, especially 

Museus ; for a very ample throng 

Have him for central figure, and look up 

To him who tops them by his shoulders tall : 
“Tell, happy souls, and thou, most kindly bard, 
What region holds Anchises and what place ? 
’Tis for the sake of him that we have come, 
And crossed the mighty streams of Erebus.” 
And now the hero briefly thus replied : 

“Not any one has here a settled home ; 

In shady groves we dwell, and have our haunts 
In hollow banks of rivers, and in meads 
Refreshed by streams. But ye, if such the bent 
Of your heart’s wish, o’erpass this range, and I 
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Contendunt ludo et fulva luctantur harena ; 

Pars pedibus plaudunt choreas et carmina dicunt. 
Nec non Threicius longa cum veste sacerdos 
Obloquitur numeris septem discrimina vocum, 
Iamque eadem digitis, iam pectine pulsat eburno. 
Hic genus antiquum Teucri, pulcherrima proles, 
Magnanimi heroes, nati melioribus annis, 

Ilusque Assaracusque et Troiae Dardanus auctor. 
Arma procul currusque virum miratur inanes. 
Stant terra defixae hastae, passimque soluti 

Per campos pascuntur equi. Quae gratia currum 
Armorumque fuit vivis, quae cura nitentes 
Pascere equos, eadem sequitur tellure repostos. 
Conspicit, ecce, alios dextra laevaque per herbam 
Vescentes laetumque choro paeana canentes 

Inter odoratum lauri nemus, unde superne 
Plurimus Eridani per silvam volvitur amnis. 

Hic manus ob patriam pugnando volnera passi, 
Quique sacerdotes casti, dum vita manebat, 
Quique pii vates et Phoebo digna locuti, 
Inventas aut qui vitam excoluere per artes, 
Quique sui memores aliquos fecere merendo. 
Omnibus his nivea cinguntur tempora vitta, 

Quos circumfusos sic est adfata Sibylla, 

Musaeum ante omnes: medium nam plurima turba 
Hunc habet, atque umeris exstantem suspicit altis : 
‘ Dicite, felices animae, tuque, optime vates: 
“Quae regio Anchisen, quis habet locus? Illius ergo 
‘ Venimus, et magnos Erebi tranavimus amnes.’ 
Atque hic responsum paucis ita reddidit heros : 

‘ Nulli certa domus ; lucis habitamus opacis, 

‘ Riparumque toros et prata recentia rivis 
‘Incolimus. Sed vos, si fert ita corde voluntas, 
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Will set you straightway in an easy path.” 
He spake, and strode on in advance of them, 
And from above displays the glistening plains ; 
And thereupon they leave the lofty heights. 

But sire Anchises, deep in valley green, 
Contemplative, was scanning earnestly 
The spirits there shut in and soon to pass 
To light above, and counting as it chanced 
The full tale of his sons, and sons’ sons dear, 
The destinies and fortunes of the men 
Their characters and deeds of bravery. 
And he, when pressing toward him on the grass 
He spied AEneas, stretched forth eagerly 
Both hands upturned, and o’er his cheeks the tears 
Outpoured, and from his lips there fell the words : 
‘* And art thou come at last, and has the love 
On which thy parent counted overcome 
The hardness of the way? Allowed, am I 
To look upon thy features, O my son, 
And hear thy well-known words, and answer them ? 
So was I wont to reason in my mind, 
And parting out the seasons deemed ’twould be ; 
Nor did mine anxious longing play me false. 
Borne o’er what lands, what mighty seas, my son, 
Do I now greet thee, by what perils tossed ! 
How greatly did I fear that Libyan realms 
Might work some harm to thee!’”’ But he replied: 
“Thy ghost it was, my sire, thy mournful ghost, 
That as it met me oftentimes, compelled 
That I should to these thresholds make my way. 
The fleet is anchored safe in Tuscan sea. 
Grant, sire, aye grant that I may clasp thy hand, 
And steal thee not away from mine embrace.” 
So speaking, he with flood of tears the while 
Bedewed his cheeks; thrice there around his neck 
He strove to fling his arms; and thrice the shade, 
Clasped all in vain, escapéd from his hands, 
Match for th’ elusive winds, and like in all 
To wingéd dream. 

Meanwhile Aineas spied, 

Within a vale retired, a sheltered grove 
And rustling woodland copse, and Lethe’s stream 
That flows in front of those untroubled homes. 
And all around it races numberless, 
And tribes were flitting, and, as in the meads 
In the bright summer time when bees alight 
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‘Hoc superate iugum; et facili iam tramite sistam.’ 
Dixit, et ante tulit gressum, camposque nitentes 


Desuper ostentat ; dehinc summa cacumina linquunt. 


At pater Anchises penitus convalle virenti 
Inclusas animas superumque ad lumen ituras 
Lustrabat studio recolens, omnemque suorum 
Forte recensebat numerum carosque nepotes, 
Fataque fortunasque virum moresque manusque. 
Isque ubi tendentem adversum per gramina vidit 
Aenean, alacris palmas utrasque tetendit, 
Effusaeque genis lacrimae, et vox excidit ore: 
‘Venisti tandem, tuaque exspectata parenti 
‘Vicit iter durum pietas? datur ora tueri, 

‘Nate, tua, et notas audire et reddere voces ? 

‘Sic equidem ducebam animo rebarque futurum, 
‘“Tempora dinumerans,—nec me mea cura fefellit. 
‘Quas ego te terras et quanta per aequora vectum 
‘Accipio! quantis iactatum, nate, periclis ! 

‘Quam metui, ne quid Libyae tibi regna nocerent ! ’ 
Ille autem: ‘Tua me, genitor, tua tristis imago, 
‘Saepius occurrens, haec limina tendere adegit. 
‘Stant sale Tyrrheno classes. Da iungere dextram, 
“Da, genitor ; teque amplexu ne subtrahe nostro.’ 
Sic memorans largo fletu simul ora rigabat. 

Ter conatus ibi collo dare bracchia circum : 

Ter frustra comprensa manus effugit imago, 

Par levibus ventis volucrique simillima somno. 

Interea videt Aeneas in valle reducta 
Seclusum nemus et virgulta sonantia silvis, 
Lethaeumque domos placidas qui praenatat amnem. 
Hunc circum innumerae gentes populique volabant ; 
Ac velut in pratis ubi apes aestate serena 
Floribus insidunt variis, et candida circum 
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On various flowers and round white lilies throng, 
The plain is all a~-hum with murmurings. 
7Eneas thrilled before the sudden sight, 
And asks the meaning for he knows it not ; 
“What be those streams far on, and who the men 
That fill the banks with this great gathering ? ”’ 
Then Sire Anchises answered: ‘‘ Souls, to whom 
By fate are due fresh bodies, at the stream 
Of Lethe’s river drink the draughts that bring 
Freedom from care and long oblivion. 
These long forsooth I yearned to tell thee of, 
And point them to thee plainly, and count up 
This offspring of my folk, that thou the more 
Might’st joy with me that Italy is found.” 
“OQ Father, must we deem that any souls 
Depart from hence aloft into the sky, 
And into sluggish bodies pass again ? 
What fell desire have these sad souls for light : >” 
“Son, I will tell, nor hold thee in suspense.”’ 
Anchises quick replies, and singly all 
In order due discloses. 

“ First of all, 
A breath there is within that gives support 
To sky, and earth, and to the liquid plains, 
And to moon’s glistening orb, and Titan’s star ; 
And through the joints intelligence infused 
Stirs the whole mass, and with the mighty frame 
Commingles. Thence the race of men and beasts, 
Live things on wing, and monsters that the deep 
Bears ‘neath its glassy wave. These germs possess 
A fiery force, and heavenly origin, 
So far as harmful bodies do not clog, 
And earthly joints and dying limbs bedull. 
Hence have they fears and longings, griefs and joys ; 
Nor does their vision light of heaven descry 
Hedged in by dark and blind environment. 
Nay more, when life with its last ray has left, 
Yet does not every ill, nor all the plagues 
That haunt the body, root and branch depart 
From wretched shades, and ample is the need 
That many, long engendered there, become 
Engrained in wondrous wise. For this it is 
They are plied with punishments, and for their crimes 
Of olden days pay out their penalties. 
Some hanging to the idle winds are spread, 
Others have taint of evil washed away 
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Lilia funduntur ; strepit omnis murmure campus. 
Horrescit visu subito causasque requirit 710 
Inscius Aeneas, quae sint ea flumina porro, 

Quive viri tanto complerint agmine ripas. 

Tum pater Anchises: ‘ Animae, quibus altera fato 
‘Corpora debentur, Lethaei ad fluminis undam 

‘Securos latices et longa oblivia potant. 715 
‘Has equidem memorare tibi atque ostendere coram 
‘Jampridem hanc prolem cupio enumerare meorum : 

‘Quo magis Italia mecum laetere reperta.’ 

‘O pater, anne aliquas ad caelum hinc ire putandum est 
‘Sublimes animas, iterumque in tarda reverti 720 
‘Corpora ? Quae lucis miseris tam dira cupido ? ’ 

*Dicam equidem, nec te suspensum, nate, tenebo ; ’ 
Suscipit Anchises, atque ordine singula pandit. 

‘Principio caelum ac terras camposque liquentes 
“Lucentemque globum Lunae Titaniaque astra 725 
‘Spiritus intus alit: totamque infusa per artus 
‘Mens agitat molem, et magno se corpore miscet. 

“Inde hominum pecudumque genus vitaeque volantum 
“Et quae marmoreo fert monstra sub aequore pontus. 
‘Igneus est ollis vigor et caelestis origo 730 
‘Seminibus, quantum non noxia corpora tardant 
‘Terrenique hebetant artus moribundaque membra. 

‘Hinc metuunt cupiuntque, dolent gaudentque, neque auras 
‘Dispiciunt clausae tenebris et carcere caeco. 

‘Quin et supremo cum lumine vita reliquit, 735 
‘Non tamen omne malum miseris nec funditus omnes 
‘Corporeae excedunt pestes, penitusque necesse est 

“Multa diu concreta modis inolescere muiris. 

“Ergo exercentur poenis, veterumque malorum 

“Supplicia expendunt. Aliae panduntur inanes 740 
“Suspensae ad ventos; aliis sub gurgite vasto 
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In a vast whirlpool, or burnt out with fire. 
Each our own shade-correction we endure ; 
Thence into broad Elysium are sent, 

And few in number gain the joyous fields: 

Till lapse of days, time’s circle perfected, 

Has taken out the stain deep-grown within, 
And left the etherial essence free from taint, 
And fire of breath divine untrammelléd. 

These all, when they have turned their wheel around 
Throughout a thousand years, to Lethe’s stream 
The god in great assemblage summons forth, 
That they forsooth, unmindful of the past, 
May view once more the arching worlds above, 
And ’gin to wish to bodies to return.’’ 

Anchises ceased; and ’midst their gatherings 
And murmuring crowd, draws son and Sibyl both 
With him, and mounts a hillock, whence he might 
View all in long array confronting him, 

And note the features of them as they come. 

‘“‘ Now hear; What fame henceforward shall attend 
The Dardan offspring, what Italian-born 
Descendants wait us, souls illustrious, 

And to our name hereafter to succeed, 
I will rehearse, and shew thee of thy fates. 

That youth—thou see’st—who leans on pointless spear, 
Next place by lot he holds to reach the light ; 
Italian blood commingling in his veins, 

He first shall rise to air of upper world 
Silvius, an Alban name, thy youngest born ; 
Whom late thy wife Lavinia shall rear, 

Within the woods, for thee advanced in years, 
To be a king and parent of our kings, 

From whom our line within the Long White Town 
Shall bear dominion. He that comes the next 
Procas, the glory of the Trojan race, 

Capys and Numitor, and who by name 

Shall bring thee back, Aineas Silvius, 
Matchless alike in goodness and in arms, 

If e’er o’er Alba he shall take the rule. 

What warriors! what vigour they display, 
Behold! and how enshadowed are their brows 
With civic oakleaf! These shall build for thee 
Nomentum, Gabii, and Fidenz’s town, 

These on the mountains set Collatia’s towers, 
Pometii, and the camp of Inuus, 

Bola and Cora. These shall be their names 
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‘Infectum eluitur scelus, aut exuritur igni. 

‘Quisque suos patimur Manes ;—exinde per amplum 

‘Mittimur Elysium, et pauci laeta arva tenemus :— 

‘Donec longa dies, perfecto temporis orbe, 

‘Concretam exemit labem, purumque reliquit 

‘ Aetherium sensum, atque aurai simplicis ignem. 

‘Has omnes, ubi mille rotam volvere per annos, 

‘Lethaeum ad fluvium deus evocat agmine magno: 

‘ Scilicet inmemores supera ut convexa fevisant 

‘ Rursus, et incipiant in corpora velle reverti.’ 
Dixérat Anchises : natumque unaque Sibyllam 

Conventus trahit in medios, turbamque sonantem : 

Et tumulum capit, unde omnes longo ordine posset 

Adversos legere, et venientum discere voltus. 

‘Nunc age, Dardaniam prolem quae deinde sequatur 

‘Gloria, qui maneant Itala de gente nepotes, 

‘Inlustres animas nostrumque in nomen ituras, 

‘Expediam dictis, et te tua fata docebo. 

‘Tle, vides, pura iuvenis qui nititur hasta, 

‘ Proxima sorte tenet lucis loca, primus ad auras 

‘ Aetherias Italo commixtus sanguine surget, 

‘Silvius, Albanum nomen, tua postuma proles ; 

“Quem tibi longaevo serum Lavinia coniunx 

‘Educet silvis regem regumque parentem ; 

‘Unde genus Longa nostrum dominabitur Alba. 

‘ Proximus ille Procas, Troianae gloria gentis, 

“Et Capys, et Numitor, et qui te nomine reddet 

‘Silvius Aeneas, pariter pietate vel armis 

“ Egregius, si unquam regnandam acceperit Albam. 

“Qui iuvenes! quantas ostentant, aspice, vires, 

‘Atque umbrata gerunt civili tempora quercu ! 

‘Hi tibi Nomentum, et Gabios, urbemque Fidenam, 

“Hi Collatinas imponent montibus arces, 

“ Pometios, Castrumque Inui, Bolamque, Coramque. 
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Then,—for they now are lands without a name 
Nay more, Mars’ offspring, Romulus, will join 
His grandsire’s company, whom Iha, 

His mother, daughter of Assaracus, 

Shall rear Seest thou how on his head there stand 
The double plumes ? and how his sire himself 
Stamps him already of the gods above 

With his own mark of honour? Lo, my son, 
"Neath this one’s rule shall that renowned Rome 
Wide as the lands extend her sway, and raise 
To heaven her pride, and, one alone, wall round 
Seven citadels, blessed in her warrior sons , 

Just as car-borne the Berecynthian Queen 
Crowned with towers through Phrygian cities rides 
Rejoicing 1n her progeny of gods, 

And clasps a hundred grandsons to her side, 

All denizens of heaven and all of them 
Holding the lofty places of the sky 

Now, hither now, turn both thine eyes to view 
This race to come, and Romans who are thine 
Caesar 1s here and all Iulus’ sons 

Beneath heaven’s lofty pole to pass in time 
This is the hero—this 1s he of whom 

Full many times in promise thou wert told, 
Augustus Cesar, offspring of a god, 

Who once again shall found the golden age 

In Latium o’er the fields that Saturn ruled 

In days gone by, and will advance his sway 
O’er Garamantes’ and o’er Indian tribes 
Beyond the constellations les a land, 

Beyond the ways of sun and year, and there 
Sky-bearing Atlas on his shoulder whirls 

The heavens with fiery constellations set 

E’en now before his coming Caspian realms 
Shudder to hear the message of the gods, 
Mzotia too, and tremblingly the mouths 

Of Nile’s seven rivers pour their troubled streams 
sooth not Alcides roamed o’er earth so far, 
E’en though he slew the brazen-footed stag, 

Or brought repose to Erymanthus’ glades, 

And with his bow made Lerna’s monster quake , 
Nor Liber who victorious guides his team, 

Vine tendrils for his reis, what time he drives 
His tigers down from Nysa’s lofty peak 

And shrink we still from widening valour’s roll 
By deeds, or does our fear restrain us still 
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‘Haec tum nomina erunt, nunc sunt sine nomine terrae. 
‘Quin et avo comitem sese Mavortius addet 

‘Romulus Assaraci quem sanguinis Ilia mater 

‘Educet. Viden’ ut geminae stant vertice cristae, 

‘Et pater ipse suo superum iam signat honore ? 780 
‘En huius, nate, auspiciis illa incluta Roma 

‘Imperium terris, animos aequabit Olympo, 

‘Septemque una sibi muro circumdabit arces. 

‘Felix prole virum: qualis Berecyntia mater 

‘Invehitur curru Phrygias turrita per urbes, 785 
‘Laeta deum partu, centum complexa nepotes, 

“Omnes caelicolas, omnes supera alta tenentes, 

‘Huc geminas nunc flecte acies, hanc aspice gentem 
‘“Romanosque tuos. Hic Caesar, et omnis [uli 

‘Progenies, magnum caeli ventura sub axem. 790 
‘Hic vir, hic est, tibi quem promitti saepius audis, 
‘Augustus Caesar, Divi genus, aurea condet 

‘Saecula qui rursus Latio, regnata per arva 

“Saturno quondam; super et Garamantas et Indos 
“Proferet imperium ; iacet extra sidera tellus, 795 
“Extra anni Solisque vias, ubi caelifer Atlas 

‘Axem umero torquet stellis ardentibus aptum. 

‘Huius in adventum iam nunc et Caspia regna 
‘Responsis horrent divom et Maeotia tellus, 

‘Et septemgemini turbant trepida ostia Nili. 800 
“Nec vero Alcides tantum telluris obivit, 

‘Fixerit aeripedem cervam licet, aut Erymanthi 

‘Pacarit nemora, et Lernam tremefecerit arcu : 

“Nec, qui pampineis victor iuga flectit habenis, 

‘Liber, agens celso Nysae de vertice tigres. 805 
‘Et dubitamus adhuc virtutem extendere factis ? 
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From planting foot upon Ausonian land ? 

But who is he afar, conspicuous 

With boughs of olive, bearing holy things ? 

I recognize the locks and hoary chin 

Of Roman king, who shall with laws set firm 

Our rising town; sent forth to lordly rule 
From scanty Cures, and its barren soil. 

And after him shall Tullus come, and break 
His country’s spell of ease, and rouse to arms 
Our sluggish warriors and battalions grown 
Already all unused to victories. 

And close behind him, of more boastful mien, 
Comes Ancus, and e’en now too he delights 
More than is well in popular applause. 

And woulds’t thou also see the Tarquin kings ? 
And the avenger Brutus’ lofty soul ? 

See too the people’s sovereignty restored ? 

He shall be first to wield a consul’s power 

And the unrelenting axes; and, their sire, 
Shall call his sons to meet their punishment 
For lighting war anew—unhappy he— 

All for the sake of glorious liberty. 

Howe’er those deeds our after-folk shall tell, 
Love of his land and boundless thirst for praise 
With him will overcome. Nay more, behold 
Far off the Decii, and the Drusi there, 
Torquatus also with unpitying axe, 

Camillus too, who bears the standards back. 
But those thou seest glistening-armed alike, 
Souls now at one, and while in thrall of night, 
Alas! what cruel war between the pair, 

What battles, and what carnage will they stir, 
Should they the light of earthly life attain ! 
The Sire-in-law from ranges of the Alps, 

And from Moneecus’ stronghold coming down ; 
The son against him ranged with Eastern host ! 
Ne’er, ne’er, my children, let your hearts grow used 
To wars so fierce, nor turn your stalwart strength 
To rend the bowels of your fatherland ; 

And thou, be thou, the earlier to spare 

Who from Olympus drawest thy descent ; 

Fling from thy hand thy weapon, offspring mine! 
He there—his triumph over Corinth won, 

A victor to the lofty Capitol, 

Renowned for slaughtered Greeks shall drive his car ; 
He, Argos, ay and Agamemnon’s town 
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‘Aut metus Ausonia prohibet consistere terra ? 
‘Quis procul ille autem ramis insignis olivae 
‘Sacra ferens? Nosco crines incanaque menta 
‘Regis Romani; primam qui legibus urbem 
‘Fundabit, Curibus parvis et paupere terra 
‘Missus in imperium magnum. Cui deinde subibit, 
‘Otia qui rumpet patriae residesque movebit 
‘Tullus in arma viros et iam desueta triumphis 
‘Agmina. Quem iuxta sequitur iactantior Ancus, 


‘Nunc quogue iam nimium gaudens popularibus auris. 


‘Vis et Tarquinios reges animamque superbam 
‘Ultoris Bruti fascesque videre receptos ? 
‘Consulis imperium hic primus saevasque secures 
‘ Accipiet, natosque pater, nova bella moventes, 
‘Ad poenam pulchra pro libertate vocabit, 
‘Infelix! Utcunque ferent ea facta minores, 
‘Vincet amor patriae laudumque inmensa cupido. 
‘Quin Decios Drusosque procul, saevomque securi 
‘Aspice Torquatum, et referentem signa Camillum. 
‘Tllae autem, paribus quas fulgere cernis in armis, 
‘Concordes animae nunc, et dum nocte premuntur, 
‘Heu quantum inter se bellum, si lumina vitae 

‘ Attigerint, quantas acies stragemque ciebunt, 

‘ Aggeribus socer Alpinis atque arce Monoeci 
“Descendens, gener adversis instructus Eois ! 

“Ne, pueri, ne tanta animis adsuescite bella, 

“Neu patriae validas in viscera vertite vires: 
‘Tuque prior, tu parce, genus qui ducis Olympo ; 
‘Proice tela manu, sanguis meus ! 

“Tile triumphata Capitolia ad alta Corintho 

* Victor aget currum, caesis insignis Achivis. 
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Mycene, e’en Aacides himself, 

Valiant Achilles’ offspring, shall o’erthrow, 

Take vengeance for his ancestors of Troy, 

And for Minerva’s desecrated shrines. 

Who, mighty Cato, could leave thee unsung. 

Or thee, O Cossus ? Who the Gracchan clan ? 

Or war’s two thunderbolts the Scipios twain 

The bane of Carthage? or Fabricius, rich 

Upon his scanty sustenance; or thee, 

Serranus, in thy furrow sowing seed ? 

Whither, ye Fabii, whirl ye me along, 

Spent in my song? Thou art that Maximus 
Who, singly, by delaying dost restore 

Our fortunes for us. Others, well I ween, 

Will forge the living bronze more gracefully, 

Will from the marble lifelike features chase, 
Plead causes better, and with pointer trace 

The journeyings of the heavens, and indicate 

The rising constellations: be thy thought, 
Roman, to hold the nations in thy sway. 

These shall thine arts be ; terms of peace to name, 
To spare the vanquished and war down the proud.” 
So speaks the Sire, and, while they wonder, adds 
These words: “‘See how Marcellus proudly strides, 
Conspicuous for princeliest trophies won, 

And towers victorious over all the chiefs ! 

This knight shall prove of Roman state the stay 
"Midst the fierce broil of rising, shall lay low 
Carthage, and rebel Gaul, and dedicate 

To sire Quirinus spoils the third time won.” 

And here Eneas (for he now did mark 

Walking with him a youth of noble mien 

And arms resplendent yet whose brow was sad, 
And downcast was the look within his eye) 
“Who sire is this, who thus accompanies 

The hero as he goes? A son is he, 

Or one of his descendants’ noble line ? 

What hum of his companions all around! 

What mirror of perfection in himself ! 

But round his head black night is hovering 

With gloomy shade.”’ Tears welling forth the while, 
Then Sire Anchises thus reply began : 

“O son, enquire not of the bitter grief 

Of thy descendants. This one shall the fates 
But show to earth, and let him be no more. 

Ye gods, to you Rome’s scions would have seemed 
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‘Eruet ille Argos Agamemnoniasque Mycenas, 
‘Ipsumque Aeaciden, genus armipotentis Achilli, 
‘Ultus avos Troiae, templa et temerata Minervae. 840 
‘Quis te, magne Cato, tacitum, aut te, Cosse, relinquat ? 
‘Quis Gracchi genus, aut geminos, duo fulmina belli, 
‘Scipiadas, cladem Libyae, parvoque potentem 
‘Fabricium, vel te sulco, Serrane, serentem ? 
‘Quo fessum rapitis, Fabii? Tu Maximus ille es, 845 
‘Unus qui nobis cunctando restituis rem. 
‘Excudent alii spirantia mollius aera, 
‘Credo equidem, vivos ducent de marmore voltus, 
‘Orabunt causas melius, caelique meatus 
‘Describent radio, et surgentia sidera dicent : 850 
‘Tu regere imperio populos, Romane, memento ; 
‘Hae tibi erunt artes, pacisque inponere morem, 
‘Parcere subiectis, et debellare superbos.’ 

Sic pater Anchises, atque haec mirantibus addit : 
‘ Aspice, ut insignis spoliis Marcellus opimis 855 
‘Ingreditur, victorque viros supereminet omnes ! 
‘Hic rem Romanam, magno turbante tumultu, 
‘Sistet, eques sternet Poenos Gallumque rebellem, 
‘Tertiaque arma patri suspendet capta Quirino.’ 
Atque hic Aeneas (una namque ire videbat 860 
Egregium forma iuvenem et fulgentibus armis, 
Sed frons laeta parum, et deiecto lumina voltu) 
“Quis, pater, ille, virum qui sic comitatur euntem ? 
‘Filius, anne aliquis magna de stirpe nepotum ? 864 
“Qui strepitus circa comitum! quantum instar in ipso! 
“Sed nox atra caput tristi circumvolat umbra.’ 
Tum pater Anchises, lacrimis ingressus obortis : 
‘O nate, ingentem luctum ne quaere tuorum. 
“Ostendent terris hunc tantum fata, neque ultra 
“Esse sinent. Nimium vobis Romana propago 870 
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Too mighty, had these gifts been theirs to keep. 
What bitter wail of heroes shall that plain 
Waft onward to the mighty town of Mars! 
What funeral obsequies wilt thou behold 
Tiber, when thou by that fresh tomb shalt glide ! 
Nor e’er shall youth of Ilian race uplift 
So high the hopes of Latin ancestors ; 
Nor ever shall the land of Romulus 
So vaunt herself of any son she bears. 
Woe for his goodness, for his early faith, 
And his right arm in war invincible ! 
None ever should have scathless crossed his path 
When armed, were he afoot to meet his foe, 
Or spurring in the flank his foaming steed. 
Ah, hapless youth, thou too, if any way 
Thou may’st but burst thy cruel fate apart, 
Shalt a Marcellus be. Full-handed bring 
Lilies; that I their purple flowers may strew, 
Pile them at least by my descendant’s shade, 
And with these gifts mine idle tribute pay.” 
Thus everywhere in all the place they roam 
Throughout the misty plains, and scan them all. 
And when Anchises through each separate scene 
Had led his son, and set his soul aflame 
With longing for the fame of coming days, 
Then to the hero he relates the wars 
That he must wage forthwith, portrays to him 
Laurentine races, and Latinus’ town, 
And how to ’scape each peril or endure. 

Sleep hath twin portals; one, as story tells, 
A gate of horn, for easy issuing 
Of truthful visions given; the other one 
Shining and all of dazzling ivory wrought 
But false the dreams the Manes send through this 
To world above. Anchises with these words 
There then takes leave of son and Sibyl both, 
And by the gate of ivory sends them forth. 
He to the vessels speeds the shortest way, 
And back to his companions fares again, 
Then to Caieta’s harbour sails along 
Straight by the shore. The anchor from the prow 
Is cast; the sterns are grounding on the beach. 
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‘Visa potens, superi, propria haec si dona fuissent. 

‘Quantos ile virum magnam Mavortis ad urbem 

“Campus aget gemitus! vel quae, Tiberine, videbis 

‘Funera, cum tumulum praeterlabere recentem ! 

“Nec puer Iliaca quisquam de gente Latinos 

“In tantum spe tollet avos; nec Romula quondam 

“Ullo se tantum tellus iactabit alumno. 

‘Hew pietas, heu prisca fides, invictaque bello. 

‘Dextera! Non illi se quisquam inpune tulisset 

‘Obvius armato, seu cum pedes iret in hostem, 

‘Seu spumantis equi foderet calcaribus armos. 

‘Heu, miserande puer, si qua fata aspera rumpas, 

‘Tu Marcellus eris. Manibus date lilia plenis, 

‘Purpureos spargam flores, animamque nepotis 

‘His saltem adcumulem donis, et fungar inani 

“Munere.’—Sic tota passim regione vagantur 

Aéris in campis latis, atque omnia lustrant. 

Quae postquam Anchises natum per singula duxit, 

Incenditque animum famae venientis amore, 

Exin bella viro memorat, quae deinde gerenda, 

Laurentesque docet populos urbemque Latini, 

Et quo quemque modo fugiatque feratque laborem. 
Sunt geminae Somni portae: quarum altera fertur 

Cornea, quae veris facilis datur exitus umbris, 

Altera candenti perfecta nitens elephanto, 

Sed falsa ad caelum mittunt insomnia Manes. 

His ibi tum natum Anchises unaque Sibyllam 

Prosequitur dictis, portaque emittit eburna : 

Ille viam secat ad naves, sociosque revisit ; 

Tum se ad Caietae recto fert litore portum, 

Ancora de prora lacitur; stant litore puppes. 
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THovu also to our shores in death hast given 
O Caieta, thine aye-enduring fame ; 
Nurse of A‘neas; and thine honour still 
Preserves thy resting-place, and o’er thy bones 
To mark them in the great Hesperian land 
Thy name is set, if aught that glory be. 
So good Aineas now, her funeral rites 
Duly performed, and burial mound upreared, 
When waters deep were stilled, sails on his way 
And leaves the harbour. On into the night 
Fair breezes blow, nor does the glistening moon 
Forbid their course ; beneath her dancing gleam 
Resplendent lies the main. They coast along 
The neighbouring shores of the Circzan land ; 
Where the rich daughter of the sun makes ring 
With ceaseless song the groves that none may tread, 
And to illume the night, in her proud halls 
Burns scented cedar, while with shuttle shrill 
She runs athwart the dainty-threaded woof. 
Hence on their ears there break the moans and rage 
Of lions, that against their chains rebel, 
And roar aloud as night’s late hour draws on, 
And bristly boars, and bears within their dens 
Breathe fury, and the shapes of monster wolves 
Howl forth their cries ; whom, changed from form of man, 
The cruel goddess Circe had enguised 
In features and in shapes of creatures wild 
By potent herbs. And lest Troy’s pious sons, 
Wafted to port, such horrors should endure, 
And unawares steal on these evil shores, 
Neptune filled out their sails with favouring winds, 
And gave them flight, and carried them beyond 
The boiling shoals. 

And now the sea began 
To blush with rays, and from the height of heaven 
Dawn saffron-hued in rosy car to shine 
When fell the winds, and every breath was still 
All suddenly, and toilsome was the oar 
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Tu quoque htoribus nostns, Aeneia nutrix, 

Aeternam moriens famam, Caieta, dedisti , 

Et nunc servat honos sedem tuus ossaque nomen 

Hesperia in magna, siqua est ea gloria, signat 

At plus exequus Aeneas rite solutis, 

Aggere composito tumuli, postquam alta quierunt 

Aequora, tendit iter velis portumque relinquit 

Adspirant aurae in noctem nec candida cursus 

Luna negat, splendet tremulo sub lumine pontus 

Proxima Circaeae raduntur litora terrae, 

Dives inaccessos ubi Solis filia lucos 

Adsiduo resonat cantu tectisque superbis 

Unt odoratam nocturna in lumina cedrum, 

Arguto tenuis percurrens pectine telas 

Hine exaudini gemitus iraeque leonum 

Vincla recusantum et sera sub nocte rudentum, 

Saetigerique sues atque in praesepibus ursi 

Saevire ac formae magnorum ululare luporum, 

Quos hominum ex facie dea saeva potentibus herbis 

Induerat Circe in voltus ac terga ferarum 

Quae ne monstra pu paterentur talia Troes 

Delati in portus neu litora dira subirent, 

Neptunus ventis mplevit vela secundis 

Atque fugam dedit et praeter vada fervida vexit. 
Tamque rubescebat radus mare et aethere ab alto 

Aurora in roseis fulgebat lutea bigis, 
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Upon the sluggish surface of the main. 

And here 7Eneas from the sea looked forth 
Upon a spreading grove, and parting this 

Tiber with pleasant stream and eddies swift, 
And golden from the many sands he rolls, 

Bursts forth into the sea; and all around 

And overhead the birds of varying hue, 

Well used to bank and channel of his stream, 
Mellowed the air with song, and in the grove 
Took frequent flight. He bids his comrades turn 
Their course about, and point their prows to land, 
And joyfully ascends its darkling stream. 

Come now, thou Muse of love, I will unfold 
What kings there were, what order of events, 
And how in olden Latium it befel, 

When first its vessels to Ausonian shores 

An alien army moored, and will recall 

The first beginnings of our earliest fight. 

Thou, thou, O goddess, must inspire thy bard. 
Sing will I of grim wars, of battles sing, 

And kings by valour spurred to deeds of death, 
And of Etruria’s host, and of the land 

Of Hesperus all gathered under arms. 

Before me rises yet a grander chain, 

Yet grander is the task that I essay. 

The king Latinus, now in years advanced, 
Ruled in long peace o’er fields and tranquil towns. 
That he was son of Faunus we are told, 

And of Marica, the Laurentine Nymph. 

Picus was sire of Faunus; and he claims 
Thee, Saturn, for his father; of his line 
Thou wert the earliest founder. His own son, 
And his male offspring, by the god’s decree 
Was now no more, and in youth’s early time 
Rising was torn away. One daughter kept 
His home and all his great inheritance ; 

Now ripe for marriage was she, and now come 
In fulness of her years to wedlock’s age. 

And many they from mighty Latin realm 
And all Ausonia, that did seek her hand; 
Foremost there sought her—fairest of them all— 
Turnus, with grandsires and with ancestors 
Well furnishéd ; and him the royal spouse 
With wondrous longing fain would join to her 
For son-in-law ; but portents of the gods 
With divers evil bodings bar the way. 
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Flatus et in lento luctantur marmore tonsae. 
Atque hic Aeneas ingentem ex aequore lucum 
Prospicit: hunc inter fluvio Tiberinus amoeno 
Vorticibus rapidis et multa flavus arena 

In mare prorumpit. Variae circumque supraque 
Adsuetae ripis volucres et fluminis alveo 
Aethera mulcebant cantu lucoque volabant. 
Flectere iter sociis terraeque advertere proras 
Imperat et laetus fluvio succedit opaco. 

Nunc dge, qui reges, Erato, quae tempora rerum, 
Quis Latio antiquo fuerit status, advena classem 
Cum primum Ausoniis exercitus appulit oris, 
Expediam et primae revocabo exordia pugnae. 
Tu vatem, tu, diva, mone. Dicam horrida bella, 
Dicam acies actosque animis in funera reges 
Tyrrhenamque manum totamque sub arma coactam 
Hesperiam. Maior rerum mihi nascitur ordo, 
Maius opus moveo. Rex arva Latinus et urbes 
Tam senior longa placidas in pace regebat. 

Hunc Fauno et Nympha genitum Laurente Marica 
Accipimus, Fauno Picus pater, isque parentem 

Te, Saturne, refert, tu sanguinis ultimus auctor. 
Filius huic fato divom prolesque virilis 

Nulla fuit primaque oriens erepta iuventa est. 

Sola domum et tantas servabat filia sedes, 

Iam matura viro, iam plenis nubilis annis. 

Multi illam magno e Latio totaque petebant 
Ausonia ; petit ante alios pulcherrimus omnis 
Turnus, avis atavisque potens, quem regia coniunx 
Adiungi generum miro properabat amore ; 

Sed variis portenta deum terroribus obstant. 
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Amid the palace, in deep mner court, 

A bay-tree grew that sacred foliage bare, 
Guarded the long years through with reverence , 
This, found there when his earliest towers he built, 
Father Latinus in the tale was said 

Himself to Phoebus to have consecrate, 

And to the settlers to have given their name, 

The Laurentines, from this Its topmost part, 
Bees in dense cloud—strange wonder to relate— 
Borne with loud hum across the hquid arr, 

Beset, and, foot twined each 1n other’s foot, 

There hung from leafy bough the unlooked-for swarm 
Outspake the seer at once ‘“‘ We mark,” said he, 

“ There hails a chieftain from abroad, his men 
March to the self same quarter as the bees, 

Who from the self same quarter also came, 

And lord it o’er our topmost citadel ’’ 

Nay more, while the altar with chaste torch she fires 
And by her sire the maid Lavinia stands, 

In her long tresses, horror! she was seen 

To catch the blaze, and all her dainty gear 

To burn with crackling flames, and kindled were 
Her royal locks, kindled her gem-decked crown , 
Then she was wrapped in smoke and yellow glare, 
And scattered burning sparks throughout the halls 
That sooth was called a dread and wondrous sight , 
For they proclarmed the maid herself should be 

In story and in fates ilustrous, 

And yet sore warfare for her folk forbode 

But troubled at these prodigies the king 

Betook him unto Faunus’ oracles, 

His fate-foretelling sire, and sought, for help 

The woods beneath high-set Albunea , 

That mighty grove that rings with sacred fount, 
And darkling breathes its deadly vapour forth 
Hence 1n their doubtful times Italian tribes, 

And all the Gnotrian land seek oracles 

And to this place when priest his gifts hath borne, 
And on spread skins of slaughtered sheep has lain, 
And slumber sought in silence of the night, 

Full many ghosts that flit in wondrous ways 

He sees, and various utterances hears, 

And with communion of the gods 1s blest, 

And talks in birdless depths with powers of hell 
Here then too, Sire Latmus’ self, in quest 

Of oracles, was duly offering 
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Laurus erat tecti medio in penetralibus altis, 
Sacra comam multosque metu servata per annos, 
Quam pater inventam, primas cum conderet arces, 
Ipse ferebatur Phoebo sacrasse Latinus 
Laurentisque ab ea nomen posuisse colonis. 

Huius apes summum densae, mirabile dictu, 
Stridore ingenti liquidum trans aethera vectae, 
Obsedere apicem, et pedibus per mutua nexis 
Examen subitum ramo frondente pependit. 
Continuo. vates, ‘externum cernimus,’ inquit, 

* Adventare virum, et partes petere agmen easdem 
Partibus ex isdem et summa dominarier arce.’ 
Praeterea, castis adolet dum altaria taedis 

Et iuxta genitorem adstat Lavinia virgo, 

Visa, nefas, longis comprendere crinibus ignem, 
Atque omnem ornatum flamma crepitante cremari 
Regalisque accensa comas, accensa coronam 
Insignem gemmis, tum fumida lumine fulvo 
Involvi ac totis Volcanum spargere tectis. 

Id vero horrendum ac visu mirabile ferri : 
Namque fore inlustrem fama fatisque canebant 
Ipsam, sed populo magnum portendere bellum. 
At rex sollicitus monstris oracula Fauni, 

Fatidici genitoris, adit lucosque sub alta 
Consulit Albunea, nemorum quae maxima sacro 
Fonte sonat saevamque exhalat opaca mephitim. 
Hinc Italae gentes omnisque Oenotria tellus 

In dubiis responsa petunt ; huc dona sacerdos 
Cum tulit et caesarum ovium sub nocte silenti 
Pellibus incubuit stratis somnosque petivit, 

Multa modis simulacra videt volitantia miris 

Et varias audit voces fruiturque deorum 
Conloquio atque imis Acheronta adfatur Avernis. 
Hic et tum pater ipse petens responsa Latinus 
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A hundred full-grown woolly sheep, and propped 

Upon their hides and outspread fleeces lay ; 

From the deep grove all sudden came the voice : 

‘“‘ Seek not in Latin nuptials to unite 

Thy daughter, O mine offspring, nor confide 

In chambers that for bridal are prepared ; 

For sons in marriage from a foreign land 

Shall come to thee, by their high blood to raise 

Our name to reach the stars, from stock of whom 

Our children reared shall see beneath their feet 

The whole world swayed and ruled, where eitherwards 

On Ocean looks the aye-returning Sun.” 

This oracle that father Faunus spake, 

And warnings in night’s silence that he gave, 

Himself, Latinus, did not keep untold, 

But now already Rumour, flitting round, 

Had borne them wide throughout Ausonian towns, 

When to the grassy mound of river-bank 

Laomedon’s stout sons made fast their fleet. 
7Eneas, and the foremost of his chiefs, 

And fair Iulus, lay them down at ease 

Beneath the branches of a lofty tree, 

Arrange their viands, and beneath their meats 

Lay on the sward the holy cakes of meal— 

For so great Jupiter was bidding them— 

And with wild fruitage pile the wheaten floor. 

Hereon it chanced that, all the rest consumed, 

The scanty fare compelled them e’en to turn 

Their appetite against the slender cakes, 

And break with hands and jaws unscrupuling 

The round of fateful crust, nor let them spare 

The squares of platters broad ; Iulus cried, 

Jesting, and this was all the word he spake : 

““ Look then! our very tables now we eat!”’ 

The hearing of that word first told to them 

That toils were o’er, and from the speaker’s lip 

The father caught it, nor let more be said, 

Astonied at such influence divine. 

At once he cried: ‘‘ Hail, land that art to me 

Due by my fates, I bid you also, hail, 

True to our cause, O household gods of Troy. 

Here is your home and this your fatherland. 

For Sire Anchises—I recall it now— 

Bequeathed to me this secret of the fates ; 

“When borne, my son, to shores thou had’st not known 

Hunger shall force thee for the lack of fare 


LIBER VII 


Centum lanigeras mactabat rite bidentis 
Atque harum effultus tergo stratisque iacebat 
Velleribus: subita ex alto vox reddita luco est: 
‘Ne pete conubiis natam sociare Latinis, 
O mea progenies, thalamis neu crede paratis ; 
Externi venient generi, qui sanguine nostrum 
Nomen in astra ferant quorumque ab stirpe nepotes 
Omnia sub pedibus, qua Sol utrumque recurrens 
Aspicit Oceanum, vertique regique videbunt.’ 
Haec responsa patris Fauni monitusque silent 
Nocte datos non ipse suo premit ore Latinus, 
Sed circum late volitans iam Fama per urbes 
Ausonias tulerat, cum Laomedontia pubes 
Gramineo ripae religavit ab aggere classem. 
Aeneas primique duces et pulcher Iulus 
Corpora sub ramis deponunt arboris altae 
Instituuntque dapes et adorea liba per herbam 
Subiciunt epulis, sic Iuppiter ipse monebat, 
Et Cereale solum pomis agrestibus augent. 
Consumptis hic forte aliis, ut vertere morsus 
Exiguam in Cererem penuria adegit edendi 
Et violare manu malisque audacibus orbem 
Fatalis crusti patulis nec parcere quadris: 
‘ Heus, etiam mensas consumimus,’ inquit Iulus, 
Nec plura adludens. Ea vox audita laborum 
Prima tulit finem, primamque loquentis ab ore 
Eripuit pater ac stupefactus numine pressit. 
Continuo, ‘ salve fatis mihi debita tellus, 
“Vosque,’ ait, ‘o fidi Troiae salvete Penates : 
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Hic domus, haec patria est. Genitor mihi talia namque 


(Nunc repeto) Anchises fatorum arcana reliquit : 
“Cum te, nate, fames ignota ad litora vectum 
Accisis coget dapibus consumere mensas, 
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Thy tables to devour ; bethink thee then, 

Toil-weary, to be looking for a home, 

And stoutly there to set and fortify 

Thy first abode with rampart.’ This was then 

That hunger he foretold; this waiting us 

At last to set a bourne to deaths we died. 

Up then, and blithely with the sun’s first ray 

Explore we well what places these may be, 

What folk possess them, where the nation’s walls, 

And from the harbour start our several ways. 

Now pour to Jove your bowls, and in your prayers 

Call on the Sire Anchises, and replace 

The wine upon your board.”’ So having said, 

Thereon he twines his brows with leafy spray, 

And to the Genius of the place he prays, 

And unto Earth the earliest of the gods, 

And Nymphs, and Rivers yet unknown to him ; 

Then unto Night and orient signs of Night, 

And Ida’s Jove, and Phrygian queen in turn, 

And parents both—in sky, and world below. 

Hereon thrice thundered in the sky serene 

From lofty heaven the Sire Omnipotent, 

And his own self from ether showed a cloud 

Flashing with rays of golden brilliancy, 

And brandished with his hand. Then suddenly 

There passed throughout the Trojan host the word 

The day was come, on which to found the walls 

Their rightful due. With emulation they 

Renew the banquet, and set out the bowls, 

And crown the wine, of that great omen glad. 
When the next dawn with early torch arisen 

Was lighting up the lands, by various paths 

They search to find the city’s boundaries, 

And shores the nation owns ; mark these for pools 

Fed by Numicius’ fount, this Tiber’s stream, 

That here there dwell the valiant Latin folk. 

Then to the stately ramparts of the king 

f@neas bade a hundred spokesman go, 

Men that were chosen out of every rank, 

Wreathed all of them in olive boughs, to bear 

The ruler gifts, and peace for Teucrians claim, 

They linger not, but at his bidding speed, 

And with fleet steps are borne. The chief himself 

Marks with low trench his walls, and labours hard 

Thereon, and their first dwellings by the shore 

Encircles with both pinnacle and mound 
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Tum sperare domos defessus ibique memento 
Prima locare manu molirique aggere tecta.”’ 
Haec erat illa fames; haec nos suprema manebat, 
Exitiis positura modum. 
Quare agite et primo laeti cum lumine solis 
Qua loca, quive habeant homines, ubi moenia gentis, 
Vestigemus, et a portu diversa petamus. 
Nunc pateras libate Iovi precibusque vocate 
Anchisen genitorem, et vina reponite mensis.’ 
Sic deinde effatus frondenti tempora ramo 
Implicat et Geniumque loci primamque deorum 
Tellurem Nymphasque et adhuc ignota precatur 
Flumina, tum Noctem Noctisque orientia Signa 
Idaeumque Jovem Phrygiamque ex ordine Matrem 
Invocat et duplicis caeloque Ereboque parentes. 
Hic Pater omnipotens ter caelo clarus ab alto 
Intonuit radiisque ardentem lucis et auro 
Ipse manu quatiens ostendit ab aethere nubem. 
Diditur hic subito Trolana per agmina rumor 
Advenisse diem, quo debita moenia condant. 
Certatim instaurant epulas atque omine magno 
Crateras laeti statuunt et vina coronant. 

Postera cum prima lustrabat lampade terras 
Orta dies, urbem et finis et litora gentis 
Diversi explorant ; haec fontis stagna Numici, 
Hunc Thybrim fluvium, hic fortis habitare Latinos. 
Tum satus Anchisa delectos ordine ab omni 
Centum oratores augusta ad moenia regis 
Ire iubet, ramis velatos Palladis omnis, 
Donaque ferre viro pacemque exposcere Teucris. 
Haut mora, festinant iussi rapidisque feruntur 
Passibus. Ipse humili designat moenia fossa 
Moliturque locum primasque in litore sedes 
Castrorum in morem pinnis atque aggere cingit. 
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In fashion of a camp. And now the men 
Reaching their journey’s end behold the towers 
And the tall dwellings of the Latin men, 

And to the walls draw nigh. Before the town 
The boys, and youths in early flower of age 
Were learning horsemanship, and in the dust 
Wheeling their cars, or bending supple bows, 

Or with strong forearm hurling lissom darts 
And challenging to race and boxing bout. 

Then riding in advance, a messenger 

Bears to the aged monarch’s ear the news 

That mighty men in strangers’ garb had come. 
He bids them to be called within the halls, 

And seats himself on his ancestral throne, 

The centre of them all. A stately pile, 
Immense, upon a hundred columns reared, 

Upon the city’s highest point uprose, 
Laurentine Picus’ palace, held in awe 

For groves and for ancestral sanctity. 

Good omen ’twas that kings should here receive 
Their sceptres, and the fasces first upraise : 
This court house was their temple, these the halls 
For their high feasts; here, when the ram was slain 
At tables ranged in an unbroken line 

The elders used to sit. Nay more, the busts 
Of early ancestors in order due, 

Carved out of olden cedar-wood, stood there ; 
Beside the vestibule both Italus, 

And Sire Sabinus, he that sowed the vine, 

Still holding ’neath his bust his curvéd hook. 
And Saturn old, and two-faced Janus’ head 
And other kings from earliest of their line, 

And those who fighting for their fatherland. 
Endured the hurts of war. And many arms 
Beside upon the sacred lintels hung, 

And captured chariot, and curved battle-axe 
And helmet crest, and mighty bar of gate, 

And dart, and shield, and beak from vessel torn. 
The king himself with his Quirinal staff, 

And girt around with scanty stripéd robe 

Sat there, in left hand his Ancilian shield, 
Steed-taming Picus, whom his love-snared queen, 
Circé, deep-smitten by her golden wand, 

By potions changed, and turned him to a bird, 
And sprinkled him with colours on his wings. 

In such a temple of the gods, within, 
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Iamque iter emensi turris ac tecta Latinorum 
Ardua cernebant iuvenes muroque subibant : 
Ante urbem pueri et primaevo flore iuventus 
Exercentur equis domitantque in pulvere currus, 
Aut acris tendunt arcus aut lenta lacertis 
Spicula contorquent cursuque ictuque lacessunt : 
Cum praevectus equo longaevi regis ad auris 
Nuntius ingentis ignota in veste reportat 
Advenisse viros. Ile intra tecta vocari 
Imperat,et solio medius consedit avito. 
Tectum augustum ingens, centum sublime columnis, 
Urbe fuit summa, Laurentis regia Pici, 
Horrendum silvis et religione parentum. 

Hic sceptra accipere et primos attollere fasces 
Regibus omen erat, hoc illis curia templum, 
Hae sacris sedes epulis, hic ariete caeso 
Perpetuis soliti patres considere mensis. 

Quin etiam veterum effigies ex ordine avorum 
Antiqua e cedro, Italusque paterque Sabinus 
Vitisator, curvam servans sub imagine falcem, 
Saturnusque senex Ianique bifrontis imago 
Vestibulo astabant, aliique ab origine reges 
Martiaque ob patriam pugnando volnera passi. 
Multaque praeterea sacris in postibus arma, 
Captivi pendent currus curvaeque secures 

Et cristae capitum et portarum ingentia claustra 
' Spiculaque clipeique ereptaque rostra carinis. 
Ipse Quirinali lituo parvaque sedebat 
Succinctus trabea laevaque ancile gerebat 


Picus, equum domitor ; quem capta cupidine coniunx 


Aurea percussum virga versumque venenis 
Fecit avem Circe sparsitque coloribus alas. 
Tali intus templo divom patriaque Latinus 
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And sitting where his ancestors had sat, 
Latinus called the Teucrians to himself, 
Into the palace; and in accents calm 
To them when entered thus was first to speak : 

“ Tell me, ye sons of Dardanus, for we 
Know both your town and race, and ye were known 
Hither to turn your course across the sea, 
What your desire ? what quest has borne your barks, 
Or needing what, sailed ye to western shore 
Over so many stretches of blue sea ? 
If from your course astray, or tempest-driven— 
Such haps as oft the sailor undergoes 
On the deep sea—ye now are come within 
Our river-banks and at our landing lie, 
Fly not from friendly welcome, and know well 
That Latin men are sprung from Saturn’s race, 
Who deal aright not from constraint nor laws, 
But ordering themselves of their free will 
After the custom of their ancient god. 
And, troth, I mind thee—dimmer through the tale 
By years—that old Auruncan men would tell 
How Dardanus a native of these lands 
To Phrygian Ida’s cities pierced his way 
And Thracian Samos, now called Samothrace. 
That ‘twas from here and from the Tuscan land 
Of Corythus he started on his way, 
Whom golden courts within the starry sky 
Now welcome to his throne, and by his shrines 
Make increase of the number of the gods.” 
His speech was ended and then Ilioneus 
Took up his words with utterance like this : 
““O king, of Faunus noble progeny, 
Black storms ne’er drave us by the stress of wave 
To land upon your shores, nor star, nor coast 
Deceived us in the ordering of our course, 
Of purpose set, we all with willing mind 
Are borne to this your town; from kingdoms driven 
Of old the mightiest on which the sun 
Looked, as from heaven’s remotest part he came. 
From Jove the starting of our race, in Jove 
Their ancestor, the Dardan youth rejoice. 
Our king himself, of Jove’s most high descent, 
Trojan Eneas, sent us to your gates. 
How fierce a storm, from stern Mycenz loosed. 
Has broken over the Idzan plains 
Urged by what destinies the continents 
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Sede sedens Teucros ad sese in tecta vocavit, 
Atque haec ingressis placido prior edidit ore: 

‘ Dicite, Dardanidae (neque enim nescimus et urbem 
Et genus, auditique advertitis aequore cursum), 
Quid petitis ? quae causa rates aut cuius egentis 
Litus ad Ausonium tot per vada caerula vexit ? 
Sive errore viae seu tempestatibus acti, 

Qualia multa mari nautae patiuntur in alto, 
Fluminis intrastis ripas portuque sedetis, 

Ne fugite hospitium neve ignorate Latinos 
Saturni gentem, haut vinclo nec legibus aequam, 
Sponte sua veterisque dei se more tenentem. 
Atque equidem memini (fama est obscurior annis) 
Auruncos ita ferre senes, his ortus ut agris 
Dardanus Idaeas Phrygiae penetrarit ad urbes 
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Thraeiciamque Samum, quae nunc Samothracia fertur. 


Hinc illum, Corythi Tyrrhena ab sede profectum, 

Aurea nunc Solio stellantis regia caeli 

Accipit et numerum divorum altaribus auget.’ 
Dixerat, et dicta Ilioneus sic voce secutus: 

“Rex, genus egregium Fauni, nec fluctibus actos 

Atra subegit hiemps vestris succedere terris 

Nec sidus regione viae litusve fefellit : 

Consilio hanc omnes animisque volentibus urbem 

Adferimur, pulsi regnis, quae maxima quondam 

Extremo veniens Sol aspiciebat Olympo. 

Ab love principium generis, Jove Dardana pubes 

Gaudet avo, rex ipse Iovis de gente suprema, 

Troius Aeneas, tua nos ad limina misit. 

Quanta per Idaeos saevis effusa Mycenis 

Tempestas ierit campos, quibus actus uterque 

Europae atque Asiae fatis concurrerit orbis, 
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Of Europe and of Asia met in arms, 

He knows, if one there be, whom earth’s far bounds 

Where baffled ocean beats hold isolate, 

And whom, if any, the fierce sun’s broad tract, 

Stretched ‘twixt four zones, doth from his fellows part. 

Borne from that flood o’er many waters wide, 

We are but asking for our country’s gods 

A scant abode and shore to injure none, 

And air and water free to all alike. 

We to your kingdom shall not bring reproach ; 

Nor lightly shall your reputation spread, 

Nor gratitude for deed so noble fail ; 

Nor shall it grieve Ausonians that they took 

Troy to their bosom. By A®neas’ fates 

I swear it, and by his prevailing hand, 

Whether by treaty, or by war and arms 

Any have proved it strong; many the folk, 

Many the races—hold us not in scorn, 

That of ourselves before us now we bring 

Peace fillets in our hands, and suppliant words— 

Both sought us for themselves, and had the will 

The peoples to unite. But us the fates 

Of gods by their high orders did compel 

That to your country we should search our way. 

Hence Dardanus arose, hither again 

Apollo by stern hest recalls perforce 

To Tuscan Tiber and the sacred pools 

Fed by Numicius’ fount. Our king presents 

To thee—poor gifts of earlier prosperous days— 

Relics that out of burning Troy were saved. 

Father Anchises from this cup of gold 

Libations at the altars used to pour. 

These Priam’s ornaments, when, as his wont, 

Laws to the gathered peoples he would give, 

His sceptre this and sacred diadem, 

And robes the handiwork of Ilian’s dames.” 
While Ilioneus such words is uttering 

Latinus looks with steady downward gaze 

To earth, sits rooted to the spot, and turns 

His eyes in earnest thought. Nor recks the king 

Of purple broidery, nor recks so much 

Of Priam’s sceptre, as he broods upon 

The marriage and the bridal of his child, 

And in his breast revolves the prophecies 

That Faunus spake of old: that this is he 

The son-in-law foreshadowed by the fates, 


LIBER VII 
Audiit et siquem tellus extrema refuso 
Summovet oceano et siquem extenta plagarum 
Quattuor in medio dirimit plaga Solis iniqui. 
Diluvio ex illo tot vasta per aequora vecti 
Dis sedem exiguam patriis litusque rogamus 
Innocuum et cunctis undamque auramque patentem. 
Non erimus regno indecores, nec vestra feretur 
Fama levis tantique abolescet gratia facti, 
Nec Troiam Ausonios gremio excepisse pigebit. 
Fata per Aeneae iuro dextramque potentem 
Sive fide seu quis bello est expertus et armis : 
Multi nos populi, multae (ne temne, quod ultro 
Praeferimus manibus vittas ac verba precantia) 
Et petiere sibi et voluere adiungere gentes ; 
Sed nos fata deum vestras exquirere terras 
Imperiis egere suis. Hinc Dardanus ortus ; 
Huc repetit iussisque ingentibus urguet Apollo 
Tyrrhenum ad Thybrim et fontis vada sacra Numici. 
Dat tibi praeterea fortunae parva prioris 
Munera, reliquias Troia ex ardente receptas. 
Hoc pater Anchises auro libabat ad aras ; 
Hoc Priami gestamen erat, cum iura vocatis 
More daret populis, sceptrumque sacerque tiaras 
Iliadumque labor vestes.’ 

Talibus Ilionei dictis defixa Latinus 
Obtutu tenet ora soloque inmobilis haeret 
Intentos volvens oculos. Nec purpura regem 
Picta movet nec sceptra movent Priameia tantum, 
Quantum in conubio natae thalamoque moratur ; 
Et veteris Fauni volvit sub pectore sortem, 
Hunc illum fatis externa ab sede profectum 
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Who journeying to him from a foreign land, 
Is called to share his rule with equal power ; 
This he, whose offspring shall by valour prove 
Renowned, and seize the whole world in their might. 
At length with joy he cries: ‘‘ The gods speed on 
Our purpose, and their presage. That, thy wish, 
O Trojan, shall be granted; nor do I 
Thy goodly gifts disdain. And unto you, 
While king Latinus rules, there shall not lack 
Wealth of rich soil and opulence of Troy. 
Only in person let AEneas come, 
If so he long for us, and eager be 
To join in guestship and be called ally ; 
Nor shrink the face of friend to look upon. 
Condition of our peace ’twill be for me 
To clasp your sovereign’s hand. You in return 
Now bear my message back unto your king. 
I have a daughter whom the oracles, 
Told at my father’s shrine, and in the heavens - 
Full many portents dire permit me not 
To link with any lord of our own race ; 
They tell that sons-in-law from foreign lands 
Soon will be here—this Latium has in store— 
Who by their blood will to the stars uplift 
Our reputation ; and I both suppose 
That this is he whom fates demand, and if 
My mind ought augur true, I choose it so.” 
This having said the father chose them steeds, 
Of all his number. Thrice one hundred stood 
All glossy-coated in their lofty stalls. 
Anon he bids that in long line be led 
For all the Teucrians’ wing-footed steeds, 
With purple and with broidered trappings decked ; 
Down from their necks their golden poitrels hang. 
Caparisoned in gold they champ with tooth 
The yellow gold. A car and harnessed pair 
Of strain ethereal, snorting forth the flame 
From out their nostrils, of the stock of those 
That cunning Circé, tricking thus her sire, 
Reared from a mare she mated, bastard-bred, 
He for their absent guest AEneas sent. 
With such fair gifts and message from the king. 
High on their steeds 7Eneas’ sons return 
Announcing peace. 

But lo! Jove’s cruel spouse 
Was from Inachian Argos wending home, 
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Portendi generum paribusque in regna vocari 

Auspiciis, huic progeniem virtute futuram 

Egregiam et totum quae viribus occupet orbem. 

Tandem laetus ait: ‘di nostra incepta secundent 

Auguriumque suum! Dabitur, Troiane, quod optas, 

Munera nec sperno, non vobis rege Latino 

Divitis uber agri Troiaeve opulentia deerit. 

Ipse modo Aeneas, nostri si tanta cupidost, 

Si iungi hospitio properat sociusque vocari, 

Adveniat, voltus neve exhorrescat amicos : 

Pars mihi pacis erit dextram tetigisse tyranni. 

Vos contra regi mea nunc mandata referte. 

Est mihi nata, viro gentis quam iungere nostrae 

Non patrio ex adyto sortes, non plurima caelo 

Monstra sinunt: generos externis adfore ab oris, 

Hoc Latio restare canunt, qui sanguine nostrum 

Nomen in astra ferant. Hunc illum poscere fata 

Et reor et, siquid veri mens augurat, opto.’ 

Haec effatus equos numero pater eligit omni : 

Stabant ter centum nitidi in praesepibus altis : 

Omnibus extemplo Teucris iubet ordine duci 

Instratos ostro alipedes pictisque tapetis, 

(Aurea pectoribus demissa monilia pendent, 

Tecti auro fulvum mandunt sub dentibus aurum), 

Absenti Aeneae currum geminosque iugalis 

Semine ab aetherio, spirantis naribus ignem, 

Iliorum de gente, patri quos daedala Circe 

Supposita de matre nothos furata creavit. 

Talibus Aeneadae donis dictisque Latini 

Sublimes in equis redeunt pacemque reportant. 
Ecce autem Inachiis sese referebat ab Argis 
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And borne aloft upon the breezes rode ; 

And out of zther from afar she spied, 

Right from Pachynus’ point in Sicily, 
Gladsome AEneas and his Dardan fleet. 

She sees that now they toil to build them homes, 
Now trusting to the land have left their ships. 
Transfixéd by a piercing grief she stood ; 
And, with a bitter tossing of her head 

Poured from her breast the words: ‘Ah! hateful race ! 
And fates of Phrygians, clashing with our own! 
Can they have died upon Sigzan plains ? 

Can captives ever have been captive made ? 
Did burnt-up Troy her heroes ever burn ? 
Through battle and through flame they have found a way. 
Ay, but, I ween, my powers divine at last 

Lie all worn out, or sated of my hate 

I now am fallen asleep. Nay, but I dared 
When outcasts from their land to follow them 
In vengeance o’er the waves, and pit myself, 
The ocean o’er, against the fugitives. 

Spent all in vain were powers of sea and sky 
Against the Teucrians. What to me availed 
Syrtes, or Scylla? What Charybdis vast ? 

In Tiber’s longed for channel safe they hide. 
Careless of main and me. Yet Mars had power 
To wreck the giant race of Lapithe ; 

The father of the gods himself made o’er 

To Dian’s fury Calydon of old ; 

For what then crime so great were Lapithe 

Or Calydon deserving punishment ? 

But I, Jove’s mighty consort, who did deign 
To leave no deed undared, ill-fated one, 

Who lent myself to every artifice, 

Am being by A®neas overborne. 

But if not now suffice my power divine, 

Too nice would I not be to call to aid 

That which in any region doth reside. 

If bend I cannot gods in heaven above, 

I'll stir the powers of Acheron below. 
Granted ’twill not be given from Latin realms 
To bar him, and his bride inalienate, 

Lavinia, by destiny remains, 

Still to prolong and minister delay 

To these momentous issues, this is mine ; 

Still it is mine the peoples of both kings 

To bring to wreck; and son-in-law and sire 
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Saeva Iovis coniunx aurasque invecta tenebat, 

Et laetum Aenean classemque ex aethere longe 

Dardaniam Siculo prospexit ab usque Pachyno. 

Moliri iam tecta videt, iam fidere terrae, 290 

Deseruisse rates. Stetit acri fixa dolore: 

Tum quassans caput haec effundit pectore dicta : 

‘ Heu stirpem invisam et fatis contraria nostris 

Fata Phrygum ! num Sigeis occumbere campis, 

Num capti potuere capi ? num incensa cremavit 295 

Troia viros ? medias acies mediosque per ignis 

Invenere viam. At, credo, mea numina tandem 

Fessa iacent, odiis aut exsaturata quievi. 

Quin etiam patria excussos infesta per undas 

Ausa sequi et profugis toto me opponere ponto. 300 

Absumptae in Teucros vires caelique marisque. 

Quid Syrtes aut Scylla mihi, quid vasta Charybdis 

Profuit ? optato conduntur Thybridis alveo, 

Securi pelagi atque mei. Mars perdere gentem 

Inmanem Lapithum valuit, concessit in iras 305 

Ipse deum antiquam genitor Calydona Dianae, 

Quod scelus aut Lapithas tantum aut Calydona merentem ? 

Ast ego, magna Iovis coniunx, nil linquere inausum 

Quae potui infelix, quae memet in omnia verti, 

Vincor ab Aenea. Quod si mea numina non sunt 310 

Magna satis, dubitem haut equidem inplorare quod usquam 
est : 

Flectere si nequeo Superos, Acheronta movebo. 

Non dabitur regnis, esto, prohibere Latinis, 

Atque immota manet fatis Lavinia coniunx, 

At trahere atque moras tantis licet addere rebus, 315 

At licet amborum populos exscindere regum. 
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May, at this price of their own followers, join. 
Maiden, from Trojan and Rutulian blood 

Thou’lt gain thy dowry, and Bellona waits, 

Thy bridal dame Not Cisseus’ child alone, 
Torch-pregnant, has given birth to nuptial flames , 
Nay, Venus hath like offspring of her own, 

Even a second Paris, and again 

Fell firebrands for rebuilded Pergamos ”’ 

Her utterance ended, dread of mien she sought 
Earth’s lands, and from hell’s darkness summons forth 
And from the baneful goddesses’ abode 
Allecto, grief-inspirer, whom sad wars, 

And passions, and imveiglements delight, 
And harmful charges Pluto e’en her sire, 
Holds her in hatred, and the evil thing 
Her hell-born sisters hate , so change her looks, 
Such cruel shapes she wears, so big a brood 
Of serpents black sprout forth upon her head 
Her fury Juno whetted with these words, 
And thus addressed her “‘ Virgin, child of mght, 
This thine especial service render me, 
This aid, for fear that from its place decline 
Mine honour broken, and my high repute, 
Nor may the Trojan youth with marriage ties 
Have power to snare Latinus, nor beset 
The bounds of Italy Thou hast the power 
To arm for battle brothers heart to heart, 
And homes embroil with hatred , thou canst bring 
Within the roof the scourge and funeral torch , 
Thy names are thousand, thousand-fold thine arts 
Of working harm Search well thy fertile breast, 
Rend the peace compact, sow war’s pretexts there , 
Cause in one breath their youth to long, to shout 
For arms, and snatch them up”’ 

Allecto then 
With venom of her Gorgon snakes imbrued, 
Sped first to Latium and the palace tall 
Of him that ruled Laurentum, and laid siege 
To the still threshold where Amata lay , 
Whom griefs and passions womanly inflamed 
To fury for the Teucrians coming there 
And for the sake of Turnus’ nuptial troth 
On her the goddess from her blue-dark locks 
One serpent flings and plants 1t unperceived 
Hard by the most chambers of her heart , 
That, maddened by the monster, she may spread 
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Hac gener atque socer coeant mercede suorum : 
Sanguine Troiano et Rutulo dotabere, virgo, 

Et Bellona manet te pronuba. Nec face tantum 
Cisseis praegnans ignis enixa i ugalis ; 

Quin idem Veneri partus suus et Paris alter 
Funestaeque iterum recidiva in Pergama taedae.’ 
Haec ubi dicta dedit, terras horrenda petivit : 

Luctificam Allecto dirarum ab sede dearum 

Infernisque ciet tenebris, cui tristia bella 

Iraeque insidiaeque et crimina noxia cordi. 

Odit et ipse pater Pluton, odere sorores 

Tartareae monstrum: tot sese vertit in ora, 

Tam saevae facies, tot pullulat atra colubris. 

Quam Iuno his acuit verbis ac talia fatur : 

‘Hunc mihi da proprium, virgo sata Nocte, laborem, 

Hanc operam, ne noster honos infractave cedat 

Fama loco neu conubiis ambire Latinum 

Aeneadae possint Italosve obsidere finis. 

Tu potes unanimos armare in proelia fratres 

Atque odiis versare domos, tu verbera tectis 

Funereasque inferre faces, tibi nomina mille, 

Mille nocendi artes. Fecundum concute pectus, 

Dissice compositam pacem, sere crimina belli ; 

Arma velit poscatque simul rapiatque iuventus.’ 
Exim Gorgoneis Allecto infecta venenis 

Principio Latium et Laurentis tecta tyranni 

Celsa petit tacitumque obsedit limen Amatae, 

Quam super adventu Teucrum Turnique hymenaeis 

Femineae ardentem curaeque iraeque coquebant. 

Huic dea caeruleis unum de crinibus anguem 

Conicit inque sinum praecordia ad intima subdit, 

Quo furibunda domum monstro permisceat omnem. 
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Turmoil through all the house. It gliding in 
’Twixt robe and dainty bosom steals its way, 
Its touch unfelt, her frenzy marks it not, 
While into her it breathes its viperous breath. 
Upon her neck the huge snake grows to be 
The golden necklet, grows to be the band 

Of the long fillet, twines within her locks, 

And wanders o’er her limbs a slippery thing. 
And while the plague at first with venom moist 
Sinks in and steeps her senses, and enwraps 
The fire within her bones, she—for as yet 

Her mind knew not the flame that filled her breast— 
Softly somewhat, in mothers’ wonted way, 
Uttered her words, and many were her tears 
For daughter and for Phrygian bridal shed :— 
“To Troy’s poor exiles shall Lavinia, 

Father, be given to wed? nor pitiest thou 

Thy daughter nor thyself? nor pitiest me 

The mother, whom that faithless one will leave 
When the first North-wind blows, and seek the deep, 
And like some spoiler bear the maid away ? 
Nay, did not thus the Phrygian shepherd find 
Entrance to Lacedemon, and bear off 

Ledzean Helen to the town of Troy? 

What of thy plighted faith ? what of the care 
That erst thou hadst for thine, and thy right hand 
So often to our kinsman Turnus given ? 

If son-in-law for Latin folk be sought 

From alien race, and that thy fixed resolve, 
And father Faunus’ bidding be thy law, 
Foreign, in sooth, I deem is every land 

Which lies apart, unfettered by our sway, 

And such the gods’ intent. And if the first 
Dawn of his line be traced, then Turnus owns 
Acrisius and Inachus for sires, 

From mid Mycenae.”’ When these reasonings 
Essayed in vain, she sees Latinus stand 

Against them resolute, and deep within 

Her vitals was the serpent’s maddening bane 
Now crept, and roamed throughout her; then indeed, 
Forlorn, by mighty portents inly stirred, 

She rages wildly all the wide town through, 
And knows no governance. As oftentimes 

The whip-top spins beneath the curling lash, 
Which in wide circuit, boys, intent on play, 
Ply round an empty hall; in circling path 
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Ille inter vestes et levia pectora lapsus 

Volvitur attactu nullo fallitque furentem 
Vipeream inspirans animam ; fit tortile collo 
Aurum ingens coluber, fit longae taenia vittae 
Innectitque comas, et membris lubricus errat. 
Ac dum prima lues udo sublapsa veneno 
Pertemptat sensus atque ossibus implicat ignem 
Necdum animus toto percepit pectore flammam, 
Mollius et solito matrum de more locuta est, 


Multa super natae lacrimans Phrygiisque hymenaeis : 


‘Exulibusne datur ducenda Lavinia Teucris, 

O genitor, nec te miseret gnataeque tuique ? 

Nec matris miseret, quam primo aquilone relinquet 

Perfidus alta petens abducta virgine praedo ? 

An non sic Phrygius penetrat Lacedaemona pastor 

Ledaeamque Helenam Troianas vexit ad urbes ? 

Quid tua sancta fides? quid cura antiqua tuorum 

Et consanguineo totiens data dextera Turno ? 

Si gener externa petitur de gente Latinis 

Idque sedet Faunique premunt te iussa parentis, 

Omnem equidem sceptris terram quae libera nostris 

Dissidet, externam reor et sic dicere divos. 

Et Turno, si prima domus repetatur origo, 

Inachus Acrisiusque patres mediaeque Mycenae.’ 
His ubi nequiquam dictis experta Latinum 

Contra stare videt penitusque in viscera lapsum 

Serpentis furiale malum totamque pererrat, 

Tum vero infelix, mgentibus excita monstris, 

Immensam sine more furit lymphata per urbem. 

Ceu quondam torto volitans sub verbere turbo, 

Quem pueri magno in gyro vacua atria circum 

Intenti ludo exercent, ille actus habena 
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Chased by the thong it speeds, while gaping stand 
With wondering eyes, the simple beardless throng 
To see the boxwood spin blows wake its life 
Swift in career as this she whirls along 
Amidst the cities and the warlike tribes 
Nay further, in pretence of Bacchus’ power 
Upon her, out into the woods she flies, 
A graver crime in view, a graver deed 
Of madness ushering, and hides her child 
Within the leafclad mountains , so to snatch 
Her bridal from the Trojans, and delay 
The nuptial torches , with a passionate 
Loud shout of ‘‘ Eve Bacchus! thou alone 
Art worthy of the maid, in that for thee 
She the soft thyrsus wields and circles thee 
With dance, for thee guards well her sacred locks ”’ 
Rumour flies forth, and one same eagerness 
Impels the matrons all, soul-fired at once 
By furies, to make search for fresh abodes 
Their homes are now forsaken , neck and hair 
Free to the wind they bare, while others fill 
The sky with tremulous yells, and clad in skins, 
Carry their vine-wreathed wands _ She all on fire 
Herself, amidst them bears a flaming torch, 
And sings the bridal music of her child 
And Turnus, darting blood-shot glances round , 
And on a sudden fiercely cries aloud 
““ Ho, Latin matrons, whereso’er ye be 
List, 1f within your kindly hearts remain 
For poor Amata still the fnendly thought, 
If a keen care for mother’s right be yours, 
Fling loose the fillets of your locks, with me 
Begin the revels ’’ In such frame as this, 
Amid the woods, amid wild haunts of beasts, 
Allecto plies the queen on every side 
With goads of Bacchus 

When it seemed that she 
Had whetted early passions to a pitch 
And had Latinus’ counsel overthrown 
And all his house, then hence without delay. 
On sable wings the gloomy goddess sped 
To the brave Rutule’s wells, town Danae 
Was said for her Acrisians to have built 
When driven ashore by boisterous Southern blast 
Named Ardea by our grandsires erst the place, 
And Ardea still remains its mighty name, 
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Curvatis fertur spatus, stupet mseia supra 
Inpubesque manus, mirata volubile buxum , 
Dant animos plagae non cursu segnior illo 
Per medias urbes agitur populosque feroces 
Quin etiam in silvas, simulato numime Bacchi, 
Maius adorta nefas maloremque orsa furorem, 
Evolat et natam frondosis montibus abdit, 
Quo thalamum eripiat Teucris taedasque moretur, 
“Euhoe Bacche,’ fremens, solum te virgine dignum 
Vociferans, etenim mollis tibi1 sumere thyrsos, 
Te lustrare choro, sacrum tibi pascere crinem 
Fama volat, furusque accensas pectore matres 
Idem omnis simul ardor agit nova quaerere tecta , 
Deseruere domos, ventis dant colla comasque 
Ast aliae tremulis ululatibus aethera complent 
Pampineasque gerunt incinctae pellibus hastas 
Ipsa inter medias flagrantem fervida pinum 
Sustinet ac natae Turnique canit hymenaeos, 
Sanguineam torquens aciem torvumque repente 
Clamat ‘10 matres, audite, ubi quaeque, Latinae 
Siqua pls animis manet infelicis Amatae 
Gratia, sl 1uris materni cura remordet, 
Solvite crinalis vittas, capite orgia mecum ’ 
Talem inter silvas, mnter deserta ferarum, 
Reginam Allecto stimulis agit undique Bacchi 
Postquam visa satis primos acuisse furores, 
Consiliumque omnemque domum vertisse Latin, 
Protinus hinc fuscis tristis dea tollitur alis 
Audacis Rutuli ad muros, quam dicitur urbem 
Acrisioneis Danae fundasse colonis ? 
Praecipiti delata Noto. Locus Ardea quondam 
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Though past its glories. Here in palace tall, 

Turnus was culling his mid hour of rest, 

In blackness of the night. Allecto then 

Doffs her fierce aspect and her fury limbs 

Her features to an aged dame’s transforms, 

And ploughs with wrinkles her repulsive brow, 

Clothes her white locks with fillet, then entwines 

An olive bough; turns into Calybe, 

Juno’s old dame, and priestess of her shrine ; 

And with these words confronts the young man’s gaze: 

‘“O Turnus, wilt thou let it come to pass 

That all thy toils be idly pouréd out, 

And sceptre that is thine be signed away 

To Dardan colonists ? the king denies 

Wedlock to thee, and dower thy blood has sought, 

And for his kingdom seeks a foreign heir. 

Go now, mocked friend, and thankless perils meet, 

Go, lay the armies of the Tuscans low, 

And o’er the Latins hold the shield of peace. 

This even this Saturnia, queen of all, 

Herself did bid me tell thee face to face 

When Iain in calm of night. Bestir thee then, 

For battle with all keenness, and prepare 

To arm the youth and sally from the gates 

And Phrygian chieftains, who have made their camp 

By our fair stream, burn with their painted keels. 

The gods’ great might ordains it. In himself, 

If wedlock he refuse and break his pledge, 

Let king Latinus feel it, and at last 

Make proof of Turnus’ prowess under arms.”’ 
Hereat the youth, in mockery of the seer, 

Thus in his turn made answer with his lips :— 

“The news of fleets borne in on Tiber’s wave 

Did not, as thou dost deem, escape mine ears ; 

Frame not for me such fears; nor does our Queen 

Juno forget us; but old age, good dame, 

O’ercome with mould, and of truth’s message stale, 

Plies thee in vain with cares, and mocks the seer 

With baseless terror ’midst of arméd kings. 

Thy task it is the images to guard, 

And temples of the gods; let men be lords 

Of war and peace, who have the wars to wage.” 
At words like these Allecto flashed to wrath. 

But while the youth still spake, upon his limbs 

A sudden trembling seized ; his eyes grew set ; 

So thick the snakes that round the Fury hiss, 
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Dictus avis, et nunc magnum tenet Ardea nomen, 

Sed fortuna fuit. Tectis hic Turnus in altis 

Iam mediam nigra carpebat nocte quietem. 

Allecto torvam faciem et furialia membra 

Exuit, in voltus sese transformat anilis 

Et frontem obscenam rugis arat, induit albos 

Cum vitta crinis, tum ramum innectit olivae ; 

Fit Calybe Iunonis anus templique sacerdos, 

Et iuveni ante oculos his se cum vocibus offert : 

“Turne, tot incassum fusos patiere labores 

Et tua, Dardaniis transcribi sceptra colonis ? 

Rex tibi coniugium et quaesitas sanguine dotes 

Abnegat, externusque in regnum quaeritur heres. 

I nunc, ingratis offer te, inrise, periclis ; 

Tyrrhenas, i, sterne acies ; tege pace Latinos. 

Haec adeo tibi me, placida cum nocte iaceres, 

Ipsa palam fari omnipotens Saturnia iussit. 

Quare age et armari pubem portisque moveri 

Laetus in arma para, et Phrygios qui flumine pulchro 

Consedere duces pictasque exure carinas. 

Caelestum vis magna iubet. Rex ipse Latinus, 

Ni dare coniugium et dicto parere fatetur, 

Sentiat et tandem Turnum experiatur in armis.’ 

Hic iuvenis vatem inridens sic orsa vicissim 

Ore refert: ‘classis invectas Thybridis undam 

Non, ut rere, meas effugit nuntius auris : 

Ne tantos mihi finge metus: nec regia Iuno 

Inmemor est nostri. 

Sed te victa situ verique effeta senectus, 

O mater, curis nequiquam exercet et arma 

Regum inter falsa vatem formidine ludit. 

Cura tibi divom effigies et templa tueri ; 

Bella viri pacemque gerent, quis bella gerenda.’ 
Talibus Allecto dictis exarsit in iras. 

At iuveni oranti subitus tremor occupat artus ; 

Deriguere oculi: tot Erinys sibilat hydris 


327 


415 


420 


425 


430 


435 


440 


445 


328 BOOK VII 


So large her features loom before him now. 

Then flashing round on him her flaming eyes, 

E’en as he paused and further sought to speak, 

She thrust him back, and from her locks upraised 

A pair of snakes and made her lashes ring, 

And.from her maddened lips spake this beside: 

“Ay, look upon me now by mould e’ercome, 

How mine old age, too stale the truth to tell, 

Mocks me with baseless fears ’midst arméd kings ; 

Take note of this: from the fell sisters’ home, 

Wars in my hand and bearing death, I come.” 

She spake, and on the warrior flung her torch, 

And deep within his bosom lodged her brand 

Lurid and smoking. Mighty dread for him 

Breaks off his slumber, and the sweat that bursts 

From all his body bones and joints besteeps. 

“To arms,’ he madly shouts; for arms he seeks 

By couch and in his halls; wild his desire 

For sword and curséd recklessness for war, 

And anger over all; as when a flame 

Loud-roaring, fed on twigs, is heaped beneath 

A seething cauldron’s ribs, and for the heat 

It’s waters dance ; rages the flood within, 

Steaming, and now deep-frothing bubbles o’er, 

Its waves no longer hold it ; into heaven 

The vapour dark flies forth. So, he proclaims 

That, setting peace at naught, his chiefs must march 

To king Latinus, and he bids them arm 

In readiness, and shield their Italy, 

And from their borders thrust away the foe ; 

That he is coming, match for both their hosts 

Teucrians and Latins too. This said, he calls 

The gods to mark his vows, the Rutules then 

Urge each his fellow eagerly to arms. 

One his rare grace of figure and of youth, 

And one his royal ancestry inspires, 

And one the deeds of fame his hand has wrought. 
While Turnus fills with daring Rutule hearts, 

Allecto speeds upon her hellish wings 

Against the Teucrians, spying with new craft 

The place where fair Iulus on the shore 

Chased the wild game with snare and hot pursuit ; 

Here on his hounds Cocytus’ maiden cast 

A sudden madness, and with well-known scent 

Their nostrils crossed, that in full cry they might 

Pursue a stag: this first disaster brought, 
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Tantaque se facies aperit ; tum flammea torquens 
Lumina cunctantem et quaerentem dicere plura 
Reppulit et geminos erexit crinibus anguis 
Verberaque insonuit rabidoque haec addidit ore: 
‘En ego victa situ, quam veri effeta senectus 
Arma inter regum falsa formidine ludit. 
Respice ad haec: adsum dirarum ab sede sororum ; 
Bella manu letumque gero.’ 
Sic effata facem iuveni coniecit et atro 
Lumine fumantis fixit sub pectore taedas. 
Olli somnum ingens rumpit pavor, ossaque et artus 
Perfundit toto proruptus corpore sudor. 
Arma amens fremit, arma toro tectisque requirit ; 
Saevit amor ferri et scelerata insania belli, 
Ira super: magno veluti cum flamma sonore 
Virgea suggeritur costis undantis aéni 
Exultantque aestu latices ; furit intus aquai 
Fumidus atque alte spumis exuberat amnis, 
Nec iam se capit unda; volat vapor ater ad auras. 
Ergo iter ad regem polluta pace Latinum 
Indicit primis 1uvenum et iubet arma parari, 
Tutari Italiam, detrudere finibus hostem ; 
Se satis ambobus Teucrisque venire Latinisque. 
Haec ubi dicta dedit divosque in vota vocavit, 
Certatim sese Rutuli exhortantur in arma. 
Hunc decus egregium formae movet, atque juventae ; 
Hunc atavi reges, hunc claris dextera factis. 

Dum Turnus Rutulos animis audacibus implet, 
Allecto in Teucros Stygiis se concitat alis: 
Arte nova speculata locum, quo litore pulcher 
Insidiis cursuque feras agitabat Iiilus. 
Hic subitam canibus rabiem Cocytia virgo 
Obiicit, et noto nares contingit odore, 
Ut cervum ardentes agerent: quae prima malorum 
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And kindled minds of rustic folk for war. 

There was a stag of passing comeliness 

And antlers huge, that from its mother’s teats 

The sons of Tyrrheus snatched, and thought to rear, 
And Tyrrheus too, to whom the royal herds 
Yielded obedience, and to whom was given 

The guarding of the plain both far and wide. 

It, to her hests accustomed, with all care 

Their sister Silvia was wont to deck, 

Twining her pliant garlands round its horns ; 

And she would comb and lave in fountain clear 
The wild thing: he submissive to her hand, 

And grown accustomed to his master’s board, 
Would roam the woods, and of himself return 

To the known thresholds, though the night were late. 
Far straying from his home, the hungry hounds 

Of Iulus out a-hunting startled him 

Floating down stream perchance, or cooling him 
Upon green-growing bank. Ascanius too, 

Fired with desire to win conspicuous praise, 
Himself from bended bow discharged a shaft ; 

Nor held the god aloof that his nght hand 

Might miss its aim; and, driven with loud twang, 
Through belly and through flank the arrow passed. 
Yet did the wounded creature refuge find 

Beneath its well-known roof, and reached the stalls 
Groaning, and pouring with complaint its blood, 
Filled all the place as one that pity sought. 

Their sister Silvia was the first to cry 

For help, who smote her palms against her arms, 
And called the hardy dwellers on the land. 
They—for the fell fiend lurks in silent woods— 

Are with her ere she deems, one with charred brand, 
Another armed with thickly knotted club ; 

What each one searching found, that, anger made 
A weapon for him. Tyrrheus calls his bands ; 

He as it chanced was cleaving into four 

An oak with wedges driven home amain ; 

And breathing furious wrath, caught up his axe. 
But the fierce goddess from her watch-tower seized 
The time for working ill, and takes her stand 
Upon the stall’s steep roof, and from it sounds 

The shepherds’ signal, and on horn bent back 
Strains to give forth her notes Tartarean, 

Whereat the grove all shuddered instantly, 

And forest depths re-echoed. And far off 
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Causa fuit, belloque animos accendit agrestes. 
Cervus erat forma praestanti et cornibus ingens : 
Tyrrheidae pueri quem matris ab ubere raptum 
Nutribant, Tyrrheusque pater, cui regia parent 
Armenta, et late custodia credita campi. 
Assuetum imperiis soror omni Sylvia cura 
Mollibus intexens ornabat cornua sertis : 
Pectebatque ferum, puroque in fonte lavabat. 
Ille manum patiens, mensaeque assuetus herili, 
Errabat sylvis: rursusque ad limina nota 

Ipse domum sera quamvis se nocte ferebat. 
Hunc procul errantem rabidae venantis Iiili 
Commovere canes: fluvio cum forte secundo 
Deflueret, ripaque aestus viridante levaret. 

Ipse etiam eximiae laudis succensus amore 
Ascanius curvo direxit spicula cornu: 

Nec dextrae erranti Deus abfuit, actaque multo 
Perque uterum sonitu, perque ilia venit arundo. 
Saucius at quadrupes nota intra tecta refugit, 
Successitque gemens stabulis: questuque, cruentus, 
Atque imploranti similis, tectum omne replevit. 
Sylvia prima soror, palmis percussa lacertos, 
Auxilium vocat, et duros conclamat agrestes. 

Olli (pestis enim tacitis latet aspera sylvis) 
Improvisi adsunt: hic torre armatus obusto, 
Stipitis hic gravidi nodis: quod cuique repertum 
Rimanti, telum ira facit. Vocat agmina Tyrrheus, 
Quadrifidam quercum cuneis ut forte coactis 
Scindebat, rapta spirans immane securi. 

At saeva e speculis tempus Dea nacta nocendi, 
Ardua tecta petit stabuli, et de culmine summo 
Pastorale canit signum, cornuque recurvo 
Tartaream intendit vocem: qua protinus omne 
Contremuit nemus, et sylvae intonuere profundae. 
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The lake of Trivia heard Nar heard—his stream 

White, sulphurous,—Velinus’ fountains heard , 

And trembling mothers to their bosoms clasped 

Their sons Then answering quickly to the call 

By which the baleful cornet gave the sign 

The hardy rustics snatch their weapons up 

And rush from all around So too Troy’s youth 

Through open camp-gates for Ascanius pour 

Their succour quick The battle-lines are ranged. 

Not now 1n rustic brawl with cudgel strff, 

Nor with charred stake, they fight the issue out , 

But with the two-edged steel, and far and wide 

Bristles the darkling crop of naked blades, 

And helmets sparkle at the sunbeams’ flash, 

And to the very clouds cast up their gleam , 

As, when with rising wind the wave begins 

To whiten, rises step by step the sea, 

And rears its billows higher, then swirls up 

From lowest depths to ether in a mass 

Here 1n the battle-front by whizzing shait 

Fell warrior Almo, eldest that had been 

Of sons of Tyrrheus, for deep 1 his throat 

Fast clave the arrow and with blood pent in 

The path of mellow speech and hfe’s thin thread 

Bodies of heroes many fell around, 

Aged Galesus too, whilst in their midst 

For peace he gave himself, most just of men, 

He owned of old great wealth of western fields , 

Five flocks of sheep had he, five herds came home, 

And with a hundred ploughs he turned the land 
And while these deeds upon the plains were done 

In even-balanced war, the goddess now 

Made mistress of her promise, when with blood 

Their warfare she had dyed, and rendered sure 

A deathly conflict on their earliest fields, 

Forsakes Hesperian soil and turns her course 

Amid the air of heaven, and, conqueress, 

In haughty tones addresses Juno thus 

‘“ Lo, there the discord of distressful war 

Is fully wrought for thee, in friendship now 

Bid them to join and treaties’ bonds unite, 

since I have sprinkled with Ausonmian blood 

Troy’s sons This further to these works I’ll add 

If thine approval be to me assured , 

Into the wars by rumours I will bring 

The neighbouring cities, and inflame thei hearts 
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Audut et Triviae longe lacus, audut amnis 

Sulphurea Nar albus aqua, fontesque Velin1 

Et trepidae matres pressere ad pectora natos 

Tum vero ad vocem celeres, qua buccina signum 

Dira dedit, raptis concurrunt undique telis 

Indomiti agricolae necnon et Troia pubes 

Ascanio auxilium castris effundit apertis 

Direxere acies non 1am certamune agrest1, 

Stipitibus duris agitur, sudibusve praeustis , 

Sed ferro ancipiti decernunt, atraque late 

Horrescit strictis seges ensibus, aeraque fulgent 

Sole lacessita, et lucem sub nubila 1actant 

Fluctus uti primo coepit cum albescere vento 

Paulatim sese tollit mare, et altius undas 

Erigit, inde mo consurgit ad aethera fundo 

Hic 1uvenis primam ante aciem stridente sagitta, 

Natorum Tyrrhei fuerat qui maximus, Almon 

Sternitur hesit enim sub gutture vulnus, et udae 

Vocis iter tenuemque inclusit sanguine vitam 

Corpora multa virum circa semiorque Galesus, 

Dum paci medium se offert, justissimus unus 

Qu fut, Ausonusque olim ditissimus arvis 

Quinque greges ili balantum, quina redibant 

Armenta, et terram centum vertebat aratris 
Atque ea per campos aequo dum Marte geruntur 

Promissi Dea facta potens, ubi1 sanguine bellum 

Imbuit, et primae commisit funera pugnae , 

Deserit Hesperiam, et cceli conversa per auras, 

Tunonem victnix affatur voce superba 

En perfecta tibi bello discordia tristi 

Dic 1n amicitiam coeant, et foedera 1ungant. 

Quandoquidem Ausonio respersi sanguine Teucros ; 

Hoc etiam his addam, tua si mihi certa voluntas: 

Finitimas in bella feram rumoribus urbes, 
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With Mars’ mad longings, so that they may flock 
From every side to help; I'll scatter arms 
Throughout the fields.” Then Juno in reply :— 
“A plenty now of panic and deceit, 
Fixed are the grounds of war; now hand to hand 
In arms they fight, and new-spilt blood has dyed 
The arms chance offered first ; such nuptial rites 
Such bridal songs, let Venus’ noble son 
And King Latinus’ self now celebrate. 
The Sire who on Olympus’ summit rules— 
He would not will that thou should’st roam too free 
About the upper air. These regions quit. 
I, if our fate have troubles yet in store, 
Myself will take the helm.’’ Such words as these 
Spake Saturn’s daughter; whilst the other raised 
Snake-clattering wings and to Cocytus’ home 
Betook herself, and left the heights above. 
There is a place in heart of Italy 
Beneath the lofty mountains, known to fame, 
And told in story upon many shores, 
Amsanctus’ valleys; these with leafage thick 
A grove’s dark edge hems in on either hand, 
And in its midst from rocks and eddies’ whirl 
A dashing torrent makes its roar be heard. 
Here the dread cave and breathing-place is shown 
Of cruel Dis, and, a vast whirlpool opes, 
Its poisonous jaws where Acheron bursts forth, 
Wherein the Fury plunging ’gan to free 
The earth and heaven of her detested might. 

Not less meanwhile the Queen from Saturn born 
Set her last touch to urge the war along. 
And all the crowd of shepherds from the lines 
Rush to the town, and bring them back the slain, 
Young Almo dead, Galesus’ features marred, 
Call on the gods, and bid Latinus mark. 
Turnus is there and, ’midst the fiery charge 
Of bloodshed brought, he heightens their alarm: 
“That Trojans to the realm are being called, 
A Phrygian stock admingled with their own, 
That he himself from palace door is driven.” 
Then those whose mothers under Bacchus’ spell 
Dance in their troops amid the pathless groves, 
(For no mean charm Amata’s name possessed) 
From all sides gathering, meet and press for war. 
Against the omens, ’gainst the fates of gods, 
Led by a will malign at once they all 
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Accendamque animos insani Martis amore, 


Undique ut auxilio veniant : spargam arma per agros. 
Tum contra Iuno: Terrorum et fraudis abunde est: 


Stant belli causae: pugnatur cominus armis. 
Quae fors prima dedit, sanguis novus imbuit arma. 
Talia connubia et tales celebrent hymenaeos 
Fgregium Veneris genus et rex ipse Latinus. 

Te super aethereas errare licentius auras 

Haud Pater ipse velit summi regnator Olympi. 
Cede locis: ego, si qua super fortuna laborum est, 
Ipsa regam. Tales dederat Saturnia voces: 

Illa autem attollit stridentes anguibus alas, 
Cocytique petit sedem, supera ardua linquens. 
Est locus, Italiae in medio sub montibus altis, 
Nobilis, et fama multis memoratus in oris, 
Amsancti valles: densis hunc frondibus atrum 
Urget utrinque latus nemoris, medioque fragosus 
Dat sonitum saxis et torto vortice torrens. 

Hic specus horrendum et saevi spiracula Ditis 
Monstrantur, ruptoque ingens Acheronte vorago 
Pestiferas aperit fauces, quis condita Erinys, 
Invisum numen, terras caelumque levabat. 

Nec minus interea extremam Saturnia bello 
Imponit regina manum. Ruit omnis in urbem 
Pastorum ex acie numerus, caesosque reportant 
Almonem puerum foedatique ora Galaesi 
Implorantque deos obtestanturque Latinum. 
Turnus adest medioque in crimine caedis et igni 
Terrorem ingeminat: Teucros in regna vocari, 
Stirpem admisceri Phrygiam, se limine pelli. 
Tum quorum attonitae Baccho nemora avia matres 
Insultant thiasis (neque enim Jeve nomen Amatae) 
Undique collecti coeunt Martemque fatigant. 
Ilicet infandum cuncti contra omina bellum, 
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Clamour for curséd war. In rival haste 

The king Latinus’ palace they beset. 

He, like some sea-crag firmly set, resists— 
Sea-crag, that when a mighty crashing comes, 
When many a billow blusters all around, 

By its own mass stands firm; in vain the rocks 
And boulders roar around it in the foam, 

And sea-weed dashed against its side falls back. 
But when no power was given to overbear 
Their blind resolve, and now events moved on 
According to relentless Juno’s will, 

Oft for his witnesses the sire invoked 

The gods and empty winds. “Alas!” he cries 
“Fate wrecks us and we drift before the storm ! 
O folk forlorn, with sacrilegious blood 
Yourselves for this will pay the penalty. 

Thee, Turnus, horror, upon thee will wait, 

Sad punishment, and with thy vows too late 
Thou’lt pay the gods respect. For me my rest 
Is gained, and my full harbour close at hand, 

I am but of a happy death despoiled.”’ 

And having said no more he barred himself 
Within his halls, and reins of power resigned. 

In Western Latium then the custom held, 
Which Alban towns from that time on have kept 
A sacred ordinance, Rome keeps it now— 

The mistress of the world: whene’er they wake 
Mars to the first encounter, if perchance 

Upon the Géte they prepare to bring 

Fierce warfare with its tears, or it may be 

Upon Hyrcanian or Arabian tribes, 

Or press to India, and track out the Dawn, 

And from the Parthians claim the standards back. 
Twin gates of war there are—for such their name— 
Made sacred out of holy awe and dread 

Of cruel Mars: a hundred bronzen bolts 

And iron’s eternal stiffness makes them fast, 

Nor from the threshold guardian Janus stirs. 
These, when the senate’s vote for war is cast, 
Arrayed in royal robe and Gabine band, 

Himself the consul draws aside the bolts 

Of creakmg gates, himself proclaims the fight. 
Then all the other youth take up the cry, 

And bronzen horns blow in one hoarse assent. 
Then too, in this wise was Latinus bidden 

Against the Trojans to proclaim the war 
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Contra fata deum perverso numine poscunt. 
Certatim regis circumstant tecta Latini. 

Ille velut pelagi rupes immota resistit, 

Ut pelagi rupes magno veniente fragore, 

Quae sese multis circum latrantibus undis 

Mole tenet ; scopuli nequiquam et spumea circum 
Saxa fremunt laterique inlisa refunditur alga. 
Verum ubi nulla datur caecum exsuperare potestas 
Consilium et saevae nutu Iunonis eunt res, 

Multa deos aurasque pater testatus inanis 
‘Frangimur heu fatis,’ inquit, ‘ ferimurque procella ; 
Ipsi has sacrilego pendetis sanguine poenas, 

O miseri. Te, Turne, nefas, te triste manebit 
Supplicium, votisque deos venerabere seris. 

Nam mihi parta quies, omnisque in limine portus 
Funere felici spolior.’ Nec plura locutus 

Saepsit se tectis rerumque reliquit habenas. 

Mos erat Hesperio in Latio, quem protenus urbes 
Albanae coluere sacrum, nunc maxima rerum 
Roma colit, cum prima movent in proelia Martem, 
Sive Getis inferre manu lacrimabile bellum 
Hyrcanisve Arabisve parant seu tendere ad Indos 
Auroramque sequi Parthosque reposcere signa. 
Sunt geminae belli portae, sic nomine dicunt, 
Religione sacrae et saevi formidine Martis ; 

Centum aerei claudunt vectes aeternaque ferri 
Robora, nec custos absistit limine Ianus : 

Has, ubi certa sedet patribus sententia pugnae, 
Ipse Quirinali trabea cinctuque Gabino 
Insignis reserat stridentia limina consul, 

Ipse vocat pugnas ; sequitur tum cetera pubes, 
Aereaque adsensu conspirant cornua rauco. 
Hoc et tum Aeneadis indicere bella Latinus 
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And open the distressful portals wide. 
From touch of them the father held aloof, 
And from the hateful service turned and fled, 
And hid himself within the sightless dark. 
Then gliding down from heaven the Queen of gods 
With her own hand the lingering doors assailed, 
And Saturn’s daughter, as the hinge swung round, 
Burst the iron-bonden gates of war apart. 
Ausonia, stirless and unmoved before, 
Is all afire; one part on foot prepare 
To cross the plain, while others mounted high 
On their tall steeds, in fury whirl the dust ; 
All call for arms ; some burnish with rich grease 
Their polished bucklers and their javelins bright 
And on the whetstone grind their axe’s edge ; 
To bear the standards is their joy, and hear 
The trumpets’ sounding. 
Just five cities great 

On ready anvils forge their weapons fresh,— 
Atina in her might, and Tibur proud, 
Ardea, and folk of Crustumerium’s town. 
And many-towered Antenne. For their heads 
They shape them sheltering helmets, and entwine 
For bosses of their bucklers osier plaits ; 
While some are beating breastplates out of bronze, 
Or out of ductile silver polished greaves. 
To this their pride in share and scythe, to this 
Has passéd all their fondness for the plough ; 
On hearths they}forge their fathers’ swords anew. 
And now the bugles sound, there passes round 
The token and war sign. From chamber, one 
Seizes in haste his helm, another thrusts 
Into their harness his impatient steeds, 
Dons shield and corselet treble-leashed with gold, 
And girds upon his side his trusty sword. 

Fling open now the gates of Helicon, 
Ye goddesses, and wake in me your song, 
What kings for war were roused, what ranks of men 
Within the train of each filled full the plain ; 
What blossom of her heroes, even then, 
Yielded the bounteous land of Italy ; 
How flashed she forth in arms; for, goddesses, 
Ye both remember and have power to tell ; 
To us scarce float faint waftings of her fame. 
First enters on the fray from Tuscan shore 
Mezentius fierce who held the gods in scorn, 
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More iubebatur tristisque recludere portas. 
Abstinuit tactu pater aversusque refugit 

Foeda ministeria et caecis se condidit umbris. 
Tum regina deum caelo delapsa morantis 

Impulit ipsa manu portas, et cardine verso 

Belli ferratos rumpit Saturnia postes. 

Ardet inexcita Ausonia atque immobilis ante ; 
Pars pedes ire parat campis, pars arduus altis 
Pulverulentus equis furit; omnes arma requirunt: 
Pars levis clipeos et spicula lucida tergunt 
Arvina pingui subiguntque in cote secures ; 
Signaque ferre iuvat sonitusque audire tubarum. 
Quinque adeo magnae positis incudibus urbes 
Tela novant, Atina potens Tiburque superbum, 
Ardea Crustumerique et turrigerae Antemnae. 
Tegmina tuta cavant capitum flectuntque salignas 
Umbonum cratis ; alii thoracas aénos 

Aut levis ocreas lento ducunt argento ; 

Vomeris huc et falcis honos, huc omnis aratri 
Cessit amor; recoquunt patrios fornacibus enses. 
Classica iamque sonant; it bello tessera signum. 
Hic galeam tectis trepidus rapit, ille frementis 

Ad iuga cogit equos clipeumque auroque trilicem 
Loricam induitur fidoque accingitur ense. 

Pandite nunc Helicona, deae, cantusque movete, 
Qui bello acciti reges, quae quemque secutae 
Complerint campos acies, quibus Itala iam tum 
Floruerit terra alma viris, quibus arserit armis. 
Et meministis enim, divae, et memorare potestis ; 
Ad nos vix tenuis famae perlabitur aura. 

Primus init bellum Tyrrhenis asper ab oris 
Contemptor divom Mezentius agminaque armat. 
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And arms his bands; and by the side of him 
Lausus his son, than whom was none more fair 
Saving Laurentine Turnus’ beauteous form. 
Horse-taming Lausus, conqueror of beasts, 
Leads from Agylla’s town a thousand men 
Who follow him, though it is but in vain; 
Worthy was he a better sire to serve, 

For whom Mezentius played no father’s part. 

The noble Aventinus next displays 
Upon the sward his palm-ennobled car, 

And his victorious steeds; he that was son 

Of beauteous Hercules, and on his shield 

A hundred snakes, his sire’s escutcheon, bears, 
And the Hydra too, the serpents round her waist. 
Him in a wood of Aventinus’ hill 

The priestess Rhea brought in secret birth 

Up to the shores of light, a woman blent 

With deity, what time that Geryon slain 

The Lord of Tiryns reached Laurentine fields 

A conqueror, and in the Tuscan stream 

His Spanish oxen laved. Darts in their hands 
And savage goring pikes for war they wield, 

And with light sword and Samnite rapier fight. 

On foot, and shaking the huge lion’s hide, 
Shaggy with frightsome mane and glistening teeth, 
For headgear worn by him, the chieftain grim, 

His shoulders clad in garb of Hercules, 

So entered he the palace of the king. 

Twin brothers next quit Tibur’s walls—whose folk 
Are from Tiburtus brother to them named— 
Catillus and brave Coras, Argive youths, 

And bear them in the front of battle-line 
Amid the thick of darts, as when come down 
Two cloud-born Centaurs from the mountain-top, 
Leaving in rapid race their Homolé, 
And snowy Othrys; the vast wood gives way 
Before them as they go, and with loud crash 
The saplings yield. 

Nor did there hold aloof 
He that was founder of Przneste’s town, 
The dull-eyed one, whom, king of country herds, 
And foundling by the hearths, each age has deemed 
The progeny of Vulcan. In his train 
Spread far and wide a rustic retinue 
Men that in tall Preeneste’s city dwell 
And Gabine Juno’s fields, by Anio cool, 
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Filius huic 1uxta Lausus, quo pulchrior alter 
Non fuit excepto Laurentis corpore Turni, 
Lausus, equum domitor debellatorque ferarum, 
Ducit Agyllina nequiquam ex urbe secutos 
Mille viros, dignus, patriis qui laetior esset 
Imperiis et cui pater haud Mezentius esset. 

Post hos insignem palma per gramina currum 
Victoresque ostentat equos satus Hercule pulchro 
Pulcher Aventinus, clipeoque insigne paternum 


Centum anguis cinctamque gerit serpentibus hydram ; 


Collis Aventini silva quem Rhea sacerdos 
Furtivum partu sub luminis edidit oras, 
Mixta deo mulier, postquam Laurentia victor 
Geryone exstincto Tirynthius attigit arva 
Tyrrhenoque boves in flumine lavit Hiberas. 
Pila manu saevosque gerunt in bella dolones 
Et tereti pugnant mucrone veruque Sabello. 
Ipse pedes, tegumen torquens immane leonis, 
Terribili inpexum saeta cum dentibus albis 
Indutus capiti, sic regia tecta subibat, 
Horridus, Herculeoque umeros innexus amictu. 
Tum gemini fratres Tiburtia moenia linquunt, 
Fratris Tiburti dictam cognomine gentem, 
Catillusque acerque Coras, Argiva iuventus, 
Et primam ante aciem densa inter tela feruntur : 
Ceu duo nubigenae cum vertice montis ab alto 
Descendunt Centauri, Homolen Othrymque nivalem 
Linquentes cursu rapido; dat euntibus ingens 
Silva locum et magno cedunt virgulta fragore. 
Nec Praenestinae fundator defuit urbis, 
Volcano genitum pecora inter agrestia regem 
Inventumque focis omnis quem credidit aetas, 
Caeculus. Hunc legio late comitatur agrestis : 
Quique altum Praeneste viri, quique arva Gabinae 
[unonis gelidumque Anienem et roscida rivis 
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And rocks Hernician with their dewy rills, 

Those rich Anagnia feeds, those thou dost feed 

O Father Amasenus; ’mongst them all, 

No sound of arms, nor shield, nor chariot ; 

The most of these sling balls of ashen lead ; 

Some brandish in the hand their javelins twain, 

And shield the head with tawny wolf-skin cap ; 

They plant their footsteps with the left foot bare, 

An un-tanned leather shoe protects the right. 
But see! Messapus, tamer of the steed, 

Offspring of Neptune, whom ’twas given to none 

With brand nor yet with blade to overcome, 

Summons to arms in haste his folk long grown 

Fase-loving, and his bands unused to war, 

And handles sword again. The home of these 

Fescennium’s ranges and the A¢quian town, 

Falisci, these dwell on Soracte’s heights, 

And fields around Flavinium, hold beside 

Ciminus’s lake and mount—Capena’s groves. 

In rhythmic time they stride, and sing their songs 

In honour of their king, e’en as sometimes 

Amid the melting clouds do snow-white swans, 

When from their feeding ground they bear them home, 

Through their long necks trill tuneful cadences ; 

And at their beat the stream and Asian marsh 

Resounds afar. Nor anyone would deem 

That arméd ranks of such a mighty host 

Were mingling there; but off the ocean deep 

That high in air some flight of noisy fowl 

Were pressing on their way toward the shore. 
See Clausus next, of ancient Sabine blood, 

Leading a mighty host, and of himself 

Match for a mighty host; from whom is spread 

Through Latium now the Claudian tribe and clan, 

Since Rome to Sabines in part share was given. 

From Amiternum comes along with them 

A mighty band, and men of old Cures ; 

The manhood of Eretum one and all 

And of Mutuscz where the olive grows ; 

They that within Nomentum’s city dwelt, 

And in Velinus’s rosy lands; who live 

On Tetrica’s grim rocks, Severus’ mount, 

And in Casperia, and in Foruli 

And by Himella’s stream; and those who drink 

Waters of Tiber and of Fabaris ; 

And they whom Nursia’s chilly land has sent, 
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Hernica saxa colunt, quos dives Anagnia pascit, 
Quos, Amasene pater. Non illis omnibus arma, 
Nec clipei currusve sonant; pars maxima glandes 
Liventis plumbi spargit, pars spicula gestat 

Bina manu, fulvosque lupi de pelle galeros 
Tegmen habent capiti, vestigia nuda sinistri 
Instituere pedis, crudus tegit altera pero. 

At Messapus equum domitor, Neptunia proles, 
Quem neque fas igni cuiquam nec sternere ferro, 
Iam pridem resides populos desuetaque bello 
Agmina in arma vocat subito ferrumque retractat. 
Hi Fescenninas acies Aequosque Faliscos, 

Hi Soractis habent arces Flaviniaque arva 

Et Cimini cum monte lacum lucosque Capenos. 
Ibant aequati numero regemque canebant : 

Ceu quondam nivei liquida inter nubila cycni, 
Cum sese e pastu referunt et longa canoros 
Dant per colla modos, sonat amnis et Asia longe 
Pulsa palus. 

Nec quisquam aeratas acies ex agmine tanto 
Misceri putet, aériam sed gurgite‘ab alto 
Urgueri volucrum raucarum ad litora nubem. 

Ecce Sabinorum prisco de sanguine magnum 
Agmen agens Clausus magnique ipse agminis instar, 
Claudia nunc a quo diffunditur et tribus et gens 
Per Latium, postquam in partem data Roma Sabinis. 
Una ingens Amiterna cohors priscique Quirites, 
Ereti manus omnis oliviferaeque Mutuscae ; 

Qui Nomentum urbem, qui Kosia rura Velini, 

Qui Tetricae horrentis rupes montemque Severum 
Casperiamque colunt Forulosque et flumen Himellae ; 
Qui Tiberim Fabarimque bibunt, quos frigida misit 
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And Hortia’s arméd bands, and Latin clans ; 
Those too whom Allia’s sundering waters lave, 
Name of ill omen: many as the waves 
That roll on Libyan main, in wintry seas 
When stern Orion sets, or thick as ears 
Of corn that scorch in early summer sun, 
Be it on Hermus’ plain, or yellow fields 
Of Lycia’s land. Their bucklers clash and earth 
Trembles beneath the trampling of their feet. 

Next Agamemnon’s henchman, he that hates 
Troy’s very name—Halesus, harnesses 
His horses in his car, and leads in haste 
A thousand warrior tribes to Turnus’ aid, 
Who with their rakes upturn the wine-rich clods 
Of Massicum, and whom Auruncan sires 
Sent from their lofty hills, and those the flats 
Of Sidicinum not far distant sent ; 
Those from Cales who came, and he that dwelt 
Hard by Volturnus’ many-shallowed stream, 
And rough Saticulan, and Oscan bands, 
Their weapons tapering darts, but ’tis their wont 
To fit them to their side with pliant thong. 
A leathern target the left arm protects ; 
Swords sickle-shaped for combat close they bear. 

Nor in my lays unsung shalt thou depart, 
O €balus, whom Telon, runs the tale, 
Had gotten by Sebethus’ fountain nymph, 
When, now far on in years, of Caprez, 
Realm of the Teleboans, he had rule ; 
And yet the son with his paternal fields 
Dissatisfied, e’en then did far and wide 
Upon Sarastes’ peoples force his sway 
And on the plains that Sarnus irrigates, 
And who in Rufrze dwell, and Batulus, 
And in Celenna’s fields, were there, and those 
On whom Abella’s orchard-city casts 
Its downward gaze; they Teuton-wise are wont 
To hurl their barbéd weapons; for whose head 
The rind from cork-tree torn makes covering ; 
And gleam their bronzen crescent-shields, and gleams 
The bronzen sword they bear. 

And, Ufens, thee 

Hill-loving Nersz to its battle sent, 
Renowned in fame, and prosperous in arms: 
Whose is a race in culture passing rude, 
And to much hunting of their woods inured, 
Reared on unfertile clods, an AZquian tribe. 
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Nursia, et Hortinae classes populique Latini, 
Quosque secans infaustum interluit Alia nomen : 
Quam multi Libyco volvuntur marmore fluctus, 
Saevus ubi Orion hibernis conditur undis ; 

Vel cum sole novo densae torrentur aristae 

Aut Hermi campo aut Lyciae flaventibus arvis. 
Scuta sonant pulsuque pedum conterrita tellus. 

Hinc Agamemnonius, Troiani nominis hostis, 
Curru iungit Halaesus equos Turnoque ferocis 
Mille rapit populos, vertunt felicia Baccho 
Massica qui rastris, et quos de collibus altis 
Aurunci misere patres Sidicinaque iuxta 
Aequora, quique Cales linquunt, amnisque vadosi 
Accola Volturni, pariterque Saticulus asper 
Oscorumque manus. Teretes sunt aclydes illis 
Tela, sed haec lento mos est aptare flagello : 
Laevas cetra tegit, falcati comminus enses. 

Nec tu carminibus nostris indictus abibis, 
Oebale, quem generasse Telon Sebethide nympha 
Fertur, Teleboum Capreas cum regna teneret, 
Tam senior ; patriis sed non et filius arvis 
Contentus late iam tum dicione premebat 
Sarrastis populos et quae rigat aequora Sarnus, 
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Quique Rufras Batulumque tenent atque arva Celemnae, 


Et quos maliferae despectant moenia Bellae, 
Teutonico ritu soliti torquere cateias, 
Tegmina quis capitum raptus de subere cortex, 
Aerataeque micant peltae, micat aereus ensis. 
Et te montosae misere in proelia Nersae, 
Ufens, insignem fama et felicibus armis ; 
Horrida praecipue cui gens adsuetaque multo 
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In arms they till the soil, and aye delight 
To heap their fresh-won booty and to live 
By plunder. 
Further from Marruvian clan, 

His helm with fruitful olive leaf bedecked, 
By king Archippus’ sending, came a priest, 
Most valiant Umbro, who on Vipers’ brood, 
And on the Hydras with their poisonous breath, 
Was wont to scatter sleep by song and pass, 
And oft would soothe their passions, and by skill 
Dispel their venom. But no power had he 
To heal the stroke that Trojan spear-point dealt, 
Nor did sleep-bearing spells avail him aught, 
Against their wounds, or herbs that he had sought 
On Marsian mountains. Thee Anguitia’s grove, 
Thee Fucinus with glassy wave, and thee 
The limpid lakes have mourned. 
There too Hippolytus’ war-famous son 
Virbius was on the march, illustrious chief 
Whom reared by damp shores in Egeria’s grove 
Where Dian’s altar rich and kindly stands, 
His mother sent—Aricia. For they tell 
In story that Hippolytus, when, slain 
By his stepmothers’ treachery, he paid 
With blood the vengeance to his father due, 
Torn by his frightened steeds, yet came again 
To starry skies and upper airs of heaven, 
By healing herbs and Dian’s love recalled. 
Then did the Sire Omnipotent, in wrath 
That any mortal should from shades below 
Rise to the light of life, himself thrust down 
With thunderbolt into the waves of Styx 
The Phceebus-born discoverer of such 
A healing and an art. But Trivia, 
Benevolent, conceals Hippolytus 
Within her secret places, and consigns 
Him to the nymph Egeria and her grove ; 
There all alone within Italian woods 
In rank obscure to pass his span, and there 
Live on as Virbius with an altered name. 
Whence too from Trivia’s shrine and sacred groves 
The horn-hoofed steeds are banished, for that they, 
Affrighted by sea-monsters, on the shore 
Spilt car and youth ; but none the less the son 
On the smooth plain his fiery coursers plied, 
And in his car was rushing to the war. 

Turnus himself is stirring in the front, 
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Venatu nemorum, duris Aequicula glaebis. 
Armati terram exercent, semperque recentis 
Convectare iuvat praedas et vivere rapto. 
Quin et Marruvia venit de gente sacerdos, 750 
Fronde super galeam et felici comptus oliva, 
Archippi regis missu, fortissimus Umbro, 
Vipereo generi et graviter spirantibus hydris 
Spargere qui somnos cantuque manuque solebat 
Mulcebatque iras et morsus arte levabat. 755 
Sed non Dardaniae medicari cuspidis ictum 
Evaluit, neque eum iuvere in volnere cantus 
Somniferi et Marsis quaesitae montibus herbae. 
Te nemus Angitiae, vitrea te Fucinus unda, 
Te liquidi flevere lacus. 760 
Ibat et Hippolyti proles pulcherrima bello, 
Virbius, insignem quem mater Aricia misit, 
Eductum Egeriae lucis umentia circum 
Litora, pinguis ubi et placabilis ara Dianae. 
Namque ferunt fama Hippolytum, postquam arte novercae 765 
Occiderit patriasque explerit sanguine poenas 
Turbatis distractus equis, ad sidera rursus 
Aetheria et superas caeli venisse sub auras, 
Paeoniis revocatum herbis et amore Dianae. 
Tum Pater omnipotens, aliquem indignatus ab umbris 770 
Mortalem infernis ad lumina surgere vitae, 
Ipse repertorem medicinae talis et artis 
Fulmine Phoebigenam Stygias detrusit ad undas. 
At Trivia Hippolytum secretis alma recondit 
Sedibus et nymphae Egeriae nemorique relegat, 775 
Solus ubi in silvis Italis ignobilis aevum 
Exigeret versoque ubi nomine Virbius esset. 
Unde etiam templo Triviae lucisque sacratis 
Cornipedes arcentur equi, quod litore currum 
Et iuvenem monstris pavidi effudere marinis. 780 
Filius ardentis haut setius aequore campi 
Exercebat equos curruque in bella ruebat. 
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His arms in hand, the noblest figure there, 

And by his head entire o’er-tops them all ; 

His lofty helmet rough with triple mane 

Bears the Chimera’s image, from its jaws 

Breathing the fires of AEtna ; and the more 

With gush of bloodshed reeks the battlefield, 

More loud and fierce with savage flames she shows. 

But Io’s image with uplifted horns, 

In gold was blazoned on his polished shield, 

Anon with bristles grown, anon a cow, 

A notable device, there Argus too 

The maiden’s keeper, and Sire Inachus 

Pouring the river from his graven urn. 

Hard after him a cloud of warriors press 

A-foot, and shielded ranks throng thick the plain, 

Youths Argive-born, Auruncan arméd bands, 

Rutulians and the old stock of Sicily, 

And the Sacranian ranks, and Labicans 

With painted bucklers; those that plough thy glades, 

Tiberinus, and Numicius’ sacred shore, 

And till with ploughshare the Rutulian hills 

And ridge of Circe; tilled fields over which 

Jove, Anxur’s guardian deity, presides, 

Feronia too that in green grove delights ; 

Where lies the gloomy marsh of Satyra, 

And Ufen’s chilly waters thread their way 

Through lowland vales and hide them in the sea. 
Beyond all these of Volscian lineage came, 

Leading her knights and squadrons bronzen gay, 

Camilla, warrior-maid, her woman’s hands 

To distaff and Minerva’s basket strange ; 

Yet, though a maiden, hardy to endure 

The battle-fray, and to outstrip the winds 

With footstep fleet ; she o’er the topmost spikes 

Of corn unreaped would fly, nor in her race 

Had bruised the tender ears ; or in mid-sea, 

On swelling wave up-borne, would take her way 

Nor moisten as she went her speedy feet 

Within the waters. Her the girlhood all, 

Scattered amid the palace and the field, 

And crowd of matrons marvel to behold, 

And far off watch her going, open-mouthed, 

With minds amazed, to see how royally 

Proud purple o’er her dainty shoulders falls, 

And how her golden clasp entwines her locks, 

Her Lucian quiver with what grace she wears, 

And shepherd’s myrtle-staff with point of spear. 
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Ipse inter primos praestanti corpore Turnus 
Vertitur arma tenens et toto vertice supra est : 
Cui triplici crinita iuba galea alta Chimaeram 
Sustinet, Aetnaeos efflantem faucibus ignis, 

Tam magis illa fremens et tristibus effera flammis, 
Quam magis effuso crudescunt sanguine pugnae. 
At levem clipeum sublatis cornibus Io 

Auro insignibat, iam saetis obsita, iam bos, 
Argumentum ingens, et custos virginis Argus 
Caelataque amnem fundens pater Inachus urna. 
Insequitur nimbus peditum clipeataque totis 
Agmina, densentur campis, Argivaque pubes 
Auruncaeque manus, Rutuli veteresque Sicani 
Et Sacranae acies et picti scuta Labici ; 

Qui saltus, Tiberine, tuos sacrumque Numici 
Litus arant Rutulosque exercent vomere collis 
Circaeumque lugum, quis Iuppiter Anxurus arvis 
Praesidet et viridi gaudens Feronia luco ; 

Qua Saturae iacet atra palus gelidusque per imas 
Quaerit iter vallis atque in mare conditur Ufens. 
Hos super advenit Volsca de gente Camilla, 
Agmen agens equitum et florentis aere catervas, 

Bellatrix, non illa colo calathisve Minervae 
Femineas adsueta manus, sed proelia virgo 

Dura pati cursuque pedum praevertere ventos. 
Illa vel intactae segetis per summa volaret 
Gramina nec teneras cursu laesisset aristas 

Vel mare per medium fluctu suspensa tumenti 
Ferret iter celeris neque tingueret aequore plantas. 
Illam omnis tectis agrisque effusa iuventus 
Turbaque miratur matrum et prospectat euntem 
Attonitis inhians animis, ut regius ostro 

Velet honos levis umeros, ut fibula crinem 

Auro internectat, Lyciam ut gerat ipsa pharetram 
Et pastoralem praefixa cuspide myrtum. 
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When Turnus from Laurentum’s citadel 
Hung out the flag of war, and war-horns brayed 
With their hoarse din, and when he in his might 
Lashed his high-mettled steeds and clanked his arms, 
Astir their hearts anon, and Latium all 
In eager thronging join their oaths at once, 
And her wild warriors let their passions loose. 
Messapus then, and Ufens, foremost chiefs, 
Mezentius too that held the gods in scorn, 
Draw forces to their aid from all around. 
And leave the broad fields of their tillers bare. 
And Venulus is sent to ask for aid 
To the city of great Diomed, and shew 
That Teucrians in Latium fix their home— 
That in his fleet AEneas thither borne 
Is bringing conquered gods into their land, 
And says that he by fate is claimed for king, 
That many nations join the Dardan chief, 
And far and wide in Latium grows his name 
An oft-used word. And what in these essays 
He plans, what outcome of the fight desires 
If fortune serve, to Diomed will shew 
Plainlier than to king Turnus, or the king 
Latinus. 

So in Latium fared it then. 
Now when Laomedon’s heroic son 
Beholds all this, upon the surging tide 
Of cares he tosses to and fro, and turns 
His thought to speed now this way and now that, 
Distractedly, and plies it everywhere, 
And makes it wind through all; as when some gleam, 
Reflected from the sun in bronzen vat, 
Or from the radiant image of the moon, 
Dancing upon the water flits afar 
Round every nook, and now shoots high in air 
And strikes the topmost panels of the roof. 

"Twas night time and deep slumber had laid hold 
On weary living things in all the lands, 
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Ut belli signum Laurenti Turnus ab arce 
Extulit et rauco strepuerunt cornua cantu, 
Utque acris concussit equos utque impulit arma, 
Extemplo turbati animi, simul omne tumultu 
Coniurat trepido Latium saevitque iuventus 
Effera. Ductores primi Messapus et Ufens 
Contemptorque deum Mezentius undique cogunt 
Auxila et latos vastant cultoribus agros. 
Mittitur et magni Venulus Diomedis ad urbem, 
Qui petat auxilium et Latio consistere Teucros, 
Advectum Aenean classi victosque Penatis 
Inferre, et fatis regem se dicere poscl, 

Edoceat, multasque viro se adiungere gentis 
Dardanio et late Latio increbrescere nomen. 
Quid struat his coeptis, quem, si fortuna sequatur, 
Eventum pugnae cupiat, manifestius ipsi 

Quam Turno regi aut regi apparere Latino. 

Talia per Latium. Quae Laomedontius heros 
Cuncta videns magno curarum fluctuat aestu, 
Atque animum nunc huc celerem, nunc dividit illuc, 
In partisque rapit varias perque omnia versat : 
Sicut aquae tremulum labris ubi lumen aénis 
Sole repercussum aut radiantis imagine lunae 
Omnia pervolitat late loca iamque sub auras 
Erigitur summique ferit laquearia tecti. 


Nox erat, et terras animalia fessa per omnis 
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Of bird and cattle-kind ; when on the bank, 
The sire Atneas laid him down beneath 

The vault of the cool sky, his heart disturbed 
At the sad war, and o’er his limbs allowed 

Late rest to steal. To him the god himself 
Who dwelt there, Tiber of the pleasant stream, 
Appeared uprising ’midst the poplar leaves, 

An agéd form. Thin grey-green muslin garb 
Was veiling him, and shady reed concealed 

His locks ; then thus did he begin to speak, 
And with these words Aineas’ cares remove. 
“QO, born of race divine, who from the foe 

Art bearing back for us our town of Troy 

And for all time preserving Pergamos, 

O thou long looked-for by Laurentum’s land 
And by the Latin fields, here thy sure home, 
Thy settled household gods ; forsake them not, 
Nor by the threats of war be terrified ; 

For all the swelling wrathfulness of gods 

Hath passéd by. 

And now for thee—lest thou should’st deem that these 
Are but dream-conjured vain imaginings— 
Discovered ’neath the holm-oaks on the shore 

A mighty sow stretched on the ground shall lie, 
Who litter of her thirty young hath borne, 

All white, and white the offspring round her teats ; 
This for thy town the chosen spot shall be, 
That the sure resting-place from all thy toils, 
From which in three times ten returning years 
Ascanius shall his fair named Alba found. 

‘Tis no uncertain future I foretell. 

Now give me heed and I will briefly shew 

In what way thou may’st compass with success 
Thine urgent ends. Arcadians from these coasts, 
Race that from Pallas draw their origin, 

Who bore the King Evander company 

And rallied to his standards chose a place 

And built themselves a town among the hills, 
Called Pallanteum after Pallas’ name 

Their ancestor; these with the Latin race 

A constant feud prolong; these to thy camp 
Call as allies, and treaties with them pledge. 

I mine own self will lead thee ‘twixt the banks 
And in right stream, that upward borne on oar 
Thou may’st against the opposing current win. 
Come then arouse thee O thou goddess-born ! 
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Alituum pecudumque genus sopor altus habebat : 
Cum pater in ripa gelidique sub aetheris axe 
Aeneas, tristi turbatus pectora bello, 

Procubuit seramque dedit per membra quietem. 
Huic deus ipse loci fluvio Tiberinus amoeno 
Populeas inter senior se attollere frondes 

Visus (eum tenuis glauco velabat amictu 
Carbasus, et crinis umbrosa tegebat harundo) 
Tum sic adfari et curas his demere dictis : 

‘O sate gente deum, Troianam ex hostibus urbem 
Qui revehis nobis aeternaque Pergama servas, 
Expectate solo Laurenti arvisque Latinis, 

Hic tibi certa domus, certi, ne absiste, Penates ; 
Neu belli terrere minis ; tumor omnis et irae 
Concessere deum. 

Iamque tibi, ne vana putes haec fingere somnum, 
Litoreis ingens inventa sub ilicibus sus, 

Triginta capitum fetus enixa, iacebit 

Alba solo recubans, albi circum ubera nati : 

Hic locus urbis erit, requies ea certa laborum, 
Ex quo ter denis urbem redeuntibus annis 
Ascanius clari condet cognominis Albam. 

Haut incerta cano. Nunc qua ratione quod instat 
Expedias victor, paucis, adverte, docebo. 
Arcades his oris, genus a Pallante profectum, 
Qui regem Euandrum comites, qui signa secuti, 
Delegere locum et posuere in montibus urbem 
Pallantis proavi de nomine Pallanteum. 

Hi bellum adsidue ducunt cum gente Latina ; 
Hos castris adhibe socios et foedera iunge. 

Ipse ego te ripis et recto flumine ducam, 
Adversum remis superes subvectus ut amnem. 
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And when the earliest stars begin to droop 
Bring rightful prayers to Juno, and o’ercome 
With suppliant vows her anger and her threats. 
To me the meed, a victor, thou shalt pay ; 
I am the one whom in full flow thou see’st 
Clasping my banks, and parting fertile fields, 
Cerulean Tiber, stream to heaven most dear. 
Here is my mighty home, it rises forth 
Amongst tall cities as their capital.”’ 
He spake, then plunged within the lake profound 
The river god, and sought its very depths ; 
Then from A‘neas night and slumber went. 
He rose, and as on orient gleams he gazed 
Of heavenly Sol, in reverence held up 
In hollow palms the water from the stream, 
And to the heavens outpoured such words as these : 
“Ye nymphs, Laurentum’s fountain nymphs, from whom 
The rivers draw their origin, and thou, 
O Father Tiber, with thy sacred stream, 
Grant welcome to AEneas, and at length 
From perils guard him safe. Sprung from what fount 
Soever lake holds thee embosomeéd 
Who pitiest my woes, and from what soil 
Soever thou dost in full beauty burst, 
My reverence for aye, for aye thou'lt have 
The service of my gifts, with hornéd head 
The monarch-river of the western streams ! 
O be thou but at hand, and make secure 
By nearer presence that which thou hast willed.” 
So spake he, and two twin-banked galleys chose 
From out his fleet, and oarsmen suitable 
Chose for them, and withal equipped with arms 
His men. 

But lo! a portent then appeared 
Sudden, and wonderful for eyes to view ;— 
There ‘mid the wood lay stretched a glistening sow 
Who matched her milk-white litter in her hue, 
And on green river-bank was plainly seen. 
Her good Eneas slew, presenting her 
In sacrifice to thee, ay unto thee 
Most mighty Juno, and with all her flock 
Brought to the altar: Tiber that long night 
Calmed down his swelling stream, and with back flow 
So halted in his course with noiseless wave, 
That like a flowless marsh and tranquil mere 
He of his waters laid a level plain, 
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Surge age, nate dea, primisque cadentibus astris 

Iunoni fer rite preces, iramque minasque 60 

Supplicibus supera votis. Mihi victor honorem 

Persolves. Ego sum, pleno quem flumine cernis 

Stringentem ripas et pinguia culta secantem, 

Caeruleus Thybris, caelo gratissimus amnis. 

Hic mihi magna domus, celsis caput urbibus exit.’ 65 
Dixit, deinde lacu fluvius se condidit alto, 

Ima petens; nox Aenean somnusque reliquit. 

Surgit et aetherii spectans orientia Solis 

Lumina rite cavis undam de flumine palmis 

Sustinet ac talis effundit ad aethera voces : 70 

‘“Nymphae, Laurentes Nymphae, genus amnibus undest, 

Tuque, o Thybri tuo genitor cum flumine sancto, 

Accipite Aenean et tandem arcete periclis. 

Quo te cumque lacus miserantem incommoda nostra 

Fonte tenet, quocumque solo pulcherrimus exis, 75 

Semper honore meo, semper celebrabere donis, 

Corniger Hesperidum fluvius regnator aquarum : 

Adsis o tantum et propius tua numina firmes.’ 

Sic memorat, geminasque legit de classe biremis 
Remigioque aptat ; socios simul instruit armis. 80 
Ecce autem subitum atque oculis mirabile monstrum, 

Candida per silvam cum fetu concolor albo 

Procubuit viridique in litore conspicitur sus. 

Quam pius Aeneas tibi enim, tibi, maxuma Iuno, 

Mactat sacra ferens et cum grege sistit ad aram. 85 
Thybris ea fluvium, quam longa est, nocte tumentem 
Leniit, et tacita refluens ita substitit unda, 

Mitis ut in morem stagni placidaeque paludis 

Sterneret aequor aquis, remo ut luctamen abesset. 
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That there might be no struggle of the oar. 
So then upon their way begun they speed 
With cheerful strains. Across the shallows glides 
The well-caulked pine ship. Marvel then the waves, 
Marvels the grove unuséd, to behold 
The shields of warriors glistening afar, 
And on the stream their painted barks afloat. 
All night all day on weary oar they toil 
And pass long river bends, and are o’erhidden 
By trees of diverse kinds, and cleave apart 
The woodlands green upon its tranquil face. 
Sol fiery hot had heaven’s mid circle climbed, 
When, far away, ramparts and citadel 
And scattered roofs of dwellings they behold. 
Which Rome now in her potency has raised 
To level of the sky; Evander then 
Controlled its scanty fortunes. Speedily 
They point to it their prows, and near the town. 

It chanced that on that day the Arcadian king 
Was bearing to Amphitryon’s great son, 
And to the gods in grove before the town, 
The wonted offerings. Pallas, his son, 
With him, and with him all his noblest youth, 
And senate plain, were offering frankincense 
And at the altars steamed the life-warm blood. 
When the tall ships they saw and marked them glide 
Toward them through the darkling grove, their crews 
Leant on the silent oar; dismayed were they 
At the unexpected sight and one and all 
Together rose and left their banqueting ; 
Brave Pallas then forbade them to break off 
Their festal rites and seizing up his spear 
Flies his own self to meet them, and afar 
Cries from a hillock top “‘ Ho men! what cause 
Has driven you to try these unknown ways ? 
Whither your journey? What your race? And where 
Your home? And bring ye hither peace or war?” 
Then Sire AEneas from his lofty poop 
Speaks thus and holds before him in his hand 
Peace-bearing olive bough: ‘‘ Thou seest here 
Trojans by birth, and arms of no good will 
To Latins; men whom in war’s arrogance 
They have made exiles. To Evander lies 
Our mission. Bear this to him and announce 
That chosen leaders of the Dardan land 
Have come to ask alliance of your arms.” 
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Ergo iter inceptum celerant rumore secundo. 
Labitur uncta vadis abies: mirantur et undae, 
Miratur nemus insuetum fulgentia longe 

Scuta virum fluvio pictasque innare carinas. 

Olli remigio noctemque diemque fatigant 

Et longos superant flexus varlisque teguntur 


Arboribus viridisque secant placido aequore silvas. 


Sol medium caeli conscenderat igneus orbem, 

Cum muros arcemque procul ac rara domorum 

Tecta vident, quae nunc Romana potentia caelo 

Aequavit ; tum res inopes Euandrus habebat. 

Ocius advertunt proras urbique propinquant. 
Forte die sollemnem illo rex Arcas honorem 

Amphitryoniadae magno divisque ferebat 

Ante urbem in luco. Pallas huic filius una, 

Una omnes iuvenum primi pauperque senatus 

Tura dabant, tepidusque cruor fumabat ad aras. 

Ut celsas videre rates atque inter opacum 

Adlabi nemus et tacitis incumbere remis, 

Terrentur visu subit cunctique relictis 

Consurgunt mensis. Audax quos rumpere Pallas 

Sacra vetat raptoque volat telo obvius ipse 

Et procul e tumulo: ‘ iuvenes, quae causa subegit 

Ignotas temptare vias ? quo tenditis ? ’ inquit. 
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‘Qui genus ? unde domo ? pacemne huc fertis an arma? ’ 


Tum pater Aeneas puppi sic fatur ab alta 
Paciferaeque manu ramum praetendit olivae : 

‘ Troiugenas ac tela vides inimica Latinis, 

Quos illi bello profugos egere superbo. 

Euandrum petimus. Ferte haec et dicite lectos 
Dardaniae venisse duces socia arma rogantis.’ 
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Awe-stricken Pallas stood at name so great : 

“‘ Step forth,” said he, ‘‘ O whosoe’er thou art, 

And talk thou with my father face to face, 

And enter ’neath our roof a stranger-guest.”’ 

He caught him by the hand, and held his right 

Long clasped in his ; then going forth they came 

Into the grove, and left the stream behind. 
7Eneas then with friendly speech addressed 

The king: “O best of all the Grecian-born, 

Whom fate has willed that I should supplicate, 

And hold before me boughs with fillet decked ; 

I quailed not of a truth for that there wert. 

A leader of the Greeks, Arcadian-born, 

And with the twin Atridz joined by blood ; 

But my stout heart and the holy oracles 

Of gods, and kindred ancestry, and thy 

World-noised renown have joined me unto thee, 

And driven me by my fates a willing slave. 

First sire and founder of our Ilian town, 

To Teucer’s sons sea-borne came Dardanus, 

Son of Electra who was Atlas’ child, 

So Greeks relate. Atlas, the mighty one, 

He that upon his shoulder bears aloft 

The orbs ztherial was Electra’s sire. 

Your forefather was Mercury, and him 

Fair Maia upon cool Cyllene’s crest 

Conceived and brought to birth. Now Maia, if 

We credit aught the tales that we have heard, 

Atlas, ay that same Atlas, did beget 

Who bears the constellations of the sky. 

So from one stock branch both our lines apart. 

Trusting to this no envoys did I send 

Nor craftily did plan to prove thee first ; 

Me, my own self, my life to thee I flung 

And as a suppliant to thy threshold came. 

That very Daunian race who press thee hard 

With cruel war, should they but drive us out, 

Deem naught will lack them utterly to force 

Hesperia’s land entire beneath their yoke, 

And rule the upper sea and that withal 

That laves her under shores. Receive our troth, 

And grant us yours. Brave hearts have we for war, 

And firm resolve, and well-tried warriors.”’ 

fEneas said no more. The king some while 

Was scanning close the features and the eyes 

And all the speaker’s presence bodily. 
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Obstipuit tanto percussus nomine Pallas : 

‘Egredere 0 quicumque es,’ ait, ‘ coramque parentem 

Adloquere ac nostris succede penatibus hospes : ’ 

Excepitque manu dextramque amplexus inhaesit. 

Progressi subeunt luco fluviumque relinquunt. 
Tum regem Aeneas dictis adfatur amicis : 

‘Optume Graiugenum, cui me Fortuna precari 

Et vitta comptos voluit praetendere ramos, 

Non equidem extimui, Danaum quod ductor et Arcas 

Quodque, ab stirpe fores geminis coniunctus Atridis ; 

Sed mea me virtus et sancta oracula divom 

Cognatique patres, tua terris didita fama, 

Coniunxere tibi et fatis egere volentem. 

Dardanus, Iliacae primus pater urbis et auctor, 

Electra, ut Grai perhibent, Atlantide cretus, 

Advehitur Teucros; Electram maxumus Atlas 

Edidit, aetherios umero qui sustinet orbes. 

Vobis Mercurius pater est, quem candida Maia 

Cyllenae gelido conceptum vertice fudit ; 

At Maiam, auditis si quicquam credimus, Atlas, 

Idem Atlas generat, caeli qui sidera tollit. 

Sic genus amborum scindit se sanguine ab uno. 

His fretus non legatos neque prima per artem 

Temptamenta tui pepigi; me, me ipse meumque 

Obieci caput et supplex ad limina veni. 

Gens eadem, quae te, crudeli Daunia bello 

Insequitur ; nos si pellant, nihil afore credunt, 

Quin omnem Hesperiam penitus sua sub iuga mittant 

Et mare quod supra teneant quodque adluit infra. 

Accipe daque fidem. Sunt nobis fortia bello 

Pectora, sunt animi et rebus spectata iuventus.’ 
Dixerat Aeneas. Ille os oculosque loquentis 

Iamdudum et totum lustrabat lumine corpus: 
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Then briefly thus replies: ‘ How willingly 
Bravest of Trojans, do I recognize 
And welcome thee. How well do I recall 
Thy father’s accents and the voice and mien 
Of great Anchises! for I mind me how 
Laomedontian Priam, when he went, 
While on his road to Salamis, to view 
The kingdoms of his sister Hesione, 
To the cool confines of Arcadia made 
His further journey ; it was then for me 
Youth’s prime my cheek was clothing with her 

down ; 
I looked with wonder on the Teucrian chiefs, 
And on Laomedon’s own son himself ; 
Yet moved Anchises statelier than all. 
My heart with youthful longing was aglow 
To accost the hero, and join hand to hand: 
I drew toward him, and with eagerness 
Led him beneath the walls of Pheneus’ town. 
A beateous quiver and some Lycian shafts 
He gave me at departing, and a cloak 
With gold enwoven, and a pair of reins, 
The golden ones that now my Palias owns. 
Therefore have I in treaty joined with yours 
The right hand that ye seek ; and soon as e’er 
To-morrow’s dawn unto the earth again 
Shall give her back, then will I let you go 
Glad of mine aid, and help you of my store. 
Meanwhile, since hither ye as friends are come, 
Bear part with us approvingly in these 
Our yearly rites, which it were wrong to stay, 
And grow familiar from this very hour 
With banquets of allies. 

This having said, 

He bids them to set on afresh the meats 
And cups removed, and his own self assigns 
The men their places on the sward to sit ; 
And on a cushion of rough lion’s skin 
Aineas his chief guest he entertains, 
And bids him sit upon a maple throne. 
Then vying each with other, chosen youths 
And the altar-priest bear in the roasted flesh 
Of oxen, and upon reed baskets load 
The toil-wrought gifts of Ceres, and bring wine. 
/Eneas and with him the Trojan youth 
Feast on the chine of an uncarven ox, 
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Tum sic pauca refert: ‘ ut te, fortissime Teucrum, 
Accipio adgnoscoque libens! ut verba parentis 
Et vocem Anchisae magni voltumque recordor ! 
Nam memini Hesionae visentem regna sororis 
Laomedontiaden Priamum, Salamina petentem, 
Protenus Arcadiae gelidos invisere finis. 
Tum mihi prima genas vestibat flore iuventa, 
Mirabarque duces Teucros, mirabar et ipsum 
Laomedontiaden, sed cunctis altior ibat 
Anchises. Mihi mens iuvenali ardebat amore 
Compellare virum et dextrae coniungere dextram. 
Accessi et cupidus Phenei sub moenia duxi. 
Ille mihi insignem pharetram Lyciasque sagittas 
Discedens chlamydemque auro dedit intertextam 
Frenaque bina meus quae nunc habet aurea Pallas. 
Ergo et quam petitis juncta est mihi foedere dextra, 
Et lux cum primum terris se crastina reddet, 
Auxilio laetos dimittam opibusque iuvabo. 
Interea sacra haec, quando huc venistis amici, 
Annua, quae differre nefas, celebrate faventes 
Nobiscum et iam nunc sociorum adsuescite mensis.’ 
Haec ubi dicta, dapes iubet et sublata reponi 
Pocula gramineoque viros locat ipse sedili, 
Praecipuumque toro et villosi pelle leonis 
Accipit Aenean solioque invitat acerno. 
Tum lecti iuvenes certatim araeque sacerdos 
Viscera tosta ferunt taurorum onerantque canistris 
Dona laboratae Cereris Bacchumque ministrant. 
Vescitur Aeneas simul et Troiana iuventus 
Perpetui tergo bovis et lustralibus extis. 
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And on the entrails of the sacrifice. 

Their hunger banished and the cravings checked 
Of appetite, then king Evander spake : 
“Tt was no empty superstitious dread, 
Lacking the knowledge of our earlier gods, 
That laid on us this solemn festival, 
This customary feast, this altar reared 
To our great guardian; from fell dangers saved, 
O Trojan guest, we pay and pay anew 
Deservéd offerings. Look thou first of all 
Upon this crag suspended on the rocks, 
How scattered far its fallen masses lie, 
And how the mountain home stands desolate, 
And rocks have brought huge havoc in their train. 
Here was a cavern, with its vast recess 
Set deep below where dwelt the dreaded form 
Of the half-human Cacus, spot unreached 
By rays of sun, and aye with slaughter fresh 
The ground would steam and heads of men were hung 
On his proud gates with ghastly mouldering pale. 
Vulcan of this misshapen thing was sire ; 
And pouring Vulcan’s black flames from his mouth 
He stalked in pride of his gigantic bulk. 
To us too in our longings at the last 
Time brought the helpful coming of a god; 
For an avenger mightiest of all, 
Alcides, was at hand—in all the pride 
Of threefold Geryon despoiled and slain— 
And his huge bulls victorious drave that way, 
And vale and river-side the oxen kept. 
But Cacus’ heart with savage frenzy wild, 
That naught of crime or craft might be undared 
Or unattempted, from their stalls withdrew 
Four oxen of exceeding shapeliness 
And just so many heifers passing fair. 
And these, that there should be no forward tracks 
Drawn tailwards to his cave, and with their prints 
Upon the paths reversed, he busied him 
To seize and stow within his gloomy rock ; 
No signs did draw their seeker to the cave. 
Meanwhile when now Amphitryon’s son prepared 
To move his well-fed herds from out their stalls, 
And set him to depart, the steers began 
To bellow at their going, and fill full 
The grove with their complainings, and the hills. 
With all the clamours of them as they left. 
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Postquam exempta fames et amor compressus edendi. 


Rex Euandrus ait: ‘non haec sollemnia nobis, 
Has ex more dapes, hanc tanti numinis aram 
Vana superstitio veterumque ignara deorum 
Inposuit: saevis, hospes Troiane, periclis 
Servati facimus meritosque novamus honores. 
Tam primum saxis suspensam hanc aspice rupem, 
Disiectae procul ut moles desertaque montis 
Stat domus et scopuli ingentem traxere ruinam. 
Hic spelunca fuit, vasto summota recessu, 
Semihominis Caci facies quam dira tenebat, 
Solis inaccessam radiis ; semperque recenti 
Caede tepebat humus, foribusque adfixa superbis 
Ora virum tristi pendebant pallida tabo. 

Huic monstro Volcanus erat pater: illius atros 
Ore vomens ignis magna se mole ferebat. 
Attulit et nobis aliquando optantibus aetas 
Auxilium adventumque dei. Nam maximus ultor, 
Tergemini nece Geryonae spoliisque superbus, 
Alcides aderat taurosque hac victor agebat 
Ingentis, vallemque boves amnemque tenebant. 
At furiis Caci mens effera, nequid inausum 
Aut intractatum scelerisve dolive fuisset, 
Quattuor a stabulis praestanti corpore tauros 
Avertit, totidem forma superante luvencas ; 
Atque hos, nequa forent pedibus vestigia rectis, 
Cauda in speluncam tractos versisque viarum 
Indiciis raptos saxo occultabat opaco: 
Quaerenti nulla ad speluncam signa ferebant. 
Interea, cum iam stabulis saturata moveret 
Amphitryoniades armenta abitumque pararet, 
Discessu mugire boves atque omne querellis 
Impleri nemus et colles clamore relinqui. 
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One heifer to the oxen’s call replied, 

And deep in the vast cavern bellowed loud, 
And, from her prison, Cacus’ hope belied. 
Hereon Alcides’ indignation flashed 

To blaze of fury with revengeful gall ; 

He seized at once his arms and oaken staff 
Weighted with knots, and starts full speed to gain 
The tall hill-slopes. Then first our people saw 
Cacus afrighted, terror in his eyes ; 

Swifter than Eurus straight he fled and sought 
His cavern ; fear set wings upon his feet. 
When he had shut him in, and hurled adown— 
Its fetters burst—a mighty rock that hung 

By iron bond his father’s craft had wrought, 
And by its barrier stayed and blocked the gate, 
Behold, with passion furious draw nigh 
Tirynthius, and, eyeing all the approach, 

To this spot and to that applied his gaze, 
Gnashing his teeth; and, hot with anger thrice 
Tracked Aventinus’ mountain all throughout, 
Thrice of the rocky portals trial made, 

But all in vain; thrice in the vale worn out 
Sat down again. There stood there a flint peak 
That rose aloft upon the cavern’s ridge, 

It’s rocks sheer all around, right tall to view, 
For nests of noisome birds a fitting home ; 
Now this, as forward from the ridge it leaned 
Toward the stream upon the left, he shook, 
While heaving hard against it from the right, 
And tare and loosed it from its very roots, 
Then launched with sudden shock; and ’neath that shock 
The mighty ether rang, the banks leapt wide, 
And backward in affright the river flowed. 

The grotto then, and Cacus’ palace vast 
Unveiled stood clear, and open to the view 

In all their depths his sombre caverns lay: 
As if, deep yawning ‘neath some mighty stroke, 
Earth should unbar the regions down below, 
And bare the pale realms hateful to the gods, 
And from above the huge abyss were seen, 
And ghosts were trembling at the light let in. 
So then when caught in unexpected glare 

All suddenly, by hollow rocks shut in 

And braying in strange fashion, from above 
Alcides with his missiles plies him hard, 

Calls every kind of weapon to his aid, 
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Reddidit una boum vocem vastoque sub antro 
Mugiit et Caci spem custodita fefellit. 

Hic vero Alcidae furiis exarserat atro 

Felle dolor ; rapit arma manu nodisque gravatum 
Robur et aérii cursu petit ardua montis. 

Tum primum nostri Cacum videre timentem 
Turbatumque oculis ; fugit ilicet ocior Euro 
Speluncamque petit ; pedibus timor addidit alas. 
Ut sese inclusit ruptisque inmane catenis 
Deiecit.saxum, ferro quod et arte paterna 
Pendebat fultosque emuniit obice postis, 

Ecce furens animis aderat Tirynthius omnemque 
Accessum lustrans huc ora ferebat et illuc, 
Dentibus infrendens. Ter totum fervidus ira 
Lustrat Aventini montem, ter saxea temptat 
Limina nequiquam, ter fessus valle resedit. 
Stabat acuta silex, praecisis undique saxis 
Speluncae dorso insurgens, altissima visu, 
Dirarum nidis domus opportuna volucrum. 

Hanc, ut prona iugo laevum incumbebat ad amnem, 
Dexter in adversum nitens concussit et imis 
Avolsam solvit radicibus ; inde repente 

Inpulit, inpulsu quo maximus intonat aether, 
Dissultant ripae refluitque exterritus amnis. 

At specus et Caci detecta adparuit ingens 

Regia et umbrosae penitus patuere cavernae : 
Non secus ac siqua penitus vi terra dehiscens 
Infernas reseret sedes et regna recludat 

Pallida, dis invisa, superque immane barathrum 
Cernatur, trepident inmisso lumine Manes. 
Ergo insperata deprensum luce repente 
Inclusumque cavo saxo atque insueta rudentem 
Desuper Alcides telis premit omniaque arma 
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And bears him down with boughs and mill-stones vast. 
But he, for now no further ’scape remained 
From peril, tossed dense smoke from out his jaws— 
Wondrous to tell—and wraps his dwelling-place 
In a blind blackness, snatching from the eyes 
Their forward view, and in the cavern depths 
Gathers his smoky night into a ball, 
Of mingled dark and flame. Infuriate 
Alcides brooked it not, and flung himself 
Amid the burning with a headlong leap, 
There where the thickest smoke its eddies whirls, 
And the vast grotto seethes with murky cloud. 
Here he laid hold of Cacus in the dark 
Out-pouring fruitless flames, and wound himself 
Around him to a knot, and fastening there 
Choked him until his eyeballs started forth, 
And till his throat was drained of all its blood. 
Then open lies at once his grim abode, 
Its doors wrenched back, and clear to heaven are shown 
The stolen cattle, and his thefts, forsworn ; 
And by the feet his hideous corpse is dragged 
Forth to the light. Nor can the hearts of men 
Be sated gazing on those fearsome eyes, 
That visage, and those breasts with bristles clad, 
Of him that was half-beast, and on the flames 
That in his jaws were quenched. The festival 
From that time has been held, and joyfully 
Have later generations kept the day ; 
And first to found it was Potitius, 
And the Pinarian house, the chosen guards 
Of holy rites assigned to Hercules. 
He reared this altar in the grove by us 
Aye to be calléd mightiest, and it shall 
Be mightiest evermore. Bestir ye then 
My brave men and with garlands wreath your locks 
To pay your tribute to such praiseful deeds, 
And in your right hands hold the goblets forth, 
And pray the god we both revere, and bring 
Wine, your free gift.” He said no more: and then 
The twi-hued poplar with Herculean shade 
Both veiled his locks, and hung with leaf entwined, 
And with the sacred bow! he filled his hand. 
Then hastily all pour upon the board 
Their glad libations, and entreat the gods. 

Heaven sinks the while and nearer Vesper draws 
And now the priests—Potitius at their head— 
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Advocat et ramis vastisque molaribus instat. 
Ile autem, neque enim fuga iam super ulla pericli, 
Faucibus ingentem fumum, mirabile dictu, 
Evomit involvitque domum caligine caeca, 
‘ Prospectum eripiens oculis, glomeratque sub antro 
Fumiferam noctem commixtis igne tenebris. 
Non tulit Alcides animis seque ipse per ignem 
Praecipiti iecit saltu, qua plurimus undam 
Fumus agit nebulaque ingens specus aestuat atra. 
Hic Cacum in tenebris incendia vana vomentem 
Corripit in nodum complexus et angit inhaerens 
Elisos oculos et siccum sanguine guttur. 
Panditur extemplo foribus domus atra revolsis, 
Abstractaeque boves abiurataeque rapinae 
Caelo ostenduntur, pedibusque informe cadaver 
Protrahitur. Nequeunt expleri corda tuendo 
Terribilis oculos, voltum villosaque saetis 
Pectora semiferi atque exstinctos faucibus ignis. 
Ex illo celebratus honos, laetique minores 
Servavere diem, primusque Potitius auctor 
Et domus Herculei custos Pinaria sacri 
Hanc aram luco statuit, quae maxuma semper 
Dicetur nobis et erit quae maxuma semper. 
Quare agite, o iuvenes, tantarum in munere laudum 
Cingite fronde comas et pocula porgite dextris 
Communemque vocate deum et date vina volentes.’ 
Dixerat, Herculea bicolor cum populus umbra 
Velavitque comas foliisque innexa pependit 
Et sacer inplevit dextram scyphus. Ocius omnes 
In mensam laeti libant divosque precantur. 
Devexo interea propior fit Vesper Olympo. 
Tamque sacerdotes primusque Potitius ibant, 
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Begin their march, girt as their wont, in skins, 
And bearing flames. The feasting they renew, 
And bring the after-banquet’s pleasing gifts, 
And pile the altars with the laden dish. 
Then to the sound of song the Salii stand 
Round kindled altars, temples garlanded 
With poplar boughs ; this band, a band of youths, 
The other, agéd men, in song who tell 
The glorious deeds of Hercules, and how 
Those first ill creatures his stepmother sent— 
The serpents twain—he strangled in his grasp ; 
How too in war fair cities he o’erthrew, 
Troy and Cichalia; how he bravely bore 
A thousand cruel labours ‘neath the rule 
Of king Eurystheus, by the doom brought on 
By cruel Juno. Thou, unvanquished one ! 
Dost slay those cloud-born monsters double-limbed, 
Hyleus, aye and Pholus by thy might, 
’*Tis thou that dost the Cretan monsters slay, 
And the huge lion ’neath the Nemean rock. 
The Stygian lakes did at thy presence quake ; 
Before thee quaked the guard of Orcus’ gate 
As on half-eaten bones in bloodstained cave 
He laid him down ; nor did there any shape, 
Not e’en Typhceus, towering arms in hand, 
Strike thee with terror ; with his crowd of heads 
The snake of Lerna circled thee around, 
Yet didst thou no bewilderment betray. 
Hail, Jove’s true offspring! to the deities 
Fresh ornament; and with approving foot, 
Draw nigh to speed us at thy festival. 
Such deeds in song they celebrate and add 
Beyond all else the tale of Cacus’ cave, 
Of Cacus too himself outbreathing flames. 
The grove entire re-echoes with their din, 
And hills give back the sound. 

Then one and all, 
The rites divine completed, wend their way 
Back to the town. Though burdened sore with years 
Their sovereign went afoot, and marching, kept 
AEneas as companion by his side, 
And his own son, and made the journey light 
With varied talk. Aineas wondering views 
And turns his rapid glance on all around ; 
Enchanted by each spot, and asks and learns 
With joy each record of their earlier men. 
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Pellibus in morem cincti, flammasque ferebant. 
Instaurant epulas et mensae grata secundae 
Dona ferunt cumulantque oneratis lancibus aras. 
Tum Salii ad cantus incensa altaria circum 
Populeis adsunt evincti tempora ramis, 
Hic iuvenum chorus, ille senum; qui carmine laudes 
Herculeas et facta ferunt: ut prima novercae 
Monstra manu geminosque premens eliserit angues ; 
Ut bello egregias idem disiecerit urbes, 
Troiamque Oechaliamque, ut duros mille labores 
Rege sub Eurystheo fatis Iunonis iniquae 
Pertulerit. ‘Tu nibigenas, invicte, bimembris, 
Hylaeumque Pholumque manu, tu Cresia mactas 
Prodigia et vastum Nemeae sub rupe leonem. 
Te Stygii tremuere lacus, te ianitor Orci 
Ossa super recubans antro semesa cruento ; 
Nec te ullae facies, non terruit ipse Typhoeus, 
Arduus arma tenens; non te rationis egentem 
Lernaeus turba capitum circumstetit anguis. 
Salve, vera Iovis proles, decus addite divis, 
Et nos et tua dexter adi pede sacra secundo.’ 
Talia carminibus celebrant ; super omnia Caci 
Speluncam adjiciunt spirantemque ignibus ipsum. 
Consonat omne nemus strepitu collesque resultant. 
Exim se cuncti divinis rebus ad urbem 
Perfectis referunt. Ibat rex obsitus aevo 
Et comitem Aenean iuxta natumque tenebat 
Ingrediens varioque viam sermone levabat. 
Miratur facilisque oculos fert omnia circum 
Aeneas capiturque locis et singula laetus 
Exquiritque auditque virum monimenta priorum. 


Tum rex Euandrus, Romanae conditor arcis : 
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The king Evander, he that laid the walls 

Of Roman fortress, told the story thus 

‘These groves the native Fauns and Nymphs possessed, 
And folk who from the sturdy oak-tree sprang, 
No order no refinement they possessed, 

Nor knew to yoke their steers, nor store their wealth, 
Nor that they won lay bv, but boughs of trees 
And rude fare of the chase sustained their life 
Then first from heaven’s Olympus Saturn came, 
Fleeing from arms of Jove, a refugee, 

Of realm despoiled He to fair order trained 

A people hard to teach and scattered wide 

On lofty mountains and he gave them laws, 

And ’twas his choice that Latium be 1ts name 

For that within these shores he safely hid 

The golden age they tell of came to pass 
Beneath his kingship, 1n such tranquil peace 

He ruled the tribes, till step by step came in 
An age degenerate and duller-hued , 

Mad love of war, and passion to possess 

Then came the Ausonian warriors, races too 
From Sicily, and oft did Saturn’s land 

Change name, then kings arose, and Thybris fierce 
Of giant stature, he from whom we men 

Of Italy gave later to our stream 

Its name of Tiber, Albula then lost 

Its old true name Driven from my fatherland 
And tracking the far outskirts of the sea, 

Fortune omnipotent, and destiny 

With which can none contend, have set me down 
Within these places Hither drave me too 

My mother, nymph Carmentis’ warnings dread, 
And the divine Apollo’s influence ”’ 

The words scarce said, when, moving on, he shews 
The altar and the gate which Romans call 

The Carmental, in early honouring 

Of Nymph Carmentis, the bard-prophetess 

Who first declared Aéneas’ sons should be 
Mighty and Pallanteum glorious 

Next after this he shows the spacious grove 
Which fiery Romulus the Refuge named, 

And ‘neath its cool cliff called the Lupercal 

By Arcad custom of Lyce#an Pan 

Points too to sacred Argilletum’s grove, 

And calls the place to witness, and relates 

How Argus died—his guest He leads them hence 
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‘Haec nemora indigenae Fauni Nymphaeque tenebant 


Gensque virum truncis et duro robore nata, 


Quis neque mos neque cultus erat, nec iungere tauros 


Aut componere opes norant aut parcere parto, 
Sed rami atque asper victu venatus alebat. 
Primus ab aetherio venit Saturnus Olympo, 
Arma TIovis fugiens et regnis exul ademptis. 

Is genus indocile ac dispersum montibus altis 
Composuit legesque dedit Latiumque vocari 
Maluit, his quoniam latuisset tutus in oris. 

Aurea quae perhibent illo sub rege fuere 
Saecula : sic placida populos in pace regebat, 
Deterior donec paulatim ac decolor aetas 

Et belli rabies et amor successit habendi. 

Tum manus Ausonia et gentes venere Sicanae, 
Saepius et nomen posuit Saturnia tellus ; 

Tum reges asperque inmani corpore Thybris, 

A quo post Itali fluvium cognomine Thybrim 
Diximus ; amisit verum vetus Albula nomen. 
Me pulsum patria pelagique extrema sequentem 
Fortuna omnipotens et ineluctabile fatum 

His posuere locis, matrisque egere tremenda 
Carmentis Nymphae monita et deus auctor Apollo.’ 
Vix ea dicta : dehinc progressus monstrat et aram 
Et Carmentalem Romani nomine portam 
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Quam memorant, Nymphae priscum Carmentis honorem, 


Vatis fatidicae, cecinit quae prima futuros 
Aeneadas magnos et nobile Pallanteum. 

Hinc lucum ingentem, quem Romulus acer Asylum 
Rettulit, et gelida monstrat sub rupe Lupercal, 
Parrhasio dictum Panos de more Lycaei. 

Nec non et sacri monstrat nemus Argileti 
Testaturque locum et Jetum docet hospitis Argi. 
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To the Tarpeian rock and Capitol, 
Now overlaid with gold, in days of yore 
Rough-grown with wooded brakes, but even then 
The place with its dread sanctity was wont 
To awe the frightened rustics ; even then 
They trembled at its wood and at its rock. 
“This grove,” said he, “ this hill with leafy crest 
A god inhabits—who that god may be, 
Is all in doubt; Arcadians believe 
That they themselves Jove oftentimes have seen 
Shaking the darkling egis in right hand 
And summoning the clouds. Thou see’st beside 
These cities twain with battlements o’erthrown, 
Relics and tokens of the men of old. 
This citadel did father Janus found, 
And that one Saturn ; the Janiculum 
The name of this, Saturnia of that.” 
While talking thus together they draw nigh 
Evander’s humble palace, and behold 
His cattle lowing everywhere amid 
Rome’s Forum and Carine’s suburb rich, 
Soon as his home they reached ; ‘‘ These halls,’’ said he, 
“‘ Alcides entered as a conqueror, 
This palace welcomed him. Have courage, guest, 
Wealth to despise, and mould thyself like him 
Worthy to be a god, and come to us 
In no disdain of our poor circumstance.”’ 
He spake, and ’neath his lowly palace-roof 
Led great AEneas, and on outspread leaves 
And on a Libyan bear skin made him lie. 
Night rushes on, and with her sable wings 
Enfolds the earth. 

But Venus motherlike, 
Not to no purpose terrified in mind, 
And by Laurentine menaces perturbed 
And their harsh tumult, now to Vulcan turns, 
And in the golden chamber of her spouse 
She thus begins, and breathes her love divine 
To aid her words: ‘‘ What time the Argive kings 
Were wasting Pergamos—their destined prey— 
And citadel by foemen’s flames to fall, 
Ne’er craved I help of thee for men forlorn, 
Nor arms thy skill or thy resource had wrought ; 
Nor, dearest spouse, would I then task in vain 
Thee or thy labours, though to Priam’s sons 
Full many a debt I owed, and oft had wept 
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Hinc ad Tarpeiam sedem et Capitolia ducit, 

Aurea nunc, olim silvestribus horrida dumis. 

Iam tum religio pavidos terrebat agrestis 

Dira loci, iam tum silvam saxumque tremebant. 
“Hoc nemus, hunc,’ inquit, ‘ frondoso vertice collem, 
Quis deus incertum est, habitat deus: Arcades ipsum 
Credunt se vidisse Iovem, cum saepe nigrantem 
Aegida concuteret dextra nimbosque cieret. 

Haec duo praeterea disiectis oppida muris, 
Reliquias veterumque vides monimenta virorum. 
Hanc Ianus pater, hanc Saturnus condidit arcem : 
Ianiculum huic, illi fuerat Saturnia nomen.’ 

Talibus inter se dictis ad tecta subibant 

Pauperis Euandri passimque armenta videbant 
Romanoque foro et lautis mugire Carinis. 

Ut ventum ad sedes: ‘haec,’ inquit, ‘ limina victor 
Alcides subiit, haec illum regia cepit. 

Aude, hospes, contemnere opes et te quoque dignum 
Finge deo rebusque veni non asper egenis.’ 

Dixit, et angusti subter fastigia tecti 

Ingentem Aenean duxit stratisque locavit 

Effultum foliis et pelle Libystidis ursae. 

Nox ruit et fuscis tellurem amplectitur alis. 

At Venus haut animo nequiquam exterrita mater, 
Laurentumque minis et duro mota tumultu 
Volcanum adloquitur thalamoque haec coniugis aureo 
Incipit et dictis divinum adspirat amorem : 

‘Dum bello Argolici vastabant Pergama reges 
Debita casurasque inimicis ignibus arces, 

Non ullum auxilium miseris, non arma rogavi 
Artis opisque tuae, nec te, carissime coniunx, 
Incassumve tuos volui exercere labores, 
Quamvis et Priami deberem plurima natis 
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At all the hardships that Aéneas bore 
Now stands he firm upon Rutulian shores 
By ordering of Jove, so come I now 
In supplance, and—god whom I revere,— 
Ask arms of thee, a mother for her son, 
Thee Nereus’ daughter, thee Tithonus’ bride 
By tears could bend Behold what mustering tribes, 
What walls with gates close-barred, now whet the sword 
For me, and for destruction of my folk ” 
Her words were spoken, and her snowy arms 
Flung round him either way with soft embrace, 
The goddess woos him hesitating still 
He im an instant caught the wonted flame, 
The well-known warmth within his vitals passed, 
And coursed throughout the melting of his bones 
Not otherwise than ofttimes, bursting forth 
From peal of thunder, a bright mft of flame 
Runs with its brilliant flash among the clouds 
Pleased with her wiles, and conscious of her charms, 
His spouse discerned it Then outspake the sire, 
Bound by the spell of never-dying love 
‘“‘ Why search the deep for pleas ? and whither fled 
Thy trust in me, my goddess? Like to this 
Had erst thy longings been, my righteous task 
Then too had been to arm the men of Troy , 
Nor did the Sire omnipotent, nor fates 
Forbid that Troy should stand, and Priam still 
Ten further years survive , and now, if thou 
Art planning war, and this be thy resolve, 
Whatever in my craft I have the power 
To promise thy distress, that can be wrought 
Of iron or molten metal in alloy, 
Far as my fires and bellow’s blasts avail 
I grant thee, cease by thy petitioning 
To cast a doubt upon the power that’s thine ”’ 
These words he spake, and unto her he gave 
Embraces that she longed for, then he sought 
Throughout his limbs the calm of tranquil sleep, 
Pillowed upon the bosom of his spouse 

Then when a first repose, 1n mid career 
Of night on-speeding, now had banished sleep, 
Hour when the matron upon whom 1s laid 
With distaff’s dainty craft life’s strain to bear 
First stirs the ashes of her smouldering fire, 
And adds the night to toil, and by its hght 
With lengthy tasks employs her waiting-maids, 
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Et durum Aeneae flevissem saepe laborem. 

Nunc Iovis imperiis Rutulorum constitit oris : 
Ergo eadem supplex venio et sanctum mihi numen 
Arma rogo genetrix nato. Te filia Nerei, 

Te potuit lacrimis Tithonia flectere coniunx. 

Aspice qui coeant populi, quae moenia clausis 
Ferrum acuant portis in me excidiumque meorum.’ 
Dixerat, et niveis hinc atque hinc diva lacertis 
Cunctantem amplexu molli fovet. Ille repente 
Accepit solitam flammam, notusque medullas 
Intravit calor et labefacta per ossa cucurrit, 

Non secus atque olim tonitru cum rupta corusco 
Ignea rima micans percurrit lumine nimbos. 

Sensit laeta dolis et formae conscia coniunx. 

Tum pater aeterno fatur devinctus amore : 

‘Quid causas petis ex alto? fiducia cessit 

Quo tibi, diva, mei? Similis si cura fuisset, 

Tum quoque fas nobis Teucros armare fuisset ; 
Nec Pater omnipotens Troiam nec fata vetabant 
Stare decemque alios Priamum superesse per annos. 
Et nunc, si bellare paras atque haec tibi mens est, 
OQuidquid in arte mea possum promittere curae, 
Quod fieri ferro liquidove potest electro, 

Quantum ignes animaeque valent, absiste precando 
Viribus indubitare tuis.’ Ea verba locutus 

Optatos dedit amplexus placidumque petivit 


Coniugis infusus gremio per membra soporem. 
Inde ubi prima quies medio iam noctis abactae 


Curriculo expulerat somnum, cum femina primum, 
Cui tolerare colo vitam tenuique Minerva 
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That chaste she may her husband’s couch preserve, 
And rear her youthful sons; like her, and not 
More slothful than that hour, the Lord of fire 
From his soft couch arose to ply his forge. 

An isle uprises by Sicanian shore, 

And by A£olian Lipare, that towers 

With smoking rocks; a grotto underneath, 

And tna’s caves, by Cyclops’ forges scooped, 
Rumble, and sturdy strokes on anvils heard 
Echo their groanings, and the forgéd bars 

Of Chalybes within the cavern hiss, 

And pants the flame in furnace—Vulcan’s home, 
And so the land is called Vulcania. 

Hither did then the lord of fire descend 

From lofty heaven. Within that cavern vast 
The Cyclopes were working on the iron, 

Brontes, and Steropes, and Pyracmon 
Bare-limbed. Half-wrought within their hands they held 
A thunderbolt, already polished part, 

Of which full many a one the Father flings 

Down on the lands from out of all the sky, 

But part of it remained unfinished still. 

Shafts they had added, three of writhen storm, 
Three of the watery cloud, and three of fire 
Bright-sparkling, and of wingéd Auster’s blast 
Were blending now fierce flashes in their work, 
And awe-inspiring din, and vengeful wrath 

With flames poursuivant. Otherwhere in haste 
They wrought for Mars a car and wingéd wheels, 
By which he stirs to war both men and towns ; 
And, vying each with each, were burnishing 

The fearsome Aégis, vext Athene’s arms, 

With serpent-scales of gold, and snakes entwined, 
And very Gorgon on the goddess’ breast, 

That e’en with severed throat still rolled her eyes, 
“ Away with all,” he cried, “and lay aside 

Your tasks begun, A‘tnean Cyclopes, 

And turn your thought to this: arms must be made 
For a brave warrior. Now ye need your strength, 
Need nimble hands, need all your master skill, 
Fling all delays aside.” No more he said ; 

But quickly all bestirred them to the work, 

And fairly portioned by the lot their toil. 

Brass flows in streams, and golden metal runs ; 
Wound-dealing iron in spacious furnace melts. 
They fashion a huge shield, a single shield 
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Impositum, cinerem et sopitos suscitat ignes, 
Noctem addens operi, famulasque ad lumina longo 
Exercet penso, castum ut servare cubile 

Coniugis et possit parvos educere natos 

Haut secus Ignipotens nec tempore segnior illo 
Mollibus e stratis opera ad fabrilia surgit 

Insula Sicanium iuxta latus Aeoliamque? 
Erigitur Liparen, fumantibus ardua saxis, 

Quam subter specus et Cyclopum exesa camunis 
Antra Aetnaea tonant validique mcudibus ictus 
Auditi referunt gemitum striduntque cavernis 
Stricturae Chalybum et fornacibus ignis anhelat, 
Volcani domus et Volcania nomine tellus 

Huc tunc Ignipotens caelo descendit ab alto 
Ferrum exercebant vasto Cyclopes in antro, 
Brontesque Steropesque et nudus membra Pyracmon 
His informatum manibus 1am parte polita 
Fulmen erat, toto Genitor quae plurima caelo 
Deyjicit in terras, pars inperfecta manebat 

Tris imbris torti radios, tris nubis aquosae 
Addiderant, rutili tris ignis et alitis Austr 
Fulgores nunc terrificos sonitumque metumque 
Miscebant oper1 flammuisque sequacibus iras 
Parte alia Marti currumque rotasque volucris 
Instabant, quibus ille viros, quibus excitat urbes 
Aegidaque hornferam, turbatae Palladis arma, 
Certatim squamis serpentum auroque polibant 
Conexosque anguls ipsamque in pectore divae 
Gorgona, desecto vertentem lumina collo 

‘ Tollite cuncta,’ quit, ‘ coeptosque auferte labores, 
Aetnaei Cyclopes, et huc advertite mentem 

Arma acri facienda viro nunc viribus usus, 
Nunc manibus rapidis, omni nunc arte magistra 
Praecipitate moras’ Nec plura effatus, at ill 
Ocmus incubuere omnes pariterque laborem 
Sortit: fluit aes rivis aurique metallum 
Volnificusque chalybs vasta fornace liquescit 
Ingentem clipeum informant, unum omnia contra 
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That all the darts of Latins should withstand 
And weld its seven circles plate on plate. 
In breezy bellows some entrap the air 
And give it forth too; others in the pool 
Anneal the hissing brass; the cavern groans 
With range of anvils. With his fellows each 
Lifts with stout strength his arms in measured time, 
And turns the bloom* about with gripping tongs. 

While Lemnos’ sire within olian coasts 
Was urging on these tasks, the kindly light 
And early songs of birds beneath his eaves 
Awoke Evander in his humble home. 
The aged chief arose, and o’er his limbs 
His tunic drew, and bound around his feet 
His Tuscan sandals; and beneath his side 
And shoulder his Tegzean sword-blade slung, 
And doubled back the panther’s hide that fell 
From his left arm. And furthermore there went 
In front of him, from his high entrance gate, 
A pair of watch-dogs, that accompanied 
Their master’s footsteps. Mindful of their talk 
And promised service, then the hero sought 
The dwelling and apartment of his guest 
fEneas. And Aéneas none the less 
Was stirring also in the morn betimes. 
Pallas, his son, to one companion went, 
Achates to the other. Meeting then, 
They clasp each other’s hands, and sit them down 
In centre of the palace, and at length 
Enjoy free converse. Thus begins the king: 
“Most mighty leader of the Teucrian host 
If thou be safe, sooth, ne’er will I confess 
Troy’s fortunes, or her kingdom, overthrown. 
For war’s assistance, matched with name so great 
Our forces are but slender; on one side 
The river of the Tuscans hems us in, 
Upon the other the Rutulians press, 
And sound their clang of arms around our walls. 
But unto thee I now prepare to join 
Great peoples, and a camp full rich in realms— 
Which saving help unlooked-for chance displays. 
"Tis at the claim of fate thou comest here. 
Not far from hence firm on an ancient rock, 
Is set Agylla’s town wherein men dwell, 
Where in old days the Lydian race, renowned 

* A lump of molten iron just smelted. 
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Tela Latinorum, septenosque orbibus orbes 
Impediunt. Alii ventosis follibus auras 
Accipiunt redduntque, alii stridentia tingunt 
Aera lacu: gemit impositis incudibus antrum. 
Tili inter sese multa vi bracchia tollunt 
In numerum versantque tenaci forcipe massam. 
Haec pater Aeoliis properat dum Lemnius oris, 
Euandrum ex humili tecto lux suscitat alma 
Et matutini volucrum sub culmine cantus. 
Consurgit senior tunicaque inducitur artus 
Et Tyrrhena pedum circumdat vincula plantis ; 
Tum lateri atque umeris Tegeaeum subligat ensem, 
Demissa ab laeva pantherae terga retorquens. 
Nec non et gemini custodes limine ab alto 
Praecedunt gressumque canes comitantur erilem. 
Hospitis Aeneae sedem et secreta petebat 
Sermonum memor et promissi muneris heros. 
Nec minus Aeneas se matutinus agebat. 
Filius huic Pallas, illi comes ibat Achates. 
Congressi itungunt dextras mediisque residunt 
Aedibus et licito tandem sermone fruuntur. 
Rex prior haec : 
“Maxume Teucrorum ductor, quo sospite numquam 
Res equidem Troiae victas aut regna fatebor, 
Nobis ad belli auxilium pro nomine tanto 
Exiguae vires: hinc Tusco claudimur amni, 


Hinc Rutulus premit, et murum circumsonat armis. 


Sed tibi ego ingentis populos opulentaque regnis 
Iungere castra paro, quam fors inopina salutem 
Ostentat : fatis huc te poscentibus adfers. 

Haut procul hinc saxo incolitur fundata vetusto 
Urbis Agyllinae sedes, ubi Lydia quondam 
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In warfare, settled on the Tuscan hills. 

This, when it flourished for long years, at last 
Mezentius with proud rule and cruel arms 
Made subject to him. Why should I relate 
The tyrant’s hideous murders, his mad crimes? 
The gods for his own head and for his race 

Keep them in store! Nay he would even join 
Dead bodies to the living, and would piece 
Together hands to hands, and face to face,— 
Dire form of torture—and with lingering death 
Would slay them thus besteeped in poisonous gore, 
In loathed embrace. But wearied out at last, 
His subjects armed surround him in his house 
Raging unspeakably, hew down his friends, 
And hurl their fire upon his palace-roof. 

Amid the carnage he escaped and fled 

For refuge into the Rutulian land, 

And by the arms of Turnus, his guest-friend, 
Was sheltered. Hence has all Etruria risen 

In righteous fury, and with instant threat 

Of war demand the king for punishment. 

Thee will I set, Aineas, to be chief 

Over these thousands ; for the ships that lie 
Close-packed by all the shore are clamorous, 
Demanding that the standards be upraised ; 
Their aged seer now holds them in restraint, 
And tell’s fates will: ‘‘ Mzonia’s chosen youth, 
O flower and valour of the men of old, 

Whom righteous anger arms against the foe, 
And whom Mezentius fires with wrath deserved ! 
To none that’s born to Italy is given 

To rule a race so strong; from alien land 

Must ye your leaders choose.”” Then, terrified 
By warnings of the gods, Etruria’s host 

Sank idle to the plain. Tarchon himself 

To me has sent an embassage with crown 

And sceptre of his realm, and trusts to me 

The badge of power, and bids me join the camp, 
And take on me Etruria’s sovereignty. 

But frost-benumbed old age, grown impotent 
With years, to me begrudges sovereign power, 
And vigour fallen behind for valour’s deeds. 
My son would I encourage, did he not, 

By Sabine mother born of mixed descent, 

Draw hence some portion of his native land, 
Do thou, upon whose years and lineage, both, 
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Gens, bello praeclara, iugis insedit Etruscis. 
Hanc multos florentem annos rex deinde superbo 
Imperio et saevis tenuit Mezentius armis. 

Quid memorem infandas caedes, quid facta tyranni 
Effera ? di capiti ipsius generique reservent ! 
Mortua quin etiam iungebat corpora vivis, 
Componens manibusque manus atque oribus ora, 
Tormenti genus, et sanie taboque fluentis 
Complexu in misero longa sic morte necabat. 

At fessi tandem cives infanda furentem 

Armati circumsistunt ipsumque domumque, 
Obtruncant socios, ignem ad fastigia iactant. 

Tile inter caedem Rutulorum elapsus in agros 
Confugere et Turni defendier hospitis armis. 
Ergo omnis furiis surrexit Etruria iustis ; 

Regem ad supplicium praesenti Marte reposcunt. 
His ego te, Aenea, ductorem milibus addam : 

Toto namque fremunt condensae litore puppes 
Signaque ferre iubent; retinet longaevus haruspex 
Fata canens: “‘o Maeoniae delecta iuventus, 

Flos veterum virtusque virum, quos iustus in hostem 
Fert dolor et merita accendit Mezentius ira, 

Nulli fas Italo tantam subiungere gentem ; 
Externos optate duces: ’’ tum Etrusca resedit 
Hoc acies campo, monitis exterrita divom. 

Ipse oratores ad me regnique coronam 

Cum sceptro misit mandatque insignia Tarchon, 
Succedam castris Tyrrhenaque regna capessam. 
Sed mihi tarda gelu saeclisque effeta senectus 
Invidet imperium seraeque ad fortia vires. 
Gnatum exhortarer, ni mixtus matre Sabella 

Hinc partem patriae traheret. Tu, cuius et annis 
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The fates look kindly, whom high heaven demands, 
March on to thy high task most valiant chief 
Alike of Teucrian and Italian hosts. 
My Pallas here to thee I'll join beside, 
My hope and solace ; let him grow inured, 
Thee for his teacher, warfare to endure 
And the stern toil of Mars, thy prowess view 
And wondering watch thee from his earliest years. 
Two hundred horseman will I give to him, 
Arcadians, and our manhood’s chosen might, 
And just so many too, in his own name, 
Shall Pallas bring thee.” 

Scarce he this had said, 
And downcast they were gazing fixedly ; 
fEneas, that was great Anchises’ son, 
And staunch Achates; and in their sad hearts 
Of hardship had begun to ponder much 
If Cytherea had not in clear sky 
Given them a sign; for suddenly there came 
A gleam that flashed from ether with a peal, 
And all things in an instant seemed to reel, 
And through the air the Tuscan trumpet-clang 
Seemed to bray forth. They gaze aloft; again, 
And yet again outbursts a mighty crash ; 
In clear sky-space betwixt the cloud they see 
The glint of arms, and hear their thunder-clash 
When all is calm. Astonied in their minds 
The others; but Troy’s hero recognised 
The sound and pledge his goddess-parent gave. 
Then thus he spake: ‘ Sooth ask not, ask not, pray, 
My host, what coming ill these portents bode : 
Tis I who by Olympus now am called. 
This sign my goddess-mother fore-proclaimed 
That she would send, if war should brood around 
And o’er the breezes to mine aid would bring 
Arms forged by Vulcan. Ah! what slaughter hangs 
O’er hapless Laurentines! What penalties,. 
O Turnus, wilt thou render me for this ! 
How many shields of heroes ‘neath thy wave, 
And helms and valiant bodies shalt thou roll 
O Father Tiber! Let them but demand 
Pitched battle, and their covenant annul! ”’ 
This having said at once Aineas rose 
From off the lofty throne ; and first of all 
He wakes the altars, that are slumbering, 
With fires of Hercules, and joyfully 
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Et generi fata indulgent, quem numina poscunt, 
Ingredere, o Teucrum atque Italum fortissime ductor. 
Hunc tibi praeterea, spes et solacia nostri, 
Pallanta adiungam ; sub te tolerare magistro 515 
Militiam et grave Martis opus, tua cernere facta 
Adsuescat primis et te miretur ab annis. 
Arcadas huic equites bis centum, robora pubis 
Lecta dabo totidemque suo tibi nomine Pallas. 
Vix ea fatus erat, defixique ora tenebant 520 
Aeneas Anchisiades et fidus Achates 
Multaque dura suo tristi cum corde putabant, 
Ni signum caelo Cytherea dedisset aperto. 
Namque inproviso vibratus ab aethere fulgor 
Cum sonitu venit, et ruere omnia visa repente 525 
Tyrrhenusque tubae mugire per aethera clangor. 
Suspiciunt, iterum atque iterum fragor increpat ingens : 
Arma inter nubem caeli regione serena 
Per sudum rutilare vident et pulsa tonare. 
Obstipuere animis alu, sed Troius heros 530 
Adgnovit sonitum et divae promissa parentis. 
Tum memorat: ‘ne vero, hospes, ne quaere [profecto] 
Quem casum portenta ferant: ego poscor Olympo. 
Hoc signum cecinit missuram diva creatrix, 
Si bellum ingrueret, Volcaniaque arma per auras 535 
Laturam auxilio. 
Heu quantae miseris caedes Laurentibus instant ! 
Quas poenas mihi, Turne, dabis! quam multa sub undas 
Scuta virum galeasque et fortia corpora volves, 
Thybri pater! poscant acies et foedera rumpant.’ 540 
Haec ubi dicta dedit, solio se tollit ab alto 
Et primum Herculeis sopitas ignibus aras 
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Betakes him to the Lar of yesterday, 
And to their humble household deities , 
Evander then alike makes sacrifice 
Of two-toothed ewes selected as their wont, 
So too the Trojan youth. 
Hence, afterward, 

He turns his steps towards the ships, and sees 
His comrades once again, and from their tale 
Makes choice of those of passing bravery, 
To follow him upon the battlefield , 
On the slant waters the remainder saul, 
And lazily float down with favouring stream, 
To bear Ascanius tidings of events, 
And of his sire. To Teucrians are given 
Steeds for their march into the Tuscan fields , 
One, singled for Aineas’ use they bring, 
Caparisoned with tawny hon’s skin, 
That glttered in the front with gilded claws 

Noised on a sudden through their little town, 
A rumour flies of horseman riding fast 
To camp of Tuscan monarch by the shore. 
Then matrons 1n their fear breathe twofold vows, 
And hard upon the danger comes the dread, 
And larger now does Mars’ presentment shew, 
Then Sire Evander holds in clasp prolonged 
His parting son’s right hand, and tears he weeps, 
Nor weeps his fill, and such the words he speaks — 
“O would that Jove would give me back past years, 
Such as I was, what time their foremost ranks 
Beneath Preneste’s very walls I slew, 
And, victor, set their piled-up shields ablaze, 
And with this hand to Tartarus sent down 
Their monarch, Erulus, to whom at birth 
His mother, nymph Feronia—frightsome tale— 
Gave three-fold life, and triple arms to wield, 
And thrice he must in death be overthrown , 
Yet this nght hand took all his lives away, 
And stripped him of as many sets of arms, 
Then nowhere were I parted now, my son, 
From thy fond clasp , nor would Mezentius e’er, 
Flaunting my prowess as a neighbour king, 
With sword so many cruel deaths have wrought, 
And of so many folk bereaved my town. 
But ye, heaven’s gods, and thou, most mighty Jove, 
The ruler of the gods, compassionate 
Arcadia’s king, and hear our country’s prayers , 
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Excitat, hesternumque Larem parvosque Penatis 
Laetus adit; mactant lectas de more bidentis 
Euandrus pariter, pariter Troiana iuventus. 
Post hinc ad navis graditur sociosque revisit : 
Quorum de numero qui sese in bella sequantur 
Praestantis virtute legit ; pars cetera prona 
Fertur aqua segnisque secundo defluit amni, 
Nuntia ventura Ascanio rerumque patrisque. 
Dantur equi Teucris Tyrrhena petentibus arva; 
Ducunt exsortem Aeneae, quem fulva leonis 
Pellis obit totum, praefulgens unguibus aureis. 
Fama volat parvam subito volgata per urbem, 
Ocius ire equites Tyrrheni ad litora regis. 
Vota metu duplicant matres, propiusque periclo 
It timor, et maior Martis iam apparet imago. 
Tum pater Euandrus dextram complexus euntis 
Haeret, inexpletus lacrimans, ac talia fatur: 
‘O mihi praeteritos referat si Iuppiter annos, 
Qualis eram, cum primam aciem Praeneste sub ipsa 
Stravi scutorumque incendi victor acervos, 
Et regem hac Erulum dextra sub Tartara misi, 
Nascenti cui tris animas Feronia mater, 
Horrendum dictu, dederat, terna arma movenda, 
Ter Leto sternendus erat ; cui tum tamen omnis 


Abstulit haec animas dextra et totidem exuit armis: 


Non ego nunc dulci amplexu divellerer usquam, 
Nate, tuo; neque finitimo Mezentius umquam 
Huic capiti insultans tot ferro saeva dedisset 
Funera, tam multis viduasset civibus urbem. 
At vos, o superi, et divom tu maxume rector 
Iuppiter, Arcadii, quaeso, miserescite regis 

Et patrias audite preces. Si numina vestra 
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But Venus then, bright goddess, was at hand 
Bearing amid the clouds of heaven her gifts ; 
And when far off in a secluded vale, 

Apart by cooling stream, she spied her son, 

She hailed him thus, and of her own accord 

Met with him face to face: ‘‘ Behold, my son, 
The gifts that by my consort’s promised skill 
Are perfected ; hereafter shrink not thou 

To call to combat or proud Laurentine, 

Or valiant Turnus.” Ended were her words, 
And Cytherea sought her son’s embrace ; 
Beneath an oak that fronted them she laid 

The glancing armour down. He, in his joy 
Both at the goddess’ gifts and at so high 

A mark of favour could not sate his gaze, 

But rolled his eyes to view them one by one ; 
And marvelled at them, and on hand and arm 
Turned them about, the helmet terrible 

With pluméd crest, and pouring forth its flames, 
Death-dealing sword, and corselet stiff with bronze, 
Blood-red and huge, as when some azure cloud 
Glows with the rays of sun and gleams afar ; 
Then the smoooth greaves of amber-hued alloy 
And gold remolten. And the spear withal, 

And fabric of the shield past-telling-of. 

Upon it had the Lord of fire enwrought 

Italia’s fortunes and Rome’s triumphs won— 
For he no dullard was of prophecy, 

Nor unacquainted with the years to come— 
There from Ascanius he had traced the stock 

Of all the coming line, and wars they fought 

In order due; and he had figured there 

In Mars’ green cave the fostering she-wolf lain ; 
The twin boys hanging round her teats at play. 
Who fearless to their mother lay their lips ; 
Her, soothing each in turn, and with her tongue 
Moulding their frames, with tapering neck bent back. 
And not far hence had he depicted Rome, 

And Sabine maidens stolen unmannerly, 

From the thronged Circus’ tiers, while being held 
The great Circensian games, and suddenly 

Is springing up all round a conflict new, 

Betwixt the offspring born to Romulus, 

And agéd Tatius, and his town austere 

Of Cures. Next—their quarrel laid aside— 
Those same kings armed, before Jove’s altar stood, 
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At Venus aetherios inter dea candida nimbos 
Dona ferens aderat ; natumque in valle reducta 
Ut procul et gelido secretum flumine vidit, 
Talibus adfata est dictis seque obtulit ultro: 
“En perfecta mei promissa coniugis arte 
Munera, ne mox aut Laurentis, nate, superbos 
Aut acrem dubites in proelia poscere Turnum.’ 
Dixit, et amplexus nati Cytherea petivit, 

Arma sub adversa posuit radiantia quercu. 

Ille, deae donis et tanto laetus honore, 
Expleri nequit atque oculos per singula volvit 
Miraturque, interque manus et bracchia versat 
Terribilem cristis galeam flammasque vomentem 
Fatiferumque ensem, loricam ex aere rigentem 
Sanguineam ingentem, qualis cum caerula nubes 
Solis inardescit radiis longeque refulget ; 

Tum levis ocreas electro auroque recocto 
Hastamque et clipei non enarrabile textum. 
Illic res Italas Romanorumque triumphos 
Haut vatum ignarus venturique inscius aevi 
Fecerat Ignipotens ; illic genus omne futurae 
Stirpis ab Ascanio pugnataque in ordine bella. 
Fecerat et viridi fetam Mavortis in antro 
Procubuisse lupam, geminos huic ubera circum 
Ludere pendentis pueros et lambere matrem 
Inpavidos, illam tereti cervice reflexam 
Mulcere alternos et corpora fingere lingua. 

Nec procul hinc Romam et raptas sine more Sabinas 
Consessu caveae magnis Circensibus actis 
Addiderat subitoque novum consurgere bellum 
Romulidis Tatioque seni Curibusque severis. 
Post idem inter se posito certamine reges 
Armati Iovis ante aram paterasque tenentes 
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Holding their bowls, and pledging their accord 

By offering of a swine. Hard by, swift cars, 
Fourhorsed urged either way had torn in twain 
Mettus (but thou should’st by thy word abide 

Q Alban!) Here too Tullus, through the glade 
Dragging thé entrails of the man that lied, 

And thorns blood-sprinkled dripping with their dew. 
There too Porsenna, who is bidding them 

Take exiled Tarquin back, and pressing hard 

The town with vigorous siege ; while on sword point 
For liberty A£neas’ offspring rush. 

Him there thou couldst behold, like one enraged— 
And as it were one venting menaces— 

That Cocles dared to tear the bridge away, 

And Cloeelia with her fetters riven off 

Be swimming in the flood. High over these 
Manlius the guard of the Tarpeian fort, 

Standing before the temple holding safe 

The lofty Capitol, its palace roof 

Rough with fresh thatch to Romulus so dear. 
Here too a silver goose is fluttering round, 

In gilded porticoes proclaiming loud 

That at the gates the Gauls are close at hand ; 
Amid the brakes the Gauls are thronging nigh, 
And all but gain the citadel, secure 

In dark and boon of night’s obscurity ; 

Golden with wealth of locks, their garb of gold ; 
They glisten in striped mantles ; and their necks, 
Milk-white, are twined around with golden band ; 
Two Alpine javelins each in hand they flash, 

Their bodies guarded by their lengthy shields. 
Here dancing Salii, and Pan’s naked priests, 

The wool-peaked caps, and shields that fell from heaven 
He had embossed. In cushioned chariots drawn, 
Here matrons chaste are leading through the town 
The sacred pageant. Passing on from these, 

Far off, he adds the abodes of Tartarus, 

The lofty gates of Dis, and punishments 

Of evil doing, thee too, Catiline, 

Poised on the brink of overhanging rock, 

And at the Furies’ faces terrified ; 

And righteous souls apart, for these their laws 
Cato is framing. Midst it all there winds 

The spreading semblance of a swollen sea, 

A golden image, yet the depths of blue 

Are foaming with white billows ; and around 
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Stabant et caesa iungebant foedera porca. 
Haut procul inde citae Mettum in diversa quadrigae 
Distulerant (at tu dictis, Albane, maneres) 
Raptabatque viri mendacis viscera Tullus 

Per silvam, et sparsi rorabant sanguine vepres. 
Nec non Tarquinium eiectum Porsenna iubebat 
Accipere ingentique urbem obsidione premebat : 
Aeneadae in ferrum pro libertate ruebant. 
Illum indignanti similem similemque minanti 
Aspiceres, pontem auderet quia vellere Cocles 
Et fluvium vinclis innaret Cloelia ruptis. 

In summo custos Tarpeiae Manlius arcis 

Stabat pro templo et Capitolia celsa tenebat, 
Romuleoque recens horrebat regia culmo. 
Atque hic auratis volitans argenteus anser 
Porticibus Gallos in limine adesse canebat. 
Galli per dumos aderant arcemque tenebant, 
Defensi tenebris et dono noctis opacae ; 

Aurea caesaries ollis atque aurea vestis ; 
Virgatis lucent sagulis, tum lactea colla 

Auro innectuntur; duo quisque Alpina coruscant 
Gaesa manu, scutis protecti corpora longis. 

Hic exultantis Salios nudosque Lupercos 
Lanigerosque apices et lapsa ancilia caelo 
Extuderat ; castae ducebant sacra per urbem 
Pilentis matres in mollibus. Hinc procul addit 
Tartareas etiam sedes, alta ostia Ditis, 

Et scelerum poenas et te, Catilina, minaci 
Pendentem scopulo Furiarumque ora trementem, 
Secretosque pios, his dantem iura Catonem. 
Haec inter tumidi late maris ibat imago 

Aurea, sed fluctu spumabant caerula cano ; 
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Bright dolphins circling in the silver wrought 
Sweep with their tails the waves and cleave the surge. 
Amid them fleets in bronze one could discern 
And Actium’s warfare; there too could behold 
Leucate all aglow with battle ranged, 

And billows flashing with a golden gleam. 

Upon this side Augustus Cesar comes, 

Leading the sons of Italy to war, 

With senate and with people, gods of hearth, 
And gods above, standing on lofty poop, 

His joyous brows shoot forth their double flames, 
And on his crest his father’s star is seen. 
Elsewhere Agrippa stands aloft, and leads 

His line with breezes fair and gods in aid ; 

And (war’s proud badge) his brows are glittering 
With shipbeaked naval crown of victory. 

Upon that side, in full barbaric might 

And varied arms, from peoples of the East 

And from the Red Sea shore victorious, 

Comes Antony, and carries in his train 

Egypt and all the forces of the East, 

And farthest Bactrians; and, infamy ! 

A spouse from Egypt in his retinue. 

They all rush on at once, and the whole sea-plain, 
Torn by the straining oars and trident beaks, 
Turns into foam. For open sea they steer : 
Then might one deem that, from their bases rent, 
The Cyclades were floating in the main, 

Or mountain tall on mountain bearing down: 
With such fierce impulse on their towered poops 
The men press on. Tow, flaming, by their hands, 
And wingéd iron in many a dart is showered ; 
And Neptune’s fields with slaughter fresh run red. 
Amidst them, to her native sistrum’s note, 

The queen calls on her squadrons; for not yet 
Spies she behind her back the serpents twain. 
The hideous forms of gods of every kind,— 
Barking Anubis too,—their weapons wield 
’Gainst Neptune, Venus, and Minerva’s self, 
And, traced in iron, Mars raging midst the fight 
And sorrow-dealing Dirae from the sky ; 

And Discord, gleeful, with her mantle rent, 
Stalks there, and in her wake, with gory whip, 
Bellona following. When Actium’s god, 

Espies all this, down on them from above 

He starts to aim his bow; from dread of which 
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Et circum argento clari delphines in orbem 
Aequora verrebant caudis aestumque secabant. 

In medio classis aeratas, Actia bella, 

Cernere erat totumque instructo Marte videres 
Fervere Leucaten auroque effulgere fluctus. 

Hinc Augustus agens Italos in proelia Caesar 

Cum patribus populoque, penatibus et magnis dis, 
Stans celsa in puppi; geminas cui tempora flammas 
Laeta vomunt patriumque aperitur vertice sidus. 
Parte alia ventis et dis Agrippa secundis 

Arduus agmen agens ; cui, belli insigne superbum, 
Tempora navali fulgent rostrata corona. 

Hinc ope barbarica variisque Antonius armis, 
Victor ab Aurorae populis et litore rubro, 
Aegyptum viresque Orientis et ultima secum 
Bactra vehit, sequiturque, nefas, Aegyptia coniunx. 
Una omnes ruere, ac totum spumare reductis 
Convolsum remis rostrisque tridentibus aequor. 
Alta petunt : pelago credas innare revolsas 
Cycladas aut montis concurrere montibus altos, 
Tanta mole viri turritis puppibus instant. 
Stuppea flamma manu telisque volatile ferrum 
Spargitur, arva nova Neptunia caede rubescunt. 
Regina in mediis patrio vocat agmina sistro 
Necdum etiam geminos a tergo respicit anguis. 
Omnigenumque deum monstra et latrator Anubis 
Contra Neptunum et Venerem contraque Minervam 
Tela tenent. Saevit medio in certamine Mavors 
Caelatus ferro tristesque ex aethere Dirae, 

Et scissa gaudens vadit Discordia palla, 

Quam cum sanguineo sequitur Bellona flagello. 
Actius haec cernens arcum intendebat Apollo 
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Each son of Egypt, and the Indians, 

Arabia’s warriors all, Sabzans all, 

Turn them in flight. The queen herself is seen 
To winds that she had woo’d to spread her sail, 
And in the act of loosening the ropes. 

Her ‘mid the slaughter, pale at death’s approach, 
Borne on the waves by Iapygian breeze, 

The Lord of fire had wrought; while opposite, 
Nilus in all his grandeur, sorrowing, 

Opening his folds, and with his robe flung wide, 
Calling the vanquished to his azure breast, 

And to the hiding-places of his stream. 

But Cesar, borne with triple triumph round 

The walls of Rome, to gods of Italy 

Was hollowing here a deathless votive gift, 
Through all the town three hundred lofty shrines. 
With gladness, and with games, and with applause 
The ways were ringing ; and in all the shrines 
There is a band of matrons, and in all 

Are altars set, and in the altars’ front 

Slain bullocks strew the ground. Augustus’ self 
Seated before bright Phcebus’ snowy porch, 
Reviews the gifts of nations of the world, 

And hangs them to his stately porticoes. 

Here conquered nations march in long array, 
Diverse in tongues, as in the garb they wear 
And in their arms. Here Mulciber had traced 
Numidia’s clans, and loose-zoned Africans, 

And here the Leleges, and Carians, 

And here Gelonian arrow-bearing men ; 

Here flows Euphrates now with milder wave ; 
The Morini, man’s farthest tribe are here, 

The two-horned Rhine, the untamed Scythian, 
Araxes too—too proud a bridge to bear. 

Such scenes depicted over Vulcan’s shield, 

His parent’s gift, with wonder he beholds, 

And knowing not the issues, joys to see 

Their picturing, as he on shoulder sets 

The story of the fortunes of his sons. 
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Desuper omnis eo terrore Aegyptus et Indi, 
Omnis Arabs, omnes vertebant terga Sabae1 
Ipsa videbatur ventis regina vocatis 

Vela dare et laxos 1am 1amque mnmittere funis 
Iilam inter caedes pallentem morte futura 
Fecerat Ignipotens undis et Iapyge fern, 
Contra autem magno maerentem corpore Nilum 
Pandentemque sinus et tota veste vocantem 
Caeruleum in gremium latebrosaque flumina victos 
At Caesar, triplic1 invectus Romana tnumpho 
Moenia, dis Italis votum immortale sacrabat, 
Maxuma ter centum totam delubra per Urbem 
Laetitia ludisque viae plausuque fremebant 


Omnibus m templis matrum chorus, omnibus arae , 


Ante aras terram caesi stravere 1uvenci 

Ipse, sedens niveo candentis limine Phoehi, 
Dona recognoscit populorum aptatque superbis 
Postibus , incedunt victae longo ordine gentes 
Quam variae linguis, habitu tam vestis et armis 
Hic Nomadum genus et discinctos Mulciber Afros, 
Hic Lelegas Carasque sagittiferosque Gelonos 
Finxerat , Euphrates ibat 1am mollior undis, 
Extremique hommum Morin: Rhenusque bicornis 
Indomitique Dahae et pontem indignatus Araxes 
Talia per clypeum Volcan, dona parentis, 
Miratur, rerumque ignarus imagine gaudet, 
Attollens umero famamque et fata nepotum 
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And while far otherwhere these things are done, 
Saturnian Juno from the heaven sent down 
Iris to valiant Turnus. Chanced it then 
Turnus was sitting in the sacred vale, 
Within his ancestor Pilumnus’ grove. 
To whom thus Thaumas’ rose-lipped daughter spake : 
“OQ Turnus, what no one of gods might dare 
To promise to the wisher, of itself, 
Behold the round of time has brought to pass. 
His town, and friends, and vessels left behind, 
7Eneas to the sceptres Palatine 
And to Evander’s settlement has gone; 
Nor this sufficing he hath forced his way 
To the remotest towns of Corythus, 
And arms a Lydian band, the country folk, 
Gathered around him. Why then palter more ? 
Now time for steed, now time for car to call; 
Burst all the fetters of delay apart, 
And seize upon their panic-stricken camp.” 
She spake, and rose aloft into the sky 
On even pinions, and retreating clave 
A mighty circuit underneath the clouds. 
The warrior knew her, and he raised aloft 
Toward the constellations both his palms, 
And as she fled with words like these pursued: 
“O Iris, glory of the sky, who brought 
Thee down to earth cloud-wafted to mine aid ? 
Whence comes this sudden brightening of the sky ? 
I see heaven part asunder in its midst, 
And stars astray within the firmament. 
I take these mighty omens as my guide, 
Whoe’er thou art who callest me to arms.”’ 
And, having said, forth to the wave he went, 
And drank the topmost waters of the stream, 
And much he prayed the gods, and laid a load 
Of vows on heaven. 
And now the whole array 
Moved o’er the open plains, with wealth of steeds, 
396 
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ATQUE ea diversa penitus dum parte geruntur, 
Irim de caelo misit Saturnia Juno 

Audacem ad Turnum. Luco tum forte parentis 
Pilumni Turnus sacrata valle sedebat. 

Ad quem ‘sic roseo Thaumantias ore locuta est : 
‘Turne, quod optanti divom promittere nemo 
Auderet, volvenda dies en attulit ultro. 

Aeneas urbe et sociis et classe relicta 

Sceptra Palatini sedemque petit Euandri. 

Nec satis: extremas Corythi penetravit ad urbes 
Lydorumque manum collectos armat agrestis. 


10 


Quid dubitas? nunc tempus equos, nunc poscere currus : 


Rumpe moras omnis et turbata arripe castra.’ 
Dixit, et in caelum paribus se sustulit alis 
Ingentemque fuga secuit sub nubibus arcum. 
Adgnovit iuvenis duplicisque ad sidera palmas 
Sustulit, et tali fugientem est voce secutus: 
“Ini, decus caeli, quis te mihi nubibus actam 
Detulit in terras ? unde haec tam clara repente 
Tempestas ? medium video discedere caelum 
Palantisque polo stellas. Sequor omina tanta, 
Quisquis in arma vocas.’ Et sic effatus ad undam 
Processit summoque hausit de gurgite lymphas, 
Multa deos orans, oneravitque aethera votis. 


Tamque omnis campis exercitus ibat apertis, 
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With wealth of broidered vesture and of gold. 
Their foremost ranks Messapus generalled, 

Their rear the Tyrian chiefs. Amid the host 
Turnus, the leader, marches under arms 

And overtops them by a full head height. 

As if deep Ganges with seven stately streams 
Were rising in still flood, or Nile when he 

With fertilizing stream flows off the fields, 

And quickly sinks within his river bed. 

Hereon the Trojans see a sudden cloud 

Of black dust gathering, and o’er the plains 

The dark uprising. From a mound in front 

Then first Caicus shouts: ‘“‘ My countrymen, 
What ball of blackening gloom comes rolling on? 
Bring swords in haste, deal weapons out, and mount 
Our walls. Be up! the foe is hard at hand.” 
Through all the gates the Trojans, shouting loud, 
Rush in for safety, and the ramparts man, 

For so Atneas skilled in arms had given 
Injunction as he left, whatever luck 

May have befallen meanwhile, they must not dare 
To range the battle nor to trust the plain ; 

They should but keep their camp and walls secure 
By rampart fortified. So, though their shame 
And anger to the encounter points the way, 

Yet they bar up their gateways, and perform 
His bidding, and within their hollow towers 
Await in arms the foe. When Turnus then 
Speeding had left his tardy ranks behind, 

By twenty chosen knights accompanied, 

He all unlooked-for draws anigh the town ; 
Turnus, upon a white-flecked Thracian steed, 

A golden helmet with its ruddy plumes 

Guarding his head: “ Will anyone be found 
First at the foe, my chiefs, along with me? 

See now,” he cries, and drawing back his dart 
Whirls it in air—the opening of the fray— 

And giant-statured o’er the plain careers. 

His comrades catch the shout, and with wild yell 
Follow, amazed at Trojan coward hearts 

That will not trust them to the level plain, 
Heroes—and yet not arming to the fight 

But hugging still the camp. Their stormy foe, 
Mounted, their walls this side and that surveys, 
And sees an entrance where no pathway lies. 

And like a wolf, against a full sheep-fold : 
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Dives equum, dives pictai vestis et auri 
Messapus primas acies, postrema coercent 
Tyrrhidae 1uvenes, medio dux agmine Turnus 
Vertitur arma tenens et toto vertice supra est 
Ceu septem surgens sedatis amnibus altus 

Per tacitum Ganges aut pingu flumine Nilus 
Cum refluit campis et 1am se condidit alveo 

Hic subitam nigro glomerari pulvere nubem 
Prospiciunt Teucr1 ac tenebras insurgere campis 
Primus ab adversa conclamat mole Caicus 
‘Quis globus, o cives, caligine volvitur atra ° 
Ferte citi ferrum, date tela, ascendite muros, 
Hostis adest, heia!’ Ingenti clamore per omnis 
Condunt se Teucri portas et moenia complent 
Namque ita discedens praeceperat optumus armis 
Aeneas siqua interea fortuna fuisset, 

Neu struere auderent acilem neu credere campo 
Castra modo et tutos servarent aggere muros 
Ergo ets: conferre manum pudor iraque monstrat, 
Obiciunt portas tamen et praecepta facessunt 
Armatique cavis expectant turmbus hostem 


Turnus, ut ante volans tardum praecesserat agmen 


Viginti lectis equitum comitatus et urbi 
Inprovisus adest (maculis quem Thracius albis 
Portat equus cristaque tegit galea aurea rubra) 
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‘Ecquis erit mecum, 1uvenes, qui primus in hostem ?— 


En’ ait, et 1aculum attorquens emittit in auras, 
Principium pugnae, et campo sese arduus infert 
Clamore excipiunt socu fremituque sequuntur 
Horrisono , Teucrum murantur mertia corda, 
Non aequo dare se campo, non obvia ferre 


59 


Arma viros, sed castra fovere Huc turbidus atque huc 


Lustrat equo muros aditumque per avia quaerit 
Ac veluti pleno lupus insidiatus ovili 
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Lurking in ambush, when beside its doors 
He howls at midnight hour—long having braved 
The blasts and rainstorms ; underneath their dams 
The lambs in safety constant bleating make ; 
He, cruel, and untiring in his rage, 
Pours fury upon those he cannot reach ; 
Mad craving—long time gathering—for a meal 
Fires him, and jaws that have not tasted blood. 
E’en so when gazing on their walls and camp, 
Flash the Rutulian’s passions into flame, 
And in his stubborn bones vexation burns ; 
How seek to gain an entrance, and what way 
Thrust out the Teucrians fast within their mound 
And pour them forth upon the level plain ? 
The fleet that close along the camp-side lay 
Concealed, and by the earthworks fenced around 
And by the river’s waters, he assails, 
And bids his vaunting comrades bring the flames, 
Fills his own hand too with the blazing torch 
In ardent zeal. Then of a truth with zest 
They toil, for Turnus’ presence spurs them on, 
And all the youth with murky brands are armed ; 
Right soon they rob the hearths, the smoky torch 
Sends forth its pitchy blaze, and to the stars 
The god of fire the mingled ashes whirls. 

What god, O Muses, from the Teucrians turned 
Such conflagration fell? Who kept away 
Such mighty burnings from their vessels? Tell. 
Long has the deed gained credence, but the tale 
Hath lasting freshness. It is said that when 
fEneas first on Phrygian Ida built 
His fleet, preparing o’er the deep to sail, 
The Berecynthian mother of the gods 
Herself did thus address the mighty Jove ; 
“Grant, O my son, to me who ask the boon, 
What thy fond mother claims, now thou has made 
Olympus bear thy sway. To me belongs 
A wood of pines through many years beloved ; 
A grove there stood upon the topmost ridge 
Shadowed with darkling fir and maple bole, 
Whither they used to bear me sacrifice ; 
These gave I gladly to the Trojan chief 
What time a fleet he needed; anxious dread 
Now racks my troubled breast. Dispel my fears, 
And let thy parent by her prayers avail 
This much, nor let the barks where’er they ride 
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Cum fremit ad caulas, ventos perpessus et imbris, 
Nocte super media, tuti sub matribus agni 
Balatum exercent, ille asper et improbus ira 
Saevit in absentis, collecta fatigat edendi 
Ex longo rabies et siccae sanguine fauces : 
Haud aliter Rutulo muros et castra tuenti 
Ignescunt irae, duris dolor ossibus ardet, 
Qua temptet ratione aditus et quae via clausos 
Excutiat Teucros vallo atque effundat in aequum ? 
Classem, quae lateri castrorum adiuncta latebat, 
Aggeribus saeptam circum et fluvialibus undis, 
Invadit sociosque incendia poscit ovantis 
Atque manum pinu flagranti fervidus implet. 
Tum vero incumbunt, urget praesentia Turni, 
Atque omnis facibus pubes accingitur atris. 
Diripuere focos; piceum fert fumida lumen 
Taeda et commixtam Volcanus ad astra favillam. 
Quis Deus, o Musae, tam saeva incendia Teucris 
Avertit ? tantos ratibus quis depulit ignes ? 
Dicite. Prisca fides facto, sed fama perennis. 
Tempore quo primum Phrygia formabat in Ida 
Aeneas classem et pelagi petere alta parabat, 
Ipsa deum fertur Genetrix Berecyntia magnum 
Vocibus his adfata Iovem: ‘da, gnate, petenti, 
Quod tua cara parens domito te poscit Olympo. 
Pinea silva mihi, multos dilecta per annos, 
Lucus in arce fuit summa, quo sacra ferebant, 
Nigranti picea trabibusque obscurus acernis: 
Has ego Dardanio iuveni, cum classis egeret, 
Laeta dedi; nunc sollicitam timor anxius angit. 


Solve metus atque hoc precibus sine posse parentem, 
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Be tossed or mastered by the whirling wind ; 
Let it bestead them well that erst they grew 
Upon our mountains.” In reply her son 

Who whirls around the starry universe :— 

“O mother, whither would’st thou call the fates, 
Or what in that petition dost thou ask? 

Can keels that were by mortal builder laid 

Have right immortal? Can /Eneas pass, 
Through perils hazardous, unhazarding ? 

To whom of gods has such high leave been given ? 
Nay, when in time to come, their use fulfilled, 
They reach their bourne within Ausonian port, 
Whatever vessels shall have ’scaped the waves 
And shall have carried to Laurentine fields 

The Durdan leader, I will snatch from them 
Their this-world aspect, and will bid them be 

As goddesses of the great level sea, 

Like Nereid Doto, Galatea, too, 

Who with their bosoms cleave the foaming main.” 
He spake, and by his Stygian brother’s stream, 
By banks that seethe with pitchy whirlpool dark, 
That verdict with his nod confirmed, and made 
Olympus all to tremble at his nod. 

So then the promised day was now at hand, 
And their due seasons had the fates fulfilled, 
What time that Turnus’ insolence aroused 
The Mother from her sacred barks to hold 
His torches off. Here first upon their eyes 
A new light flashed, and from the Dawn appeared 
A mighty cloud to race across the sky, 

And Ida’s dancing troupes; then through the air 

There fell a voice tremendous, and it filled 

The Trojan and Rutulian battle-ranks : 

“Be in no trembling haste, ye men of Troy 

My vessels to defend, nor arm your hands ; 

To Turnus sooner shall there leave be given 

To burn the seas, than burn my sacred pines. 

Go forth unmoored, ye ocean goddesses ; 

Go forth, the mother of the gods commands.” 

And straight the vessels burst from bank their chains, 

And, like to dolphins, with down-plunging prows 

Make for the ocean depths. Then—marvel strange !— 

From hence, so many virgin forms emerge 

And ride upon the main, as earlier 

Had bronzen prows stood ranged along the banks. 
Then staggered were Rutulians in their hearts ; 
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Ne cursu quassatae ullo neu turbine venti 
Vincantur, prosit nostris in montibus ortas.’ 
Filius huic contra, torquet qui sidera mundi: 
‘O Genetrix, quo fata vocas? aut quid petis istis ? 
Mortaline manu factae inmortale carinae 

Fas habeant certusque incerta pericula lustret 
Aeneas ? cui tanta deo permissa potestas ? 
Immo ubi defunctae finem portusque tenebunt 
Ausonios olim, quaecumque evaserit undis 
Dardaniumque ducem Laurentia vexerit arva, 
Mortalem eripiam formam magnique iubebo 
Aequoris esse deas, qualis Nereia Doto 

Et Galatea secant spumantem pectore pontum.’ 
Dixerat, idque ratum Stygii per flumina fratris, 
Per pice torrentis atraque voragine ripas 
Adnuit et totum nutu tremefecit Olympum. 

Ergo aderat promissa dies et tempora Parcae 
Debita complerant, cum Turni iniuria Matrem 
Admonuit ratibus sacris depellere taedas. 

Hic primum nova lux oculis offulsit et ingens 
Visus ab Aurora caelum transcurrere nimbus 
Idaeique chori; tum vox horrenda per auras 
Excidit et Troum Rutulorumque agmina complet : 
“Ne trepidate meas, Teucri, defendere navis, 
Neve armate manus; maria ante exurere Turno 
Quam sacras dabitur pinus. Vos ite solutae, 
Ite deae pelagi; Genetrix iubet.’ Et sua quaeque 
Continuo puppes abrumpunt vincula ripis 
Delphinumque modo demersis aequora rostris 
Ima petunt. Hinc virgineae, mirabile monstrum, 
Quot prius aeratae steterant ad litora provae 
Reddunt se totidem facies pontoque feruntur. 
Obstipuere animi Rutulis, conterritus ipse 
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Messapus awestruck, terrified his steeds, 

And Tiber’s stream hoarse-sounding stayed his flow 
And backward from the deep his steps recalled. 
Yet never failed the dauntless Turnus’ trust ; 

In person with his words he cheers them on 

In person chides them too: ‘“‘ These omens ill 
Are aimed against the Trojans; ‘tis from them 
That Jove himself has snatched his wonted aid ; 
They wait not for our darts nor Rutule flames. 
So then for Teucrians have the seas no path, 

Nor aught their hope of flight ; from them is ta’en 
One half the world ; but earth belongs to us, 
Such thousands have the Italian tribes in arms. 
Naught fear I fateful answers of the gods, 
Howe’er the Phrygians boast them on their side ; 
Enough to fates and Venus has been given 

That Trojans reached Ausonia’s fertile fields. 

I also have my fates opposed to theirs, 

With sword to blot this curséd people out 

Who stole my bride betrothed ; nor fell that grief 
On Atreus’ sons alone, nor has alone 

Mycenz’s town the right to fly to arms. 

But— it suffices once that they have died’ 

Once then to sin had erst sufficed for men 

Who needs must hold nigh all of womankind 

In utter loathing ; men, to whom the trust 

In rampart intervening and defence 

Of ditches—scanty barriers from death— 

Gives courage. Why—have they not seen Troy’s walls 
Wrought by the hand of Neptune sink in flames ? 
But you, my chosen, who stands ready now 

To storm with sword their rampart, and with me 
Amidst the panic rush upon their camp? 

I need no Vulcan’s arms, no thousand keels, 
Against the Trojans. Let the Tuscans all 

Join their alliance from this very hour. 

They need not fear the dark, nor coward theft 

Of Pallas’ image, when the guards were slain 

On topmost citadel. We shall not hide 

Within the steed’s dark paunch ; our mind is set 
To ring their walls with fire in open day. 

See to it will I that they shall not say 

With Greeks and Argive youths they had to fight, 
Whom Hector nine full years could hold at bay. 
So now, since daylight’s better part is o’er, 

For what remains refresh you, my brave men, 
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Turbatis Messapus equis, cunctatur et amnis 
Rauca sonans revocatque pedem Tiberinus ab alto. 
At non audaci Turno fiducia cessit : 

Ultro animos tollit dictis atque increpat ultro: 
‘Troianos haec monstra petunt, his Iuppiter ipse 
Auxilium solitum eripuit, non tela neque ignes 
Expectans Rutulos. Ergo maria invia Teucris 
Nec spes ulla fugae, rerum pars altera adempta est. 
Terra autem in nostris manibus, tot milia gentes 
Arma ferunt Italae. Nil me fatalia terrent, 
Siqua Phryges prae se iactant, responsa deorum : 
Sat fatis Venerique datum, tetigere quod arva 
Fertilis Ausoniae Troes. Sunt et mea contra 
Fata mihi, ferro sceleratam exscindere gentem 
Coniuge praerepta; nec solos tangit Atridas 
Iste dolor solisque licet capere arma Mycenis. 
‘“‘Sed periisse semel satis est:’’ peccare fuisset 
Ante satis, penitus modo non genus omne perosos 
Femineum: quibus haec medii fiducia valli 
Fossarumque morae, leti discrimina parva, 

Dant animos! At non viderunt moenia Troiae 
Neptuni fabricata manu considere in ignis ? 

Sed vos, o lecti, ferro quis scindere vallum 
Apparat et mecum invadit trepidantia castra ? 
Non armis mihi Volcani, non mille carinis 

Est opus in Teucros, addant se protinus omnes 
Etrusci socios: tenebras et inertia furta 

Palladii caesis summae custodibus arcis 

Ne timeant, nec equi caeca condemur in alvo ; 
Luce palam certum est igni circumdare muros. 
Haut sibi cum Danais rem faxo et pube Pelasga 


Esse putent, decumum quos distulit Hector in annum. 


Nunc adeo, melior quoniam pars acta diei, 
Quod superest, laeti bene gestis corpora rebus 
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Enheartened by successful enterprise, 

And look you for the battle to be set.” 

Meanwhile the charge is to Messapus given 

With sleepless sentry posts to block the gates, 

And round their ramparts set a ring of flame; 

Twice seven Rutulian chiefs were chosen out 

To watch the walls with soldiery, and each 

Had under him a hundred fighting men 

With purple crests and glittering with gold. 

They pass each way and change the sentry guard, 

And stretched upon the sward drink free their wine, 

And tilt the bronzen bowls; the fires flare bright, 

The guards beguile the sleepless night with play. 
High o’er this scene from rampart Trojans look, 

And hold its height in arms; and therewithal 

In anxious dread examine well the gates, 

And bridge and bulwark join, with arms in hand. 

Mnestheus and brave Serestus at their head, 

Whom Sire AEneas, if distress should e’er 

Call for them, gave to lead our fighting men 

And captain our affairs. Along the walls 

The host entire its dangers lotted out, 

Watch and take turns each one to guard his post. 
Nisus was guardian of the gate, in arms 

Exceeding keen, the son of Hyrtacus 

Whom huntress Ida as companion sent 

To jom Aéneas ; swift his javelins flew 

And arrows light ; and comrade at his side 

Was Eutryalus than whom was none more fair 

Of all A4Eneas’ followers, nor donned 

Troy’s arms; a boy, he bore on cheek unshorn 

The print of early youth. Their love was one, 

And side by side they rushed into the fray. 

Then also they together were on guard 

And watching o’er the gate. Said Nisus then: 

“Do gods this ardour in our minds instil 

O Euryalus, or does-fierce longing grow 

To be to each his god? Long time my heart 

Is stirring for a fight, or to go forth 

On some great enterprise ; nor rests content 

With calm inaction. Thou dost now discern 

What trust in their good fortune has possessed 

The Rutule host. Their camp fires flash but few ; 

Prone are they laid, in sleep and wine relaxed ; 

Hushed all the place around; learn furthermore 

Of what I hold debate, and what resolve 
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Procurate, viri, et pugnam sperate parari.’ 

Interea vigilum excubiis obsidere portas 
Cura datur Messapo et moenia cingere flammis. 
Bis septem Rutuli, muros qui milite servent, 
Delecti; ast illos centeni quemque sequuntur 
Purpurei cristis iuvenes auroque corusci. 
Discurrunt variantque vices fusique per herbam 
Indulgent vino et vertunt crateras aénos. 
Conlucent ignes, noctem custodia ducit 
Insomnem ludo. 

Haec super e vallo prospectant Troes et armis 
Alta tenent; nec non trepidi formidine portas 
Explorant pontisque et propugnacula iungunt, 
Tela gerunt. Instant Mnestheus acerque Serestus, 
Quos pater Aeneas, siquando adversa vocarent, 
Rectores iuvenum et rerum dedit esse magistros. 
Omnis per muros legio, sortita periclum, 


Excubat exercetque vices, quod cuique tuendum est. 


Nisus erat portae custos, acerrimus armis, 
Hyrtacides, comitem Aeneae quem miserat Ida 
Venatrix iaculo celerem levibusque sagittis ; 

Et 1uxta comes Euryalus, quo pulchrior alter 
Non fuit Aeneadum Troiana neque induit arma, 
Ora puer prima signans intonsa iuventa. 

His amor unus erat, pariterque in bella ruebant ; 
Tum quoque communi portam statione tenebant. 
Nisus ait: ‘dine hunc ardorem mentibus addunt, 
Euryale, an sua cuique deus fit dira cupido? 


Aut pugnam aut aliquid iamdudum invadere magnum 


Mens agitat mihi nec placida contenta quiete est. 
Cernis, quae Rutulos habeat fiducia rerum: 
Lumina rara micant ; somno vinoque soluti 
Procubuere ; silent late loca. Percipe porro, 

Quid dubitem et quae nunc animo sententia surgat. 
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Within my mind uprises. All our folk, 

People and elders too, are clamouring 

That to our aid A‘neas should be called ; 

And men be sent to bear him tidings sure. 

If they but grant to thee the boon I crave— 

For unto me the glory of the deed 

Is recompense enough—I deem that I 

Could find the way beneath yon rising mound 
To Pallanteum’s walls and battlements.” 

Deep smitten by a mighty love of praise 

Stood Etiryalus entranced, then thus at once 

He addressed his eager friend: ‘‘ Dost thou then shrink, 
To set me for companion at thy side, 

Nisus, on loftiest enterprise ? Shall I 

To such great perils send thee forth alone ? 

Not so my sire Opheltes, used to wars, 

Trained me in midst of Argive terrors reared 
And Troy’s hard struggles ; nor along with thee 
Have I so borne myself, who followéd 
High-souled AZneas to fate’s furthest end. 

Here, here a soul that makes but light of life, 
And deems that meed that thou dost aim to win 
Would well be bought with life.” Nisus replied : 
“No fear like this in truth had I of thee, 

Nor right I should, nay, so may mighty Jove, 
Or whosoe’er beholds with favouring eye 

These things, in triumph bring me back to thee. 
But should there any, and thou see’st there are 
Full many haps in such a dangerous task, 

If any evil chance or god’s design 

Should hurry me along the adverse road, 

I would thou still might’st live; thy early years 
Are worthier of life. Let one remain 

To lay my corpse in earth, snatched from the fight 
Or ransomed at a price; or if some fate— 

As happens oft—forbid, then, bear for me 
Though far away the offerings of the dead, 
And render me the honours of the tomb. 

Nor to thy hapless mother may I prove 

The cause of such deep grief, she who, alone 

Of many mothers, dares keep close to thee 

My boy, nor pines for great Acestes’ town.” 

But he made answer: “ Idly dost thou weave 
Thine unavailing pleas; nor from its ground 
Does my resolve so quickly shaken pass. 

Haste on,” quoth he. He wakes at once the guard, 
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Aenean acciri omnes, populusque patresque, 
Exposcunt mittique viros, qui certa reportent. 

Si tibi quae posco promittunt, nam mihi facti 
Fama sat est, tumulo videor reperire sub illo 
Posse viam ad muros et moenia Pallantea.’ 
Obstipuit magno laudum percussus amore 
Euryalus ; simul his ardentem adfatur amicum : 
‘Mene igitur socium summis adiungere rebus, 
Nise, fugis ? solum te in tanta pericula mittam ? 
Non ita me genitor, bellis adsuetus Opheltes, 
Argolicum terrorem inter Troiaeque labores 
Sublatum erudiit, nec tecum talia gessi, 
Magnanimum Aenean et fata extrema secutus : 
Est hic, est animus lucis contemptor et istum 
Qui vita bene credat emi, quo tendis, honorem.’ 
Nisus ad haec: ‘ equidem de te nil tale verebar, 
Nec fas, non, ita me referat tibi magnus ovantem 
Iuppiter aut quicumque oculis haec aspicit aequis. 
Sed siquis, quae multa vides discrimine tali, 
Siquis in adversum rapiat casusve deusve, 

Te superesse velim; tua vita dignior aetas: 

Sit qui me raptum pugna pretiove redemptum 
Mandet humo, solita aut siqua id Fortuna vetabit, 
Absenti ferat inferias decoretque sepulchro : 

Neu matri miserae tanti sim caussa doloris, 

Quae te sola, puer, multis e matribus ausa 
Persequitur, magni nec moenia curat Acestae.’ 

Ile autem: ‘causas nequiquam nectis inanis, 
Nec mea iam mutata loco sententia cedit : 


Adceleremus,’ ait. Vigiles simul excitat: illi 
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They take their place, and carry on the watch, 

Their station quitting then,—at Nisus’ side 

The youth steps proudly, and they seek their prince 
All living things beside in every land 

Were now in slumber laying cares at rest, 

And hearts that of their labours lose the thought 

The foremost Teucrian chiefs, her chosen youth, 

Upon the weightiest issues of the realm 

Were holding council, what their course, or who 

Should to A‘neas now be messenger 

Leant on long spears, their bucklers on their arms, 

In middle of the camp and plain they stand 

Nisus thereon and Euryalus with him, 

Immediate entrance eagerly desire , 

That great their errand, and that great would be 

The mischief of delay Iulus first 

Received them in their eager haste and bade 

Nisus to speak Then thus Hyrtacides 

“Hear, O ye Trojans, with approving minds, 

And judge not our proposals by our years 

The Rutule host, in sleep and wine relaxed, 

Their noise have stilled , and we ourselves have seen 

Place for our stratagems unoccupied, 

Hard by the gateway where men come and go, 

The next beside the sea Their fires are dead, 

And black smoke curling upward to the stars 

If leave you grant us our good luck to use, 

To seek A‘neas and the battlements 

Of Pallanteum, you shall see him soon 

Here with his spoils, a mighty slaughter done 

Nor shall the path mislead us as we go, 

Lured on by lengthy chase we have beheld 

In its deep vales the outskirts of the town, 

And made acquaintance with its stream throughout ° 

Hereat Aletes with the weight of years 

And ripe in judgment spake ‘‘ Gods of our land 

"Neath whose protection ever Troy abides, 

Ye purpose not then utterly to blot 

The Trojans out, since in their fighting men 

Ye bred such courage and such steadfast hearts ” 

While thus he spake, the shoulders and the hands 

Of both he held, and flooded with his tears 

Features and face ‘‘ What, what reward may I 

Deem ever can be paid to you, brave men, 

Worthy your noble deeds? The first, best, meed 

The gods and your high worth shall bing to you, 
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Succedunt servantque vices; statione relicta 
Ipse comes Niso graditur, regemque requirunt. 
Cetera per terras omnis animalia somno 
Laxabant curas et corda oblita laborum: 
Ductores Teucrum primi, delecta iuventus, 
Consilium summis regni de rebus habebant, 
Quid facerent quisve Aeneae iam nuntius esset. 
Stant longis adnixi hastis et scuta tenentes 
Castrorum et campi medio. Tum Nisus et una 
Euryalus confestim alacres admittier orant ; 
Rem magnam, pretiumque morae fore. Primus Iulus 
Accepit trepidos ac Nisum dicere iussit. 
Tum sic Hyrtacides: ‘audite o mentibus aequis, 
Aeneadae, neve haec nostris spectentur ab annis, 
Quae ferimus. Rutuli somno vinoque soluti 
Conticuere ; locum insidiis conspeximus ipsi, 
Qui patet in bivio portae, quae proxuma ponto ; 
Interrupti ignes, aterque ad sidera fumus 
Erigitur ; si fortuna permittitis uti 
Quaesitum Aenean et moenia Pallantea, 
Mox hic cum spoliis ingenti caede peracta 
Adfore cernetis. Nec nos via fallet euntis : 
Vidimus obscuris primam sub vallibus urbem 
Venatu adsiduo et totum cognovimus amnem.’ 
Hic annis gravis atque animi maturus Aletes: 
‘Di patrii, quorum semper sub numine Troia est, 
Non tamen omnino Teucros delere paratis, 
Cum talis animos iuvenum et tam certa tulistis 
Pectora.’ Sic memorans umeros dextrasque tenebat 
Amborum et voltum lacrimis atque ora rigabat. 
‘“Quae vobis, quae digna, viri, pro laudibus istis 
Praemia posse rear solvi? pulcherrima primum 
Di moresque dabunt vestri; tum cetera reddet 
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The rest anon shall good AEneas pay ; 

Ascanius too, with manhood’s years unspent, 
Who never shall such great desert forget.” 

“T also call you to be witnesses, 

Whose weal all hangs upon my sire’s return.”’ 
Subjoined Ascanius, “ by the mighty gods 

Who guard our hearths, O Nisus, by the Lar 
Of Assaracus, and hoary Vesta’s shrine ; 
Whate’er good luck or confidence is mine 

In your stout hearts I place it; call me back 
My father, give me sight of him again ; 

Naught shall be grievous after his return. 

The pair of cups of solid silver wrought 

Rough with embossed device I’ll give to thee, 
Which at Arisba’s sack my father seized ; 

And tripods twain ; two talents’ great of gold, 
And ancient bowl, Sidonian Dido’s gift. 

But, if to seize on Italy, and gain 

Its sceptre, shall be my victorious fate, 

And to declare the lotting of the spoil, 

Thou sawédst on what charger, with what arms, 
Turnus was riding gold caparisoned 

That very steed, that shield, those crimson crests 
I will exempt from lotting, and they are 

E’en now already, Nisus, thy reward. 

And further will my sire on thee bestow 

Twelve fair-formed dames, of all the very flower, 
And captives, having all of them their arms, 
And, over all of these, whate’er good land 

The king Latinus doth himself possess. 

But thou, O youth, whom we must needs revere, 
Upon whose years mine own more nearly tread, 
With all my heart I take thee to me now, 
And am thy bounden comrade for all haps. 

No glory in my fortune shall be sought 

Apart from thee, and, wage I peace or war, 

In deed and word thou’lt have my fullest trust.” 
To whom then Euryalus made answer thus: 
“No day shall e’er have proven me unfit 

For such brave enterprise, let but my luck— 

So fortunate—not fall the other side. 

But, past all gifts, one boon of thee I pray ; 
A mother born of Priam’s ancient race 

Have I, whom, in her sorrow, Ilium’s land 
Restrained not in her going forth with me, 

Nor walls of king Acestes. Her I now 


LIBER 1X 

Actutum pius Aeneas atque integer aevi 
Ascanius, meriti tanti non inmemor umquam.’ ; 
‘Immo ego vos, cui sola salus genitore reducto,’ 
Excipit Ascanius, ‘ per magnos, Nise, Penatis 
Assaracique Larem et canae penetralia Vestae 
Obtestor, quaecumque mihi fortuna fidesque est, 
In vestris pono gremiis: revocate parentem, 
Reddite conspectum ; nihil illo triste recepto. 
Bina dabo argento perfecta atque aspera signis 
Pocula, devicta genitor quae cepit Arisba, 

Et tripodas geminos, auri duo magna talenta, 
Cratera antiquum, quem dat Sidonia Dido. 

Si vero capere Italiam sceptrisque potiri 
Contigerit victori et praedae dicere sortem, 
Vidisti, quo Turnus equo, quibus ibat in armis 
Aureus; ipsum illum, clipeum cristasque rubentis 
Excipiam sorti, lam nunc tua praemia, Nise. 
Praeterea bis sex genitor lectissima matrum 
Corpora captivosque dabit suaque omnibus arma ; 
Insuper his campi quod rex habet ipse Latinus. 
Te vero, mea quem spatiis propioribus aetas 
Insequitur, venerande puer, iam pectore toto 
Accipio et comitem casus complector in omnis. 
Nulla meis sine te quaeretur gloria rebus ; 

Seu pacem seu bella geram, tibi maxima rerum 
Verborumque fides.’ Contra quem talia fatur 
Euryalus: ‘me nulla dies tam fortibus ausis 
Dissimilem arguerit, tantum fortuna secunda, 
Haut adversa, cadat. Sed te super omnia dona 
Unum oro: genetrix Priami de gente vetusta 
Est mihi, quam miseram tenuit non Ilia tellus 
Mecum excedentem, non moenia regis Acestae. 
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Am leaving of this danger unaware 
Whate’er it be, and bidden no farewell 
Night and thy right hand be my witnesses 
A mother’s tears I know not how to bear 
But thou, I pray, console her in her need, 
And stay her state forlorn This hope from thee 
Grant that I bear, the bravelier shall I go, 
To face all accidents ’’ The Trojans then 
With hearts deep-smitten gave their tears a vent , 
The fair Iulus more than all of them, 
And heavily upon his spirit weighed 
The sight of filial love Then thus he spake 
“Have full assurance all shall worthy be 
Thy mighty daring, for that mother thine 
Shall mother be to me, and unto her 
Shall but the name, Creusa, lacking be , 
Nor slight the honour held in store for her 
Who to such son gave birth Whate’er result 
Wait on thy deed, by this my head I swear, 
By that by which my sire before me sware, 
The gifts I proffer thee on thy return 
And thy success attained, these very same 
Thy mother and thy kinsfolk shall await ”’ 
So spake he, weeping o’er him, and put off 
From shoulder, as he spake, the golden sword 
That Crete’s Lycaon with rare skill had wrought, 
And made with ivory sheath a handy blade 
Mnestheus to Nisus gave the shaggy spoil 
Of a lion’s skin, Aletes, trusty fnend, 
Changed helmets with him, forth equipped they stride , 
And all the band of nobles, young, and old, 
With ardent prayers escort them to the gates 
The fair Iulus too—possessed of soul 
And forethought of a man beyond his years, 
Gave many a charge to bear unto his sire , 
But all of them the breezes scatter wide, 
And give them idle presents to the clouds 

Gone forth, they pass the trenches, and in shade 
Of mght advance toward the hostile camp , 
To die—yet first bring death to many foes 
All round they see forms stretched upon the sward 
In sleep and wine, cars tilted on the shore, 
The charioteers asleep ’twixt rein and wheel, 
Arms at the side of each, by each his wine 
Then thus Hyrtacides was first to speak 
“O Euryalus, with nght arm must we dare, 
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Hanc ego nunc ignaram huius quodcumque pericli est 
Inque salutatam linquo, Nox et tua testis 
Dextera, quod nequeam lacrimas perferre parentis 
At tu, oro, solare inmopem et succurre relictae 
Hanc sine me spem ferre tui audentior i1bo 
In casus omnis’ Percussa mente dedere 
Dardanidae lacrimas, ante omnis pulcher I[ulus, 
Atque animum patriae strinxit pietatis imago 
Tum sic effatur 
‘Sponde digna tuis ingentibus ommia coeptis 
Namque erit ista mihi genetrix nomenque Creusae 
Solum defuerit, nec partum gratia talem 
Parva manet  casus factum quicumque sequentur, 
Per caput hoc 1uro, per quod pater ante solebat 
Quae tibi polliceor reduci rebusque secundis, 
Haec eadem matrique tuae generique manebunt’ 
Sic ait mlacrimans , umero simul exuit ensem 
Auratum, mira quem fecerat arte Lycaon 
Gnosius atque habilem vagina aptarat eburna 
Dat Niso Mnestheus pellem horrentisque leonis 
Fxuvias , galeam fidus permutat Aletes 
Protinus armati incedunt , quos omnis euntis 
Primorum manus ad portas iuvenumque senumque 
Prosequitur votis Nec non et pulcher Iulus, 
Ante annos animumque gerens curamque virilem, 
Multa patri mandata dabat portanda sed aurae 
Omnia discerpunt et nubibus inrita donant 
Egressi superant fossas noctisque per umbram 
Castra mimica petunt, multis tamen ante futun 
Exitio Passim somno vinoque per herbam 
Corpora fusa vident, arrectos litore currus, 
Inter lora rotasque viros, simul arma 1acere, 


Vina simul Pnor Hyrtacides sic ore locutus 
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Now calls the deed itself Here les our path 

Do thou keep guard and o’er the distance watch 
That in our rear no band against us rise 

These places I will waste, and by broad lane 

Will lead thee through them’ So he spake, and hushed 
Upon the word, and instantly with sword 

Fell on the haughty Rhamnes, who, perchance, 

On lofty carpets propped, from his deep chest 
Poured sleep’s dull breathing forth—the same was king, 
And to king Turnus, augur well beloved , 

Yet could he not by augury keep off 

The bane of 111 Three serving men hard by 

At random slain, their weapons round, he slew, 
And Remus’ armourbearer, and—o’erta’en 

Beneath his very steeds—his charioteer, 

And severed with his blade their drooping necks , 
Then bore their haughty master’s head away, 

And left his body gurgling with its blood , 

Warm with dark gore, the earth, their couch, 1S wet 
So Lamyrus and Lamus both he kulled, 

And the youth Serranus of distinguished mien, 
Who long that mght had played, and there was lain, 
His lambs o’ercome with many draughts of wine 
Happy if only he had made the game 

Last out the night and lengthened it till dawn 
Just as some hon that has lacked a meal, 

Amid the well-filled sheepfolds noting— 

For maddening hunger goads him—gnaws and drags 
The feeble flock dumb-stricken of their fear, 

And roars aloud with blood-besprinkled jaws 

Nor less the slaughter wrought by Euryalus, 

He too grows hot and furious in the midst, 

And falls upon great crowd of nameless folk, 

On Fadus and Herbesus, Rhoetus too, 

And Abanis, the others unawares, 

But Rhoetus watching and beholding all 

While hiding in great fear behind a bowl, 

Full in whose breast, close home as he uprose, 

He plunged his whole swordblade and drew it back, 
A death-flood with 1t, from his mouth he poured 
Life’s purpling stream, and, dying, gave again 

The wine he drank commingled with his blood 
The victor, fired by stealthy deeds sets on, 

And now against Messapus’ friends would press , 

He saw that there the flame was flickering out, 
The steeds well tethered feeding on the grass, 
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‘Euryale, audendum dextra; nunc ipsa vocat res: 320 
Hac iter est. Tu, nequa manus se attollere nobis 

A tergo possit, custodi et consule longe ; 

Haec ego vasta dabo et lato te limite ducam.’ 

Sic memorat vocemque premit; simul ense superbum 
Rhamnetem adgreditur, qui forte tapetibus altis 325 
Exstructus toto proflabat pectore somnum, 

Rex idem et regi Turno gratissimus augur, 

Sed non augurio potuit depellere pestem. 

Tris iuxta famulos temere inter tela iacentis 
Armigerumque Remi premit aurigamque sub ipsis 330 
Nanctus equis ferroque secat pendentia colla ; 

Tum caput ipsi aufert domino truncumque relinquit 
Sanguine singultantem ; atro tepefacta cruore 

Terra torique madent. Nec non Lamyrumque Lamumque 
Et iuvenem Serranum, illa qui plurima nocte 335 
Luserat, insignis facie, multoque iacebat 

Membra deo victus ; felix, si protenus illum 

Aequasset nocti ludum in lucemque tulisset. 

Inpastus ceu plena leo per ovilia turbans, 

Suadet enim vesana fames, manditque trahitque 340 
Molle pecus mutumque metu; fremit ore cruento. 

Nec minor Euryali caedes; incensus et ipse 

Perfurit ac multam in medio sine nomine plebem, 
Fadumque Herbesumque subit Rhoetumque Abarimque, 
Ignaros, Rhoetum vigilantem et cuncta videntem, 345 
Sed magnum metuens se post cratera tegebat : 

Pectore in adverso totum cui comminus ensem 

Condidit adsurgenti et multa morte recepit : 

Purpuream vomit ille animam et cum sanguine mixta 
Vina refert moriens; hic furto fervidus instat. 350 
Tamque ad Messapi socios tendebat ; ibi ignem 

Deficere extremum et religatos rite videbat 


418 BOOK IX 


When, briefly, Nisus for he marked that they 
Were ta’en with over eagerness to slay 
Spake thus ‘‘ Now hold we off, for nigh at hand 
Untriendly dawn Of vengeance have we drained 
Deep draughts enough , amidst our enemies 
A way 1s carven now”’ The many arms 
Of warriors, of solid silver wrought, 
They leave behind, with bowls and carpets gay 
Then Etiryalus seized Rhamnes’ trappings nich, 
And belt with golden studs that Cedicus 
The wealthy lord of olden days had sent 
To Remulus of Tibur, when far off , 
In friendship’s bond he joined him to himself , 
He, dying, to his grandson gave them o’er 
For his possession , after death of whom 
By war and battle the Rutulian host 
Won them, he seizes these, and all im vain 
To valiant shoulders fits them, then he dons 
The shapely helmet that Messapus wore 
Adorned with plumes They pass from out the camp 
And seek safe ground 

Three hundred horse the while, 
The vanguard from Latinus’ city sent, 
While the remainder of the host arrayed 
Were halting on the plain, came marching on, 
And bearing to king Turnus answer back, 
Three hundred of them, all of them with shields, 
With Volscens at their head And now they came 
Anigh the camp, and to the walls drew near, 
When far off trending leftward in their path, 
The warriors they espied, and in the night’s 
Dim glimmering shade the helm of Euryalus 
Betrayed him, as to it no thought he gave, 
And flashed reflected rays Not heedlessly 
Was it beheld Shouts Volscens from the band, 
“Ho! warriors halt Upon what quest are ye? 
Or who are ye 1n arms, or whither bound ? ” 
They seek not to reply, but haste to flee 
Into the woods, and trust them to the night 
This way and that the horsemen fling themselves 
Athwart the well-known crossing of the ways, 
And every exit with their guard surround 
A wood it was that bristled far and wide 
With thicket and dark holm, which everywhere 
Dense brambles had filled full, and here and there 
There gleamed a pathway through the tracks o’ergrown 
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Carpere gramen equos: breviter cum talia Nisus 
(Sensit enim nimia caede atque cupidine ferri) 
‘ Absistamus,’ ait, ‘nam lux inimica propinquat: 355 
Poenarum exhaustum satis est, via facta per hostis.’ 
Multa virum solido argento perfecta relinquunt 
Armaque craterasque simul pulchrosque tapetas. 
Euryalus phaleras Rhamnetis et aurea bullis 
Cingula, Tiburti Remulo ditissimus olim 360 
Quae mittit dona, hospitio cum iungeret absens. 
Caedicus (ille suo moriens dat habere nepoti, 
Post mortem bello Rutuli pugnaque potiti), 
Haec rapit atque umeris nequiquam fortibus aptat. 
Tum galeam Messapi habilem cristisque decoram 365 
Induit. Excedunt castris et tuta capessunt. 
Interea praemissi equites ex urbe Latina, 
Cetera dum legio campis instructa moratur, 
Ibant et Turno regi responsa ferebant, 
Tercentum, scutati omnes, Volcente magistro. 370 
Iamque propinquabant castris murosque subibant, 
Cum procul hos laevo flectentis limite cernunt 
Et galea Euryalum sublustri noctis in umbra 
Prodidit inmemorem radiisque adversa refulsit. 
Haut temere est visum. Conclamat ab agmine Volcens : 375 
‘State, viri; quae causa viae? quive estis in armis? 
Quove tenetis iter?’ Nihil illi tendere contra, 
Sed celerare fugam in silvas et fidere nocti. 
Obiciunt equites sese ad divortia nota 
Hinc atque hinc omnemque abitum custode coronant. 380 
Silva fuit late dumis atque ilice nigra 
Horrida, quam densi complerant undique sentes ; 
Rara per occultos lucebat semita calles. 
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The dark of boughs and burden of his spoil 
Check Etiryalus, and from his path’s true line 
Fear made him stray aside. Nisus goes off, 

And now, unthinking, had escaped his foes, 

And reached the place which, after Alba’s name, 
Was later called the Alban plain—the king 
Latinus then had lofty stables there— 

Whereon he halted and looked back in vain 

To see his missing friend: “O Euryalus 
Unhappy one, where as I turned did I 

Leave thee behind? Where shall I follow thee, 
Unthreading all the tangled path again 

Of this deceptive wood ?’’ Therewith he tracks 
His well-scanned footsteps on the backward way, 
And roams the silent brakes; he hears the steeds, 
And din and signals the pursuers make. 

Nor long the time ere on his ear there breaks 

A clamour, and he sees there Euryalus, 

Whom all the band e’en now are hurrying 
Caught in the mazes of the place and dark. 

The sudden onslaught overwhelming him, 

And making great endeavour, but in vain. 

What can he do? and with what might, what arms, 
Dare he attempt to tear the youth away ? 

Should he now charge into the thick of swords 
To meet his death and hasten by their wounds 
A noble end? At once, his arm drawn back, 
And upward gazing to the moon on high, 

Poising his javelin, thus he prays aloud : 

“Thou, goddess, thou be nigh my task to aid, 
Pride of the stars, and guardian of our groves, 
Latona’s child. If ever Hyrtacus, 

My sire, for me bare to thine altar gift, 

If ever from my hunting when returned 

Myself I honoured thee, or on thy dome 

Have hung my offerings, or have nailed them fast 
Upon thy sacred roof; now give me leave 

This gathered knot to rout, and through the air 
My weapons guide.”” He ended, and the steel, 
With all his strength in one endeavour, hurled. 
The flying spear nights’ shadows clave apart 

And smote the back of Salmo, who was turned 
Away from him, and there brake short and pierced 
With splintered shaft the region of his heart. 
Down rolls he then, and from his breast outpours 
A life-warm stream amid the cold of death, 
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Euryalum tenebrae ramorum onerosaque praeda 
Impediunt fallitque timor regione viarum. 

Nisus abit ; iamque inprudens evaserat hostis 
Atque locos, qui post Albae de nomine dicti 
Albani, tum rex stabula alta Latinus habebat, 

Ut stetit et frustra absentem respexit amicum : 
‘Euryale infelix, qua te regione reliqui ? 

Quave sequar, rursus perplexum iter omne revolvens 
Fallacis silvae ?’ Simul et vestigia retro 

Observata legit dumisque silentibus errat. 

Audit equos, audit strepitus et signa sequentum. 
Nec longum in medio tempus, cum clamor ad auris 
Pervenit ac videt Euryalum, quem iam manus omnis 
Fraude loci et noctis, subito turbante tumultu, 
Oppressum rapit et conantem plurima frustra. 
Quid faciat ? qua vi iuvenem, quibus audeat armis 
Eripere ? an sese medios moriturus in enses 
Inferat et pulchram properet per volnera mortem ? 
Ocius adducto torquet hastile lacerto, 

Suspiciens altam Lunam, et sic voce precatur : 

Tu, dea, tu praesens nostro succurre labori, 
Astrorum decus et nemorum Latonia custos. 

Siqua tuis umquam pro me pater Hyrtacus aris 
Dona tulit, siqua ipse meis venatibus auxi 
Suspendive tholo aut sacra ad fastigia fixi, 

Hunc sine me turbare globum et rege tela per auras. 
Dixerat, et toto conixus corpore ferrum 

Conicit. Hasta volans noctis diverberat umbras, 
Et venit aversi in tergum Sulmonis ibique 
Frangitur ac fisso transit praecordia ligno. 

Volvitur ille vomens calidum de pectore flumen 
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And beats with long-drawn sobs against his sides. 
This way and that they glance around; then lo, 
At this grown keener, he begins to poise 
From his ear-tip another shaft, and while 
They hurry to and fro, through both the brows 
Of Tagus whirred the spear, and fastened there, 
Grown warm within the brain that it had pierced. 
Wroth waxed fierce Volscens then, nor anywhere 
Does he discern, the one that sped the shaft, 
Nor on what foe his fury to let loose. 
“Yet thou meanwhile with thy life-blood shalt pay 
The price to me for both of them,” he cries, 
And at the instant with his sword unsheathed 
He starts to rush on Etiryalus. But then 
In terror, senseless, Nisus cries aloud 
Nor could he longer hide him in the dark, 
Nor bear unto the end such bitter grief. 
‘““Me! me! here am I, J who did the deed. 
On me your weapons, O Rutulians, turn, 
Mine all the craft; that prisoner of yours 
Nor dared, nor could do aught: this heaven I call, 
These conscious stars, to be my witnesses, 
He did but love his luckless friend too well.” 
So cried he loudly. But thrust home amain 
The sword has pierced the other’s ribs, and bursts 
His snow-white breast. Lifeless drops Euryalus 
And o’er his beauteous limbs the dark blood wells, 
And backward on his shoulders leans his neck 
Fallen listlessly. As when some bright-hued flower 
Root-severed by the plough is languishing 
E’en while it dies ; or poppies weary-necked 
Droop down their heads, when haply they are weighed 
With rain. But Nisus rushes in their midst, 
And seeks out Volscens only ’mongst them all, 
For Volscens only stays. Round him the foe 
This side and that close gathered, hand to hand 
Would thrust him off; with no less eagerness 
He presses on, and whirls his lightning blade ; 
Till full within the bawling Rutule’s mouth 
He buried it, and dying, robbed of life 
His enemy. Then o’er his lifeless friend, 
Pierced through and through with wounds, he flung him 
down, 

And there in placid death found rest at last. 

Blest both of ye! if aught my song avail, 
No time shall ever rob you of an age 
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Frigidus et longis singultibus ilia pulsat. 

Diversi circumspiciunt. Hoc acrior idem 

Ecce aliud summa telum librabat ab aure. 

Dum trepidant, iit hasta Tago per tempus utrumque 
Stridens traiectoque haesit tepefacta cerebro. 
Saevit atrox Volcens nec teli conspicit usquam 
Auctorem, nec quo se ardens inmittere possit. 
‘Tu tamen interea calido mihi sanguine poenas 
Persolves amborum,’ inquit; simul ense recluso 
Ibat in Euryalum. Tum vero exterritus, amens 
Conclamat Nisus, nec se celare tenebris 

Amplius aut tantum potuit perferre dolorem. 
‘Me me, adsum qui feci, in me convertite ferrum, 
O Rutuli: mea fraus omnis; nihil iste nec ausus 
Nec potuit, caelum hos et conscia sidera testor, 
Tantum infelicem nimium dilexit amicum.’ 
Talia dicta dabat ; sed viribus ensis adactus 
Transabiit costas et candida pectora rumpit. 
Volvitur Euryalus leto, pulchrosque per artus 

It cruor, inque umeros cervix conlapsa recumbit : 
Purpureus veluti cum flos succisus aratro 
Languescit moriens lassove papavera collo 
Demisere caput, pluvia cum forte gravantur. 

At Nisus ruit in medios solumque per omnis 
Volcentem petit, in solo Volcente moratur. 
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Quem circum glomerati hostes hinc comminus atque hinc 440 


Proturbant. Instat non setius ac rotat ensem 
Fulmineum, donec Rutuli clamantis in ore 
Condidit advorso et moriens animam abstulit hosti. 
Tum super exanimum sese proiecit amicum 
Confossus placidaque ibi demum morte quievit. 

Fortunati ambo! siquid mea carmina possunt. 
Nulla dies umquam memori vos eximet aevo, 
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To keep your memories, whilst AZneas’ house 
Dwells by the Capitol’s enduring rock, 
And Roman father holds imperial sway. 

The conquering Rutulians, having gained 
Their booty and their spoil, were carrying 
With tears the lifeless Volscens to the camp, 
Nor less their grief, when in the camp was found 
The death-pale Rhamnes, and so many chiefs 
Slain at one murderous stroke, Serranus too 
And Numa. Great the rushing that was made 
Right to each corpse, and warrior scarcely dead, 
And place fresh-reeking with the life-warm slain, 
And streamlets that are full of foaming blood. 
Amongst themselves they recognise the spoils 
And shining helmet that Messapus wore 
And trappings with much toil recoveréd. 

And, leaving now Tithonus’ saffron couch, 
Dawn as she broke was sprinkling o’er the lands 
With early light, the sun-beams now poured forth 
And things already in the light revealed, 

Turnus awakes his warriors to arms, 
In arms engirt himself; and every chief 
Musters his bronze-clad squadrons to the fray, 
And with their various rumours whets revenge. 
Then too in front, on lifted spears they fix 
And with abundant shouting march behind 
The very heads—a dismal sight to see— 
Of Euryalus and Nisus. 
Upon their walls, to left, A‘neas’ sons 
Set stubbornly their line against the foe— 
For compassed by the river is the right— 
Guard their huge ditches, and on lofty towers 
Stand sorrowful; sore grief to them beside 
The heroes’ heads set up before the lines, 
Known to them in their sadness but too well, 
And dripping with dark gore. 

Flitting the while 
On wing throughout the terror-stricken town 
Tale-bearing Rumour hies, and to the ears 
Of the mother now of Etiryalus she steals. 
Then on an instant in her misery 
The warmth forsook her bones; dashed from her hands 
The shuttle, and unravelled fell the skein. 
Forth, agonised, with woman’s shriek she flew, 
And cut away her locks, and all astray 
Ran to the walls and to the outer lines ; 


LIBER IX 


Dum domus Aeneae Capitoli inmobile saxum 
Accolet imperiumque pater Romanus habebit. 

Victores praeda Rutuli spoliisque potiti 
Volcentem exanimum flentes in castra ferebant. 
Nec minor in castris luctus Rhamnete reperto 
Exsangui et primis una tot caede peremptis, 
Serranoque Numaque. Ingens concursus ad ipsa 
Corpora seminecisque viros tepidaque recentem 
Caede locum et plenos spumanti sanguine rivos. 
Adgnoscunt spolia inter se galeamque nitentem 
Messapi et multo phaleras sudore receptas. 

Et iam prima novo spargebat lumine terras 
Tithoni croceum linquens Aurora cubile : 
Iam sole infuso, iam rebus luce retectis 
Turus in arma viros, armis circumdatus ipse, 
Suscitat, aeratasque acies in proelia cogit 
Quisque suas variisque acuunt rumoribus iras. 
Quin ipsa arrectis, visu miserabile, in hastis 
Praefigunt capita et multo clamore sequuntur 
Furyali et Nisi. 
Aeneadae duri murorum in parte sinistra 
Opposuere aciem, nam dextera cingitur amni, 
Ingentisque tenent fossas et turribus altis 
Stant maesti; simul ora virum praefixa movebant, 
Nota nimis miseris atroque fluentia tabo. 

Interea pavidam volitans pinnata per urbem 
Nuntia Fama ruit matrisque adlabitur auris 
Euryali. At subitus miserae calor ossa reliquit, 
Excussi manibus radii revolutaque pensa. 
Evolat infelix et femineo ululatu, 


Scissa comam, muros amens atque agmina cursu 
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No thought had she of men, nor thought had she 
Of danger and of darts; she fills at once 
Heaven with her lamentation: Is it thus 
That now I look on thee, my Etiryalus ? 
Art thou then he on whom of late reposed 
My life grown old, and couldst thou leave me lone— 
So hard of heart ? and was no leave allowed 
Thy sorrowing mother for a farewell word 
With thee when on such direful peril sent ? 
Alas! thou liest in a spot unknown, 
To Latin dogs and vultures given a prey ! 
Nor did I, I, thy mother, lay thee out 
In death, nor close thine eyes, nor lave thy wounds, 
And hide them in the robe, which nights and days 
I toiled all haste to make thee, and with loom 
Found solace for an aged woman’s cares. 
Oh whither shall I track thee? and what land 
Hath now thy limbs, torn frame, and mangled corpse ? 
And is this all that thou dost bring me back 
Of thee, my son? This all by land and sea 
I have been following? Then pierce me through, 
Rutules if ye have tender hearts at all, 
Hurl on me all your weapons, with the sword 
Destroy me first; or thou, great Sire of gods, 
Be pitiful, and with thy bolt thrust down 
To Tartarus this hateful life of mine, 
Since otherwise I know not how to snap 
The cruel thread of life.” Wrung were their hearts 
To hear her wailings, and sore groaning ran 
Amongst them all: their vigour for the fray 
Was crushed and spiritless. And while she thus 
Set grief on fire, at hest of Ilioneus 
And of Iulus while sore tears he shed, 
Ideaus then and Actor in their arms 
Caught up and laid her back within the tent. 

But far away with shrilly-sounding bronze 
The trumpet brayed its awe-inspiring note ; 
There follows a loud shout and heaven resounds. 
The Volscians hasten on, their tortoise-shield 
Borne evenly along, and start to fill 
The ditches, and to tear the rampart down. 
Some seek an entrance, and to climb the walls 
With scaling ladders, where the line is thin, 
And light shows through the looser ring of men. 
Against them do the Teucrians seek to launch 
Weapons of every sort, and thrust them down 
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Prima petit, non illa virum, non illa pericli 
Telorumque memor: caelum dehinc questibus implet 
‘Hunc ego te, Euryale, aspicio? tune ille senectae 
Sera meae requies potuisti linquere solam, 
Crudelis ? nec te, sub tanta pericula missum, 
Adfari extremum miserae data copia matri ? 
Heu, terra ignota canibus data praeda Latinis 
Alitibusque iaces, nec te tua funere mater 
Produxi pressive oculos aut volnera lavi, 
Veste tegens, tibi quam noctes festina diesque 
Urgebam et tela curas solabar anilis. 
Quo sequar ? aut quae nunc artus avolsaque membra 
Et funus lacerum tellus habet ? Hoc mihi de te, 
Nate, refers ? hoc sum terraque marique secuta ? 
Figite me, siqua est pietas, in me omnia tela 
Conicite, o Rutuli, me primam absumite ferro ; 
Aut tu, magne Pater divom, miserere, tuoque 
Invisum hoc detrude caput sub Tartara telo, 
Quando aliter nequeo crudelem abrumpere vitam.’ 
Hoc fletu concussi animi, maestusque per omnis 
It gemitus ; torpent infractae ad proelia vires. 
Illam incendentem luctus Idaeus et Actor 
Ilionei monitu et multum lacrimantis luli 
Corripiunt interque manus sub tecta reponunt. 
At tuba terribilem sonitum procul aere canoro 
Increpuit : sequitur clamor, caelumque remugit. 
Adcelerant acta pariter testudine Volsci 
Et fossas implere parant ac vellere vallum. 
Quaerunt pars aditum et scalis ascendere muros, 
Qua rara est acies interlucetque corona 
Non tam spissa viris. Telorum effundere contra 
Omne genus Teucri ac duris detrudere contis, 
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With sturdy poles—as in long war their wont 
Had been to guard their walls—roll down beside 
Rocks deadly, ponderous, anywhere to break 
The shielded ranks, while cheerfully the foes 
Beneath packed bucklers bear all accidents 
Yet can no longer now endure the strain, 
For, where there looms the mighty orb of shields, 
The Trojans roll and tumble a huge mass 
Which strewed on earth the Rutules far around, 
And broke up all the covering of their arms 
Nor care the bold Rutuhans any more 
To struggle in blind combat, but essay 
To chase them from the rampart with their shafts 
Elsewhere Mezentius, terrible to view, 
Waves torch of Tuscan pine, and onward bears 
His smoky brands , while tamer of the steed 
Messapus, Neptune’s son, tears rampart down 
And bids them plant the ladders to the walls 

O Calliope do thou and sisters thine 
Inspire me, pray, to sing, what havoc then 
Wrought Turnus there with sword, what deeds of death , 
What hero each to Orcus sent below , 
The war’s vast outlines at my side unroll , 
For ye both have remembrance, goddesses, 
And furthermore ye have the power to tell 

A tower there was, immense to upward view, 
With lofty drawbridges, positioned well , 
This all the Italians in full force would storm, 
And with full might of their resources strove 
To overturn , the Trojans opposite— 
With stones—to guard it safe and, thickly packed, 
Through hollows of 1ts casements hurl their darts 
Turnus was first to fling a blazing torch 
And pinned against the side of 1t the flame, 
Which flaring fiercely in the wind laid hold 
Upon the planks, and to the upright beams 
Fire-eaten, clung Then those within began 
To tremble in dismay, and all in vain 
To wish them an escaping from their ills 
And while, close crowding, back they slowly drew 
Within that part that from the bane was free, 
Then prone all on a sudden fell the tower 
Beneath their weight, and at the crash of it 
All heaven did ring Half lifeless, the huge mass 
Hard in their wake, and pierced through and through 
With their own weapons, and their breasts impaled 
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Adsueti longo muros defendere bello. 

Saxa quoque infesto volvebant pondere, siqua 
Possent tectam aciem perrumpere, cum tamen omnis 
Ferre iuvat subter densa testudine casus. 

Nec iam sufficiunt: nam qua globus imminet ingens, 
Immanem Teucri molem volvontque ruuntque, 
Quae stravit Rutulos late armorumque resolvit 
Tegmina. Nec curant caeco contendere Marte 
Amplius audaces Rutuli, sed pellere vallo 

Missilibus certant. 

Parte alia horrendus visu quassabat Etruscam 
Pinum et fumiferos infert Mezentius ignis ; 

At Messapus equum domitor, Neptunia proles, 
Rescindit vallum et scalas in moenia poscit. 

Vos, o Calliope, precor, adspirate canenti, 
Quas ibi tum ferro strages, quae funera Turnus 
Ediderit, quem quisque virum “demiserit Orco ; 
Et mecum ingentis oras evolvite belli. 

Et meministis enim, divae, et memorare potestis. 

Turris erat vasto suspectu et pontibus alltis, 
Opportuna loco, summis quam viribus omnes 
Expugnare Itali summaque evertere opum vi 
Certabant, Troes contra defendere saxis 
Perque cavas densi tela intorquere fenestras. 
Princeps ardentem coniecit lampada Turnus 
Et flammam adfixit lateri, quae plurima vento 
Corripuit tabulas et postibus haesit adesis. 
Turbati trepidare intus frustraque malorum 
Velle fugam. Dum se glomerant retroque residunt 
In partem, quae peste caret, tum pondere turris 
Procubuit subito et caelum tonat omne fragore. 
Semineces ad terram, inmani mole secuta, 
Confixique suis telis et pectora duro 
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On cruel splinter, down to earth they came 
So scarcely there escaped of them but one, 
Helenor, aye and Lycus, and of these 
Helenor in youth’s springtime, whom the slave 
Licymma all unbeknown had borne 
To the Meaonian king, and sent to Troy 
In arms forbidden, with a sheathless blade 
Light-armed, unhonoured of escutcheon blank 
And he, when he beheld him in the midst 
Of Turnus’ thousands—Latium’s ranks arrayed 
On all sides round him, like some lioness 
By closéd ring of hunters fenced around, 
Who rages at their darts, and flings herself 
On death well knowing it, and with a bound 
Leaps on their hunting spears, just so the youth 
Prepared to die makes onslaught ’midst his foes 
And where he sees the thick of weapons hies 
But Lycus who of foot was fleeter far, 
*Scaping his foes, and ’scaping from their arms, 
Reaches in flight the walls, and strives with hand 
To grasp their lofty cappings, and to reach 
The right arms of his fnends Him Turnus then, 
Pursuing just as fast and dart in hand, 
Victorious rallied thus ‘‘ And didst thou then, 
Infatuate, hope thou couldst escape our hands? ”’ 
And, as he said it, seized him as he hung, 
And tore him down, much wall along with him 
As when the armour-bearing bird of Jove, 
Soaring, has borne aloft with taloned feet 
Hare or white-bodied swan, or wolf of Mars 
Has snatched from fold a lamb the mothe: sought 
With many bleatings Upon every side 
A shout 1s raised , they come to the assault, 
And fill the ditches with a mound of earth , 
Others hurl blazing torches on the roof 

With rock and mighty fragment of the hill 
Did Ihoneus then lay Lucetius low, 
Advancing to the gate and bearing flames , 
Now Liger slays Emathion, and now 
Asilas Corynzus , Liger skilled 
With dart, Asilas with far-stealing shaft 
Czneus Ortygius slays, and Ceneus then 
Who gained the victory Turnus overcomes , 
Turnus slays Itys next, and Clomuus, 
Dioxippus, Promulus, and Sagaris, 
And, standing there to guard the lofty towers, 
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Transfossi igno veniunt Vix unus Helenor 

Et Lycus elaps1 Quorum primaevus Helenor, 
Maeonio regi quem serva Licymnia furtim 
Sustulerat vetitisque ad Troiam miserat armis, 
Ense levis nudo parmaque inglorius alba 

Isque ubi se Turm1 media inter mulia vidit, 

Hinc acies atque hinc acies adstare Latinas, 

Ut fera, quae densa venantum saepta corona 
Contra tela furit seseque haut nescia morti 

Inicit et saltu supra venabula fertur, 

Haut aliter 1uvenis medios moriturus in hostis 
Inruit et, qua tela videt densissima, tendit 

At pedibus longe melior Lycus inter et hostis 
Inter et arma fuga muros tenet altaque certat 
Prendere tecta manu sociumque attingere dextras 
Quem Turnus, pariter cursu teloque secutus, 
Increpat his victor ‘nostrasne evadere, demens, 
Sperasti te posse manus?’ simul arripit ipsum 
Pendentem et magna muri cum parte revellit 
Qualis ubi aut leporem aut candenti corpore cycnum 
Sustulit alta petens pedibus [ovis armiger uncis, 
Quaesitum aut matri multis balatibus agnum 
Martius a stabulis rapuit lupus Undique clamor 
Tollitur , imvadunt et fossas aggere complent, 
Ardentis taedas alu ad fastigia iactant 

Ihoneus saxo atque ingenti fragmine montis 
Lucetium portae subeuntem ignisque ferentem, 
Emathiona Liger, Corynaeum sternit Asilas, 

Hic 1aculo bonus, hic longe fallente sagitta , 
Ortygium Caeneus, victorem Caenea Turnus, 
Turnus Ityn Clontumque, Dioxippum Promolumque 
Et Sagarim et summuis stantem pro turribus Idan, 
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Idas_ Privernus was by Capys slain , 

Him lightly at the first Themulla’s spear 

Had grazed, and he in madness flinging down 

His buckler, clapped his hand upon the wound , 

So glided then an arrow on its wings, 

And fast to his left side the hand was pinned, 

And burying deep therein with deathly wound 

The arrow burst the gateways of his breath 

There stood there then in arms conspicuous 

The son of Arcens , in embroidered cloak, 

And in Iberian purple richly clad 

Illustrious of mien, and him his sire 

Arcens had sent, reared in his mother’s grove 

Beside Symzthian mvers, where there stands 

Palicus’ altar plenteous and benign 

Mezentius then himself, his spears laid down, 

With thong thrice whirled around his head discharged 

His hissing sling, and with the molten lead 

Clave in the midst the temples of his foe, 

And stretched him o’er an ample breadth of sand 
Then first in war Ascanuus 1s said 

Swift arrow to have azmed—who used afore 

To frighten but weak creatures of the chase— 

And by his prowess to have stricken down 

The bold Numanus, him who bare the name 

Of Remulus, and had but lately ta’en 

King Turnus’ younger sister for his bride 

He, while in front of battle bawling loud 

Things worthy and not worthy to be told, 

And puffed in heart with fresh-gained royal state 

Went to and fro, and blustering as if he 

Were some great chieftain, cried “have ye no shame, 

Twice captive Phrygians, to be leaguered thus 

And be by rampart bound a second time, 

And shelter you from death behind your walls ? 

Lo these the men that claim our brides for them 

On battlefield! What god, what mad design 

Has driven you to Italy? Not here 

Are Atreus’ sons, nor that tale-fashioner 

Ulysses , ours a race from ancestry 

Enduring , to the streams we carry down 

Our sons at birth, and with harsh frosty waves 

We harden them Our boys watch for the dawn 

To go a-hunting, and they scour the woods, 

To wheel their steeds their pastime, and to aim 

Shafts with bent bow But, patient in their toil, 
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Privernum Capys. Hunc primo levis hasta Themillae 

Strinxerat : ile manum proiecto tegmine demens 

Ad volnus tulit; ergo alis adlapsa sagitta 

Et laevo infixa est lateri manus abditaque intus 

Spiramenta animae letali volnere rupit. 

Stabat in egregiis Arcentis filius armis, 

Pictus acu chlamydem et ferrugine clarus Hibera, 

Insignis facie, genitor quem miserat Arcens, 

Eductum matris luco Symaethia circum 

Flumina, ~pinguis ubi et placabilis ara Palici : 

Stridentem fundam positis Mezentius hastis 

Ipse ter adducta circum caput egit habena 

Et media adversi liquefacto tempora plumbo 

Diffidit ac multa porrectum extendit harena. 
Tum primum bello celerem intendisse sagittam 

Dicitur, ante feras solitus terrere fugaces, 

Ascanius fortemque manu fudisse Numanum, 

Cui Remulo cognomen erat, Turnique minorem 

Germanam nuper thalamo sociatus habebat. 

Is primam ante aciem digna atque indigna relatu 

Vociferans tumidusque novo praecordia regno 

Ibat et ingentem sese clamore ferebat : 

“Non pudet obsidione iterum valloque teneri, 

Bis capti Phryges, et morti praetendere muros ? 

En qui nostra sibi bello conubia poscunt ! 

Quis deus Italiam, quae vos dementia adegit ? 

Non hic Atridae nec fandi fictor Ulixes: 

Durum ab stirpe genus natos ad flumina primum 

Deferimus saevoque gelu duramus et undis ; 

Venatu invigilant pueri silvasque fatigant, 


Flectere ludus equos et spicula tendere cornu. 
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Our youth to scanty ways of life inured 
With harrow tame the soil, or else in war 
Make towns to tremble; not an age with us 
But feels the rub of iron, and ’tis with spear 
Down-pointed that we ply our oxen’s flanks ; 
Nor halting age impairs our powers of will, 
Nor makes our vigour less; hoar locks we hide 
In helmet, and ’tis ever our delight 
To heap fresh booty, and by spoil to live. 
Broidered with saffron and of purple sheen 
The robes you wear; your pleasure is in ease ; 
Your joy in dances to disport yourselves ; 
Sleeved are your tunics, and your mitres stringed— 
True dames of Phrygia, for no Phrygian men. 
Go range the lofty top of Dindymus, 
Where pipe gives out to your accustomed ears 
Its twin-voiced music ; now are calling you 
The cymbal and the Berecynthian flute 
Of the Idan mother. Leave you then 
Arms to brave men, and quit you of the sword.” 
While thus he boasts, and utters cruel taunts 

Ascanius brooked him not, but facing him, 
His arrow aimed upon the horsehair string, 
And while he drew his arms apart stood still, 
And first by vows in suppliance prayed to Jove: 
“OQ Jove all-powerful, aid my bold attempt. 
In person to thee to thy shrines will I 
Bring yearly gifts, and at thine altars set 
A heifer glossy white with gilded front, 
High as its dam that bears its head, and now 
Can push with horn, and spurn with hoof the sand.” 
He heard, and from clear quarter of the sky 
The Father thundered on the left; at once 
The deadly bowstring twanged ; with direful whir 
The swift-sped shaft flew forth and pierced the head 
Of Remulus, and with the steel transfixed 
His hollow brows. ‘‘ Go with thy vaunting words 
Make mock of valour. Phrygians, captive twice, 
Send these their answers to the Rutule foe!” 
Ascanius ceased. Troy’s sons approval shout, 
And loudly cheer for joy, and to the stars 
Their courage raise. 

From ether’s spreading tract 
Long-haired Apollo then did chance to gaze 
Down on Ausonian lines and on their town, 
While seated in his cloud, and greeted thus 
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At patiens operum parvoque adsueta i1uventus 
Aut rastris terram domat aut quatit oppida bello 
Omne aevum ferro teritur, versaque 1uvencum 
Terga fatigamus hasta, nec tarda senectus 
Debilitat vires animi mutatque vigorem 
Canitiem galea premimus, semperque recentis 
Comportare iuvat praedas et vivere rapto 
Vobis picta croco et fulgent: murice vestis, 
Desidiae cordi, 1uvat indulgere choreis, 
Et tunicae manicas et habent redimicula muitrae 
O vere Phrygiae, neque enim Phryges, ite per alta 
Dindyma, ubi adsuetis biforem dat tibia cantum 
Tympana vos buxusque vocat Berecyntia Matris 
Idaeae simite arma viris et cedite ferro’ 

Taha 1actantem dictis ac dira canentem 
Non tulit Ascanius, nervoque obversus equino 
Contendit telum diversaque bracchia ducens 
Constitit, ante Iovem supplex per vota precatus 
‘Iuppiter ommipotens, audacibus adnue coeptis 
Ipse tibi ad tua templa feram sollemnia dona 
Et statuam ante aras aurata fronte 1uvencum 
Candentem pariterque caput cum matre ferentem, 
Iam cornu petat et pedibus qui spargat harenam ’ 
Audut et caeli Genitor de parte serena 
Intonuit laevum, sonat una fatifer arcus 
Effugit horrendum stridens adducta sagitta 
Perque caput Remuh venit et cava tempora ferro 
Traicit ‘I, verbis virtutem inlude superbis 
Bis capti Phryges haec Rutulis responsa remittunt 
Hoc tantum Ascanius_ Teucri clamore sequuntur 
Laetitiaque fremunt animosque ad sidera tollunt 
Aetheria tum forte plaga crinitus Apollo 
Desuper Ausonias acies urbemque videbat, 
Nube sedens, atque his victorem adfatur Iulum 
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Conquering Iulus: ‘ Go thou on, my boy, 
In valour fresh ; so starward lies the way, 
Gotten of the gods, and destined gods to get. 
Of right, beneath Assaracus’ high line 
Shall all fate-destined warfare sink to rest; 
Nor shall thy Troy contain thee.” Speaking thus 
He launches him from ether’s lofty height, 
Brushes aside the gently breathing air, 
And seeks Ascanius. Then his form he changed 
To that of aged Butes. He had been 
Dardan Anchises’ armour-bearer once, 
And trusty guardian at his gate, but then 
The sire had to Ascanius made him o’er 
For his attendant ; both in voice and hue, 
And hoary locks, and fiercely clanging arms, 
The old man’s like in all Apollo moved, 
And thus war-fired Iulus he addressed : 
‘‘ 7Eneas’ son, suffice it thou hast slain 
Numanus with thy shaft, and ta’en no harm ; 
The great Apollo grants thee this first meed, 
Unenvious of arms that match his own ; 
But for the rest, a boy, from war refrain.” 
So ’gan Apollo, and amidst his speech, 
Left mortal gaze, and vanished from their eyes 
Far into slender air. The Dardan chiefs 
The god and his divine equipment knew, 
And as he fled they heard his quiver ring. 
So they, at Phoebus’ word and will divine, 
Restrain Ascanius eager for the fray ; 
Themselves to combat once again advance, 
And to war’s open risks expose their lives. 
Through tower and tower the shout goes round the walls 
They stretch their springy bows, and whirl the thongs 
Of javelins; strewn is all the ground with darts ; 
Then ‘neath their blows ring shield and hollow helm. 
And furious grows the battle; fierce as storm 
That travelling from the west beats on the ground 
When high the rainy Kids; thick as the hail 
That clouds pour headlong down on shallow seas, 
When Jove grim-visaged of the Southern blasts 
Whirls up the watery storm, and in the heaven 
Bursts hollow clouds apart. 

Then Pandarus 
And Bitias, who of Idean-born 
Alcanor were the sons, youths whom in grove 
Of Jove, Hizra, sylvan maiden, reared, 
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“Macte nova virtute, puer (sic itur ad astra), 
Dis genite et geniture deos: iure omnia bella 
Gente sub Assaraci fato ventura resident, 

Nec te Troia capit.’ Simul haec effatus ab alto 
Aethere se mittit, spirantis dimovet auras, 
Ascaniumque petit. Forma tum vertitur oris 
Antiquum in Buten: hic Dardanio Anchisae 
Armiger ante fuit fidusque ad limina custos, 
Tum comitem Ascanio pater addidit. Ibat Apollo 
Omnia langaevo similis, vocemque coloremque 

Et crinis albos et saeva sonoribus arma, 

Atque his ardentem dictis adfatur Iulum: 

‘Sit satis, Aenide, telis inpune Numanum 
Oppetiisse tuis; primam hanc tibi magnus Apollo 
Concedit laudem et paribus non invidet armis: 
Cetera parce, puer, bello.’ Sic orsus Apollo 
Mortalis medio aspectus sermone reliquit 

Et procul in tenuem ex oculis evanuit auram. 
Adgnovere deum proceres divinaque tela 
Dardanidae pharetramque fuga sensere sonantem. 
Ergo avidum pugnae dictis ac numine Phoebi 
Ascanium prohibent, ipsi in certamina rursus 
Succedunt animasque in aperta pericula mittunt. 
It clamor totis per propugnacula muris, 
Intendunt acris arcus ammentaque torquent. 
Sternitur omne solum telis, tum scuta cavaeque 
Dant sonitum flictu galeae, pugna aspera surgit : 
Quantus ab occasu veniens pluvialibus Haedis 


Verberat imber humum, quam multa grandine nimbi 
In vada praecipitant, cum Iuppiter horridus austris 
Torquet aquosam hiemem et caelo cava nubila rumpit. 


Pandarus et Bitias, Idaeo Alcanore creti, 
Quos [ovis eduxit luco silvestris Iaera, 
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Tall as the pines and mountains of their land, 
In confidence of arms fling wide the gates 
Entrusted to them by their chief’s command, 
And freely call the foe within the walls 
Themselves within hard by to guard the towers 
Stand to the right and left encased 1n steel, 
The tall heads waving with their helmet-plumes , 
As by clear-flowing streams twin lofty oaks 
On Padus’ banks, or by sweet Athesis, 
Rise, side by side, and rear their heads unshorn 
Heavenward, and with uplifted summits nod. 
Then burst the Rutules in when they beheld 
The entrance open wide Qluercens anon, 
And gaily armour-clad Aquiculus, 
And rash-souled Tmarus, warlike Haemon too 
With whole battalions either turned im flight, 
Or at the very threshold of the gate 
Laid down their lives Then all the fiercer grew 
Revengeful passions in opposing breasts , 
And thither now the gathered Trojans flock, 
And dare to fight, and sally further forth 

News reached the leader Turnus, while far off 
Raging he spread dismay amongst his foes, 
That with fresh slaughter warms the enemy, 
And gives them entrance through their open gates 
He leaves his work begun, and whirled along 
By boundless passion, to the Dardan gate 
And to those brothers in their pride he rushed , 
And first with fierce-sped javelin he laid low— 
For he first crossed his path—Antiphates, 
Who was the great Sarpedon’s bastard son 
By Theban mother Through the yielding air 
The Italian cornel wings, and piercing through 
The gullet ‘neath his deep chest passed right on, 
The cavern of the dismal wound gives up 
Its foaming tide, and 1n pierced lung the steel 
Grows warm Thereon Merops and Erymas 
By might of hand, Aphidnus then, he slew, 
Then Bitias with glowing eyes and heart 
Of fury full, not with a common dart— 
For not by dart would he have yielded up 
His life—but with a hissing terrible 
Came the phalanc javelin whirled amam, 
On sped like hghtning, which not two bull’s hides 
Nor trusty corselet doubly scaled with gold 
Could hold against , down crashed his monster limbs 
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Abietibus iuvenes patriis et montibus aequos, 

Portam, quae ducis inperio commissa, recludunt, 675 

Freti animis, ultroque invitant moenibus hostem. 

Ipsi intus dextra ac laeva pro turribus adstant, 

Armati ferro et cristis capita alta corusci: 

Quales aériae liquentia flumina circum, 

Sive Padi ripis Athesim seu propter amoenum, 680 

Consurgunt geminae quercus intonsaque caelo 

Attollunt capita et sublimi vertice nutant. 

Inrumpunt aditus Rutuli ut videre patentis 

Continuo ‘Quercens et pulcher Aquiculus armis 

Et praeceps animi Tmarus et Mavortius Haemon 685 

Agminibus totis; at versi terga dedere 

Aut ipso portae posuere in limine vitam. 

Tum magis increscunt animis discordibus irae ; 

Et iam collecti Troes glomerantur eodem 

Et conferre manum et procurrere longius audent. 690 
Ductori Turno diversa in parte furenti 

Turbantique viros perfertur nuntius, hostem 

Fervere caede nova et portas praebere patentis. 

Deserit inceptum atque immani concitus ira 

Dardaniam ruit ad portam fratresque superbos. 695 

Et primum Antiphaten, is enim se primus agebat, 

Thebana de matre nothum Sarpedonis alti, 

Coniecto sternit iaculo; volat Itala cornus 

Aéra per tenerum stomachoque infixa sub altum 

Pectus abit; reddit specus atri volneris undam 700 

Spumantem, et fixo ferrum in pulmone tepescit. (num, 

Tum Meropem atque Erymanta manu, tum sternit Aphid- 

Tum Bitian ardentem oculis animisque frementem 

Non iaculo, neque enim iaculo vitam ille dedisset, 

Sed magnum stridens contorta phalarica venit, 705 

Fulminis acta modo, quam nec duo taurea terga 

Nec duplici squama lorica fidelis et auro 

Sustinuit : conlapsa ruunt immania membra: 
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Fallen helplessly , the earth gave forth a groan, 
And thundered over him his mighty shield. 
E’en as sometimes upon Eubcean shore 
Of Baiz crashes down a pier of stone, 
Built of huge blocks beforehand, which they lay 
Within the sea; it as 1t forward leans 
Trails ruin all its own, and, dashed nght down 
Within the shallow waters, les in place. 
Sea melts with sea, dark sands are swirled aloft 
Then at the sound of it tall Prochyta, 
And e’en Inarmme’s hard resting place, 
Piled by Jove’s order on Typhceus, quakes 

On Latins now, Mars, lord of arms, bestowed 
Courage and strength, and plied his piercing goads 
Deep in their breasts, and on the Teucrians loosed 
Flight and disastrous Panic From all sides 
They gather, for free chance to fight 1s theirs, 
And sunk the war-god’s spell within their hearts 
When Pandarus beholds his brother’s corpse 
Lie there, and 1n what plight their fortunes stand, 
And what mischance 1s master of their case 
With mighty force he swings the gate around 
On closing hinge, and thrusts at it amain 
With shoulders broad, and many of his men 
Barred from the walls in bitter strife he leaves , 
But others with himself he shuts within, 
And 1n their backward rush engathers them , 
Infatuate ! who marked not ’midst the band 
The King of the Rutulians bursting in, 
And shut him his own self within the town, 
Like monstrous tigress ’mong defenceless flocks 
Flashed a fresh gleam that instant from his eyes, 
And grimly clanked his arms, upon his head 
Quiver the blood-red plumes, and from his shield 
He shoots forth hghtning blazes. Suddenly 
7Eneas’ sons in consternation mark 
His hateful figure and his monster limbs 
Then forward leaps the mighty Pandarus 
And, hot with anger for his brother’s death, 
Cries out ‘‘ Not this thy dower that 1s to be, 
Amata’s palace, nor does Ardea’s midst 
Hold Turnus fast within ancestral walls 
On foeman’s camp thou’rt looking , and no power 
To pass from hence’”’ Upon him smiling then 
With breast unruffled Turnus cried* “ Set on 
If thou hast any valour in thy heart, 
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Dat tellus gemitum, et clipeum super intonat ingens. 


Talis in Euboico Baiarum litore quondam 

Saxea pila cadit, magnis quam molibus ante 
Constructam ponto iaciunt ; sic ila ruinam 

Prona trahit penitusque vadis inlisa recumbit : 
Miscent se maria, et nigrae attolluntur harenae: 
Tum sonitu Prochyta alta tremit durumque cubile 
Inarime Iovis imperiis inposta Typhoeo. 

Hic Mars armipotens animum viresque Latinis 
Addidit et stimulos acris sub pectore vertit 
Inmisitque Fugam Teucris atrumque Timorem. 
Undique conveniunt, quoniam data copia pugnae 
Bellatorque animo deus incidit. 

Pandarus, ut fuso germanum corpore cernit 

Et quo sit fortuna loco, qui casus agat res, 

Portam vi magna converso cardine torquet, 
Obnixus latis umeris, multosque suorum 
Moenibus exclusos duro in certamine linquit ; 
Ast alios secum includit recipitque ruentis, 
Demens, qui Rutulum in medio non agmine regem 
Viderit inrumpentem ultroque incluserit urbi, 
Immanem veluti pecora inter inertia tigrim. 
Continuo nova lux oculis effulsit, et arma 
Horrendum sonuere ; tremunt in vertice cristae 
Sanguineae, clipeoque micantia fulmina mittit. 
Adgnoscunt faciem invisam atque immania membra 
Turbati subito Aeneadae. Tum Pandarus ingens 
FEmicat et mortis fraternae fervidus ira 

Effatur : ‘non haec dotalis regia Amatae, 

Nec muris cohibet patriis media Ardea Turnum. 
Castra inimica vides ; nulla hinc exire potestas.’ 
Olli subridens sedato pectore Turnus: 

“Incipe, siqua animo virtus, et consere dextram ; 
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And join encounter with me hand to hand , 

And unto Pnam thou shalt bear the tale 

That here too an Achilles has been found ” 

He ceased , the other hurled with all his might 

A spear rough-knotted and with bark untrimmed , 
The gentle breezes caught it and the child 

Of Saturn, Juno, turned the coming blow, 

And in the gate embedded was the spear. 

“ But not this weapon, that my arm doth wield 
With might, wilt thou escape , for not so weak 

Is he from whom the weapon and the wound ”’ 
So Turnus spake, and to uplifted sword 

Rose his full height, and with his weapon clave 
The other’s forehead ‘twixt his temples twain, 
And sundered with grim wound his beardless cheeks. 
A crash went up, beneath the mighty weight 
Earth to its depths was shaken, and in death 
Upon the ground he stretched his nerveless limbs, 
And arms besprinkled o’er with blood and brain , 
And from each shoulder, parted equally, 

To this side and to that hung down his head 

In hasty fear the Trojans turn and fly 

Their various ways, and had the thought but come 
Straight to the victor’s mind, by force to burst 
The bolts apart and let his comrades pass 

The gates, then to the war and race alike 

That day had proved the last, but in his heat 
A frenzy and mad eagerness to slay 

Drove him against his foes First Phaleris, 

And Gyges houghed beneath the knee he caught , 
Then in the backs of them that fled he plunged 
The spears he snatched from these , for Juno lends 
Strength and stout heart , and for death-comrade adds 
Halys, and Phegeus with transfixen shield , 
Alcander, Helius, and Noemon too 

And Prytanis ere they were ware of him, 

While they were kindling battle on the walls 
Lynceus, while he came on to the attack 

And calling to his friends from mound above, 
Right handedly he smote with quivering blade 
The earher blow, full might, and far away 

Lay head and helm together both lopped off 

In close encounter at a single stroke 

Next Amycus, great slayer of wild beasts, 

Than whom had none more skill of hand to smear 
His darts with omtment, and with poison arm 
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Hic etiam mventum Priamo narrabis Achillen ’ 
Dixerat Ille rudem nodis et cortice crudo 
Intorquet summis adnixus viribus hastam , 
Excepere aurae , volnus Saturnia Iuno 

Detorsit veniens, portaeque infigitur hasta 

‘ At non hoc telum, mea quod v1 dextera versat, 
Effugies , neque enim 1s teli nec volneris auctor ’ 
Sic ait et sublatum alte consurgit in ensem 

Et mediam ferro gemina inter tempora frontem 
Dividit inpubesque 1mmani volnere malas 

Fit sonus, ingenti concussa est pondere tellus 
Conlapsos artus atque arma cruenta cerebro 
Sternit humi moriens, atque ill1 partibus aequis 
Huc caput atque illuc umero ex utroque pependit 
Diffugiunt versi trepida formidine Troes , 

Et si continuo victorem ea cura subisset, 
Rumpere claustra manu sociosque inmittere portis, 
Ultimus ille dies bello gentique fuisset 

Sed furor ardentem caedisque sana cupido 

Egit i adversos 

Principio Phalerim et succiso poplite Gygen 
Excipit , hinc raptas fugientibus ingerit hastas 
In tergum, [uno vires animumque munistrat 
Addit Halym comitem et confixa Phegea parma, 
Ignaros deinde in muris Martemque cientis 
Alcandrumque Haliumque Noemonaque Prytanimque 
Lyncea tendentem contra sociosque vocantem 
Vibranti gladio conixus ab aggere dexter 
Occupat, huic uno deiectum communus ictu 

Cum galea longe 1acuit caput Inde ferarum 
Vastatorem Amycum, quo non felicior alter 
Unguere tela manu ferrumque armare veneno, 
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The barb; and Clytius, son of Zolus, 

And Cretheus, friend of Muses, Cretheus, he, 

The Muses’ very comrade, ever fond 

Of song and lyre, and on stretched strings to play; 
And aye of steeds and of the warriors’ arms 

And of their combats, he was wont to sing. 

Now when the slaughter of their men was known, 
Together came the Teucrian chiefs at last, 
Mnestheus and brave Serestus, and beheld 
Their comrades leaderless, their foe let in, 

And Mnestheus cries: ‘‘O whither, whither, pray, 
Think ye to fly? What walls have ye but these ? 
What ramparts yet beyond? One fellow, friends, 
And he hemmed by your ramparts all around, 
Shall he have wrought such havoc through the town 
Scatheless ? Shall he to Orcus have sent down 
So many foremost of our fighting men ? 

And have ye, dullards, neither ruth nor shame 
For your unhappy Jand and ancient gods, 

And great Atneas?”’ Fired by such reproach 
They rally, and with closéd ranks stand firm. 

By slow degrees does Turnus now begin 

To quit the fight, and make towards the stream, 
And to the quarter circled by the wave ; 

For this the fiercelier on him Trojans weigh 

With clamour loud, and gather close their band ; 
As when a crowd with weapons pointed ply 

A savage lion, and, disquieted, 

Angry and glaring, backwards he retires ; 

And neither rage nor courage lets him flee, 

Nor hath he power, though much he long for this, 
To win his way through weapons and through men ; 
E’en so does Turnus doubtfully withdraw 

His steps deliberate, and with revenge 

His heart wells over. Nay, he twice e’en then 
Made onslaught on the middle of his foes 

Twice turned their ranks confusedly in flight 
Along the walls; but from the camp the host 

All quickly join in one, nor to resist 

Dare Saturn’s Juno lend him strength enough ; 
For Jupiter aerial Iris sent 

From out the sky, to bear no gentle hests 

Down to his sister, should not Turnus quit 

The Teucrians’ lofty ramparts. So it came 

That not with shield nor fence the warrior now 
Could hold against them. Thus o’erwhelmed is he 
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Et Clytium Aeoliden et amicum Crethea Musis, 
Crethea Musarum comitem, cui carmina semper 775 
Et citharae cordi numerosque intendere nervis ; 
Semper equos atque arma virum pugnasque canebat. 
Tandem ductores audita caede suorum 
Conveniunt Teucri, Mnestheus acerque Serestus, 
Palantisque vident socios hostemque receptum. 780 
Et Mnestheus: ‘ quo deinde fugam, quo tenditis ? ’ inquit. 
Quos alios muros, quae iam ultra moenia habetis ? 
Unus homo et vestris, 0 cives, undique saeptus 
Ageeribus tantas strages inpune per urbem 
Ediderit ? iuvenum primos tot miserit Orco ? 785 
Non infelicis patriae veterumque deorum 
Et magni Aeneae, segnes, miseretque pudetque ? ’ 
Talibus accensi firmantur et agmine denso 
Consistunt. Turnus paulatim excedere pugna 
Et fluvium petere ac partem, quae cingitur unda. 790 
Acrius hoc Teucri clamore incumbere magno 
Et glomerare manum: ceu saevum turba leonem 
Cum telis premit infensis, at territus ille, 
Asper, acerba tuens, retro redit, et neque terga 
Ira dare aut virtus patitur, nec tendere contra 795 
Ille quidem hoc cupiens potis est per tela virosque : 
Haut aliter retro dubius vestigia Turnus 
Inproperata refert, et mens exaestuat ira. 
Quin etiam bis tum medios invaserat hostis, 
Bis confusa fuga per muros agmina vertit ; 800 
Sed manus e castris propere coit omnis in unum, 
Nec contra vires audet Saturnia Iuno 
Sufficere, aériam caelo nam Iuppiter Irim 
Demisit germanae haut mollia iussa ferentem, 
Ni Turnus cedat Teucrorum moenibus altis. 805 
Ergo nec clipeo iuvenis subsistere tantum 
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By weapons on him hurled from every side. 

The helmet round his hollow temples rings 

With constant patter, and its sturdy brass 

Is riven with stones; and from his head are dashed 
The horeshair plumes; nor can his shield withstand 
The blows that fall. Then thicker Trojans rain 
Their spears, the thundering Mnestheus at their head. 
Then over all his frame sweat trickles forth 

And pours in pitchy stream, for powerless he 

To breathe, sore panting shakes his weary limbs, 

So headlong at the last, in all his arms, 

He leapt into the stream; and as he came 

The river-god within his golden flood 

Welcomed, and bare him high on gentle wave, 

And joyful to his comrades sent him home 

When stain of slaughter had been washed away, 
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Nec dextra valet ; iniectis sic undique telis 

Obruitur. Strepit adsiduo cava tempora circum 

Tinnitu galea et saxis solida aera fatiscunt, 

Discussaeque iubae capiti, nec sufficit umbo 810 
Ictibus ; ingeminant hastis et Troes et ipse 

Fulmineus Mnestheus. Tum toto corpore sudor 

Liquitur et piceum (nec respirare potestas) 

Flumen agit, fessos quatit aeger anhelitus artus. 

Tum demum praeceps saltu sese omnibus armis 815 
In fluvium dedit. TIlle suo cum gurgite flavo 

Accepit venientem ac mollibus extulit undis 

Et laetum sociis abluta caede remisit. 
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MEANWHILE the halls of heaven omnipotent 
Ope, and the sire of gods and king of men 
Summons his council to his starry seat, 
Whence high aloft he looks on all the lands, 
Alike on Dardan camp and Latin tribes. 
Within the palace with its portals twain 
All take their seats, their lord himself begins: 
“ Great dwellers of the sky, why turned aback 
Your will? why wrangle so with minds unfair ? 
’Twas not my will that Italy should clash 
In war with Teucrians: what this discord then 
At my denial? what disquietude 
Has prompted these or those to take up arms, 
And conjure up the issues of the sword ? 
The fitting season for the fight shall come— 
Haste it not on—when in the later days 
Fierce Carthage shall let loose on Roman towers 
Fell ruin, by her passage of the Alps; 
Then ’twill be time for hatred in your strife, 
Then for war’s rapine time. But now let be, 
And plight with gladsome hearts the bond decreed.” 
Thus briefly Jove. But golden Venus made 
No brief reply: “O Sire, O Sovereign power 
Of men and gods eternal—for beside 
What may there be that we can now implore? 
Dost thou behold how Rutules laugh in scorn, 
And Turnus with his steeds conspicuous 
Rides in their midst, and swollen with war’s success 
Is rushing on? Not e’en barred battlements 
Now shield the Trojans: but within their gates, 
And on the very ramparts of their walls, 
They battle hand to hand, and with their blood 
The trenches brim. /®neas, knowing naught, 
Is far away. And wilt thou ne’er allow 
That they be lightened of beleaguerment ? 
Once more the foe is menacing the walls 
Of new-born Troy: another host moreo’er, 
And from Atolian Arpae once again 
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PANDITUR interea domus omnipotentis Olympi, 

Conciliumque vocat divom pater atque hominum rex 

Sideream in sedem, terras unde arduus omnes, 

Castraque Dardanidum adspectat, populosque Latinos. 

Considunt tectis bipatentibus : incipit ipse : 
“Caelicolae magni, quianam sententia vobis 

‘Versa retro, tantumque animis certatis iniquis ? 

‘Abnueram bello Italiam concurrere Teucris. 

‘Quae contra vetitum discordia ? quis metus aut hos 

‘Aut hos arma sequi, ferrumque lacessere suasit ? 

‘ Adveniet iustum pugnae, ne arcessite, tempus, 

‘Cum fera Karthago Romanis arcibus olim 

‘Exitium magnum atque Alpes inmittet apertas : 

‘Tum certare odiis, tum res rapuisse licebit. 

“Nunc sinite ; et placitum laeti componite foedus.’ 
Juppiter haec paucis ; at non Venus aurea contra 

Pauca refert : 

‘O pater, o hominum divomque aeterna potestas ! 

“Namque aliud quid sit, quod iam inplorare queamus ? 

‘Cernis ut insultent Rutuli, Turnusque feratur 

‘ Per medios insignis equis, tumidusque secundo 


‘Marte ruat? Non clausa tegunt iam moenia Teucros. 


‘Quin intra portas atque ipsis proelia miscent 

‘ Aggeribus moerorum, et inundant sanguine fossas. 
‘ Aeneas ignarus abest. Numquamne levari 

‘ Obsidione sines ? Mauris iterum imminet hostis 
‘Nascentis Troiae, nec non exercitus alter ; 
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Tydides ’gainst the Teucrians rears his head. 

I ween, in truth, my woundings are not done ; 
And I, thine offspring, now am holding back 
The arms of mortals! If without thy leave, 
And all against thy will, to Italy 

The Trojans sought their way, then let them pay 
The crime, and with thy succour aid them not. 
But if by many oracles led on, 

Which gods above and Manes oft did give, 
Why then may any now thy bidding change ? 
Why institute new fates? Why should I tell 

Of ships by fire on Eryx’ shores consumed ? 
Why of the king of tempests, and mad gales 
Stirred in AZolia ? or of Iris borne 

By clouds to earth? Now e’en the powers below 
She rouses to her aid—of all the world 

This part remained untried—and suddenly 
Allecto loosed upon the worlds above, 

Has roamed amid the towns of Italy 

In Bacchant frenzy. For their sovereign sway 

No further care have I—that boon of thine 

We hoped for once, while fortune still was ours: 
And let them win whom thou would’st have to win. 
No region if there be that thy stern spouse 

Can grant the Trojans, Sire, I thee adjure 

By smoking ruins of demolished Troy, 

Safe out of arms Ascanius let me send, 

And let a grandson still survive to me. 

Ay let Aineas on the unknown wave 

Be tossed about, and any course soe’er 

That fortune gives him let him follow it ! 

Let me but have the power to guard the boy 
And steal him safely from the cruel fray. 

Mine Amathus, tall Paphos’ isle is mine, 
Cythera mine, and mine Idalian halls: 

Arms laid aside, there let him spend his years, 
Winning no glory. And with mighty sway 

Bid Carthage lord it o’er Ausonian land : 

No hindrance thence to Tyrian towns shall rise. 
What has it helped to have escaped the bane 

Of war, through midst of Argive flames have fled, 
And drained all dregs of danger by the sea 

And earth’s expanse, while still the Teucrians seek 
Their Latium and their rebuilt Pergamos ? 

Were it not better they had made their home 
On the last ashes of their land, on soil 
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‘Tydides. quidem credo, mea volnera restant, 

‘Et tua:progenies mortalia demoror arma ! 30 
‘Si sine pace tua atque invito numine Troes 

‘Italiam petiere: luant peccata, neque illos 

‘TIuveris auxilio. Sin tot responsa secuti, 

“Quae Superi Manesque dabant: cur nunc tua quisquam 
“Vertere iussa potest, aut cur nova condere fata ? 35 
‘ Quid repetam exustas Erycino in litore classes ? 

‘Quid tempestatum regem, ventosque furentes 

‘ Aeolia excitos ? aut actam nubibus Irim ? 

“Nunc etiam Manes (haec intemptata manebat 

‘Sors rerum) movet, et superis inmissa repente 40 
‘ Allecto, medias Italum bacchata per urbes. 

“ Nil super imperio moveor: speravimus ista, 

‘Dum fortuna fuit: vincant, quos vincere mavis. 

‘Si nulla est regio, Teucris quam det tua coniunx 

‘ Dura, per eversae, genitor, fumantia Troiae 45 
‘Excidia obtestor: liceat dimittere ab armis 

“Incolumem Ascanium, liceat superesse nepotem. 

‘ Aeneas sane ignotis iactetur in undis, 

‘Et, quamcumque viam dederit Fortuna, sequatur: 

‘Hunc tegere, et dirae valeam subducere pugnae. 50 
“Est Amathus, est celsa mihi Paphus, atque Cythera, 
‘Idaliaeque domus: positis inglorius armis 

‘Exigat hic aevum. Magna dicione iubeto 

‘Karthago premat Ausoniam: nihil urbibus inde 

‘Obstabit Tyriis. Quid pestem evadere belli 55 
“Tuvit, et Argolicos medium fugisse per ignes ; 

“Totque maris vastaeque exhausta pericula terrae, 

‘Dum Latium Teucri recidivaque Pergama quaerunt ? 

‘Non satius, cineres patriae insedisse supremos, 
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Where once was Troy? ‘To these poor men I pray 
Give back their Xanthus and their Simois 

And let thy will be, Sire, that Teucer’s sons 
Should run the round of Troy’s mishaps again.” 
Then queenly Juno by deep fury spurred : 

“Why force me thus to break deep silence through 
And by my words divulge the grief I veiled ? 

Did any of mankind or of the gods 

Compel Aineas ways of war to tread, 

Or to assail as foe the Latin king ? 

‘’Twas at fate’s instigation that he sailed 

For Italy’; so be it; he was driven 

By ravings of Cassandra; did I then 

Urge him to leave his camp? to trust his life 

To winds, or bid him give a boy control 

Of war or rampart? From the Tuscan seek 
Alliance, or make peaceful nations fight ? 

What god, or what harsh exercise of power 

By us, has driven them into this mishap ? 

Where Juno’s hand, or cloud-sent Iris here ? 
Disgrace it is that men of Italy 

Should ring their flames around uprising Troy, 

And Turnus on ancestral soil stand firm, 

Who has Pilumnus for an ancestor, 

And whom Venilia, goddess-mother, bore ? 

What then? that Trojans should with lowering torch 
Do violence to Latins, and enslave 

The land of others, and drive off the spoil ? 

What ? that they even choose them sires-in-law 
And tear from lover’s breast affianced bride ? 
That with the outstretched hand they pray for peace, 
And o’er their poops put arms? Thou hast the power 
To steal A‘neas from the hands of Greeks, 

And in thy hero’s place put forth a mist 

And empty winds; and thou canst change his fleet 
Into so many nymphs; what crime for me 
Somewhat to aid Rutulians in return ? 

‘ #ineas knowing naught is far away,’ 

Let him know naught, and still be far away. 

Thou hast thy Paphos and Idalium thine, 
Cythera’s heights are thine ; why seek to win 

A city that with wars is travailing 

And hearts stern-moulded ? Is it I that strive 
Troy’s crumbling power from base to overthrow ? 
I, or did he who to the Achzans flung 

Thy hapless Trojans? O’er what issue, pray, 
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‘Atque solum, quo Troia fuit? Xanthum et Simoenta 60 


“ Redde, oro, miseris ; iterumque revolvere casus 
‘Da, pater, Iliacos Teucris.’ 

Tum regia Juno 
Acta furore gravi: ‘ Quid me alta silentia cogis 
“Rumpere, et obductum verbis volgare dolorem ? 
‘Aenean hominum quisquam divomque subegit 
‘ Bella sequi, aut hostem regi se inferre Latino ? 
‘Italiam fatis petiit auctoribus ; esto ; 
‘ Cassandrae impulsus furiis: num linquere castra 
‘ Hortati sumus, aut vitam committere ventis ? 
“Num puero summam belli, num credere muros ? 
‘Tyrrhenamve fidem aut gentes agitare quietas ? 
‘Quis deus in fraudem, quae dura potentia nostra 
“Egit ? Ubi hic Iuno, demissave nubibus Iris ? 
‘Indignum est, Italos Troiam circumdare flammis 
‘Nascentem, et patria Turnum consistere terra, 
‘Cui Pilumnus avus, cui diva Venilia mater : 
“Quid, face Troianos atra vim ferre Latinis, 
‘ Arva aliena iugo premere, atque avertere praedas ? 
“Quid, soceros legere, et gremiis abducere pactas, 
‘Pacem orare manu, praefigere puppibus arma ? 
“Tu potes Aenean manibus subducere Graium, 
“ Proque viro nebulam et ventos obtendere inanes ; 
‘Et potes in totidem classem convertere Nymphas : 
“Nos aliquid Rutulos contra iuvisse, nefandum est ? 
“ Aeneas ignarus abest: ignarus et absit. 
“Est Paphus, Idaliumque tibi, sunt alta Cythera : 
‘Quid gravidam bellis urbem et corda aspera tentas ? 
“Nosne tibi fluxas Phrygiae res vertere fundo 
‘Conamur ? nos? an miseros qui Troas Achivis 
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Did Europe and did Asia flock to arms, 
And by the theft their treaty-bond dissolve ? 
Did Troy’s adulterer ‘neath my command 
Take Sparta by assault? Did I supply 
His weapons, by his passion fan the war ? 
Then, was it fitting thou should’st fear for thine: 
Now with unfair complainings thou dost rise 
Too late, and hurl reproaches profitless.”’ 

Thus Juno pleaded, and heaven’s dwellers all 
To one or other muttered their assent. 
E’en like to rising blasts in woods confined 
What time they rumble, and dull murmurs roll 
That to the sailor coming gales portend. 
Thereon th’ Almighty Sire, to whom belongs 
Chief rule of things, begins ; and while he speaks 
The gods’ high palace into silence grows, 
And earth is made to tremble from its base ; 
High ether stills: then drops each gentle breeze ; 
The ocean lays its waters to a calm. 
‘““Take ye then this mine utterance to your hearts 
And fix it there. Since it was not allowed 
That to the Teucrians western folk be joined 
By treaty ; since your wranglings find no end: 
Whatever fortune come to each to-day, 
Whatever path of hope each carve for him, 
Trojan or Rutule be he, I will deal 
Alike with both, if leaguered be the camp 
Through fortune of the Italians, or by cause 
Of Troy’s sad blunder and ill counsellings— 
Nor hold I Rutules quit—his course begun 
Shall bring to each his woe or happiness. 
Jove rules o’er all alike. The fates will find 
Their way.’’ Then by his Stygian brother’s stream 
By banks that seethe with pitch and whirlpool dark, 
His verdict he with nod confirmed, and made 
Olympus all to tremble at his nod. 
Here end his words. Then from his golden throne 
Jove rises, and the dwellers of the sky 
Lead him amidst them to his palace doors. 

Meanwhile the Rutules at all gates around 
Press on, to slay their foes and ring the walls 
With flames. Beleaguered in their battlements 
“Eneas’ host is held, nor any hope 
Of flight have they; but all in vain, forlorn, 
Within their lofty turrets take their stand, 
And line their ramparts with a slender ring. 
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‘Obiecit ? Quae causa fuit, consurgere in arma 90 
*Europamque Asiamque, et foedera solvere furto ? 
‘Me duce Dardanius Spartam expugnavit adulter ? 
* Aut ego tela dedi, fovive Cupidine bella ? 
“Tum decuit metuisse tuis ; nunc sera querelis 
‘ Haud iustis adsurgis, et inrita iurgia iactas.’ 95 

Talibus orabat Iuno, cunctique fremebant 
Caelicolae adsensu vario ; ceu flamina prima 
Cum deprensa fremunt silvis, et caeca volutant 
Murmura, venturos nautis prodentia ventos. 
Tum pater omnipotens, rerum cui summa potestas, 100 
Infit: eo dicente deum domus alta silescit, 
Et tremefacta solo tellus; silet arduus aether ; 
Tum Zephyri posuere ; premit placida aequora pontus : 
‘ Accipite ergo animis atque haec mea figite dicta. 
‘Quandoquidem Ausonios coniungi foedere Teucris 105 
‘ Haud licitum, nec vestra capit discordia finem : 
‘Quae cuique est fortuna hodie, quam quisque secat spem, 
‘Tros Rutulusne fuat, nullo discrimine habebo ; 
‘Seu fatis Italum castra obsidione tenentur, 
‘Sive errore malo Troiae monitisque sinistris. 110 
‘Nec Rutulos solvo. Sua cuique exorsa laborem 
‘Fortunamque ferent. Rex Iuppiter omnibus idem. 
‘Fata viam invenient.’ Stygii per flumina fratris, 
Per pice torrentes atraque voragine ripas 
Adnuit, et totum nutu tremefecit Olympum. 115 
Hic finis fandi. Solio tum Iuppiter aureo 
Surgit, caelicolae medium quem ad limina ducunt. 

Interea Rutuli portis circum omnibus instant 
Sternere caede viros, et moenia cingere flammis. 
At legio Aeneadum vallis obsessa tenetur ; 120 
Nec spes ulla fugae. Miseri stant turribus altis 
Nequiquam, et rara muros cinxere corona : 
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Asius Imbrasides, Thymeetes too 
The son of Hicetaon, and the twain 
Assaraci, and Thymbris now 1n years, 
With Castor form the front, along with these, 
From Lycia’s hills, Sarpedon’s brethren both, 
Clarus and Themon Straining all his frame 
Lyrnesian Acmon brings a monstrous rock, 
No trifling portion of the mountain side , 
Chieftain as great as Clytius his sire, 
Or as Menestheus, brother to him Some 
Vie 1n defence with javelins, some with stones, 
To hurl with might the flames, or on the string 
To notch the arrow There amidst them all, 
Himself, behold the youthful Dardan pnnce, 
Most rightful care of Venus! his fair head 
Unhelmeted , how like the gem he shines 
That parts the yellow gold, an ornament 
For neck or head, or gleams like ivory 
That cunningly in boxwood has been framed 
Or in Orician terebinth , his neck 
White e en as milk receives his flowing locks, 
And ring of plant gold up gathers them 
Thee Ismarus, too, warrior tribes have seen 
Aiming thy shafts and poisoning thy barbs, 
Thou highborn scion of Mzonian house, 
Where manhood tills the fertile fields, and where 
Pactolus o’er them pours 1ts golden flood 
There Mnestheus too, whom earlier fame exalts, 
Of Turnus chased from rampart, and Capys 
Who to Campania’s city gave his name 

In war’s harsh conflict these had borne their part 
At dead of night A‘neas ploughed the sea 
For, coming from Evander, when he reached 
The Etruscan camp and presence of the king, 
And to the king his name and race declares, 
What help he seeks, or what himself he brings, 
What arms Mezentius to his side attracts , 
How overbearing Turnus’ pride of heart , 
Warns him what trust in human things to place, 
And mingles his entreaties with :t all 
"Tis quickly done, his forces Tarchon joins 
And strikes a league. Then free from spell of fate 
The Lydian race by orders of the gods 
Embarks, entrusted to a stranger chief 
fEneas’ galley leads, beneath her prow 
The Phrygian lions yoked , and over them 
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Asius Imbrasides, Hicetaoniusque Thymoetes, 

Assaracique duo, et senior cum Castore Thymbris, 

Prima acies: hos germani Sarpedonis ambo, 

Et Clarus et Themon, Lycia comitantur ab alta. 

Fert ingens toto connixus corpore saxum, 

Haud partem exiguam montis, Lyrnesius Acmon, 

Nec Clytio genitore minor, nec fratre Menestheo. 

Hi iaculis, illi certant defendere saxis, 

Molirique ignem, nervoque aptare sagittas. 

Ipse inter medios, Veneris iustissima cura, 

Dardanins caput, ecce, puer detectus honestum, 

Qualis gemma, micat, fulvum quae dividit aurum, 

Aut collo decus, aut capiti; vel quale per artem 

Inclusum buxo aut Oricia terebintho 

Lucet ebur ; fusos cervix cui lactea crines 

Accipit et molli subnectit circulus auro. 

Te quoque magnanimae viderunt, Ismare, gentes 

Volnera dirigere et calamos armare veneno, 

Maeonia generose domo: ubi pinguia culta 

Exercentque viri, Pactolusque inrigat auro. 

Adfuit et Mnestheus, quem pulsi pristina Turni 

Aggere moerorum sublimem gloria tollit, 

Et Capys: hinc nomen Campanae ducitur urbi. 
Illi inter sese duri certamina belli 

Contulerant : media Aeneas freta nocte secabat. 

Namque ut ab Euandro castris ingressus Etruscis, 


Regem adit, et regi memorat nomenque genusque ; 


Quidve petat, quidve ipse ferat ; Mezentius arma 
Quae sibi conciliet ; violentaque pectora Turni 
Edocet ; humanis quae sit fiducia rebus 


Admonet, inmiscetque preces: haud fit mora: Tarchon 


Iungit opes, foedusque ferit ; tum libera fati 
Classem conscendit iussis gens Lydia divom, 
Externo commissa duci. Aeneia puppis 
Prima tenet, rostro Phrygios subiuncta leones. 
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Towers Ida to Troy’s exiles fondly dear. 
Here great Afneas sits, and in his mind 
Ponders the various issues of the war ; 
And Pallas, clinging close upon his left, 
Now asks him of the stars, the journeying 
Of night obscure ; and then of all he bore 
By land as well as sea. 
Now, goddesses, 

Fling open Helicon, and stir my song ; 
What host the while from the Etruscan shores 
Sail as AEneas comrades, man their ships, 
And o’er the sea are borne. First Massicus 
Upon the bronze-peaked Tigris ploughs the wave ; 
"Neath whose command a thousand fighting men 
Who Clusium’s walls and Cosae’s city left ; 
Their weapons arrows; and light quivers hang 
Down from their shoulders, and a deadly bow. 
With him Abas grim visaged; and his band 
Were all of them equipped with glistening arms ; 
And with Apollo’s golden image gleamed 
His galley ; Populonia’s mother-town 
Six hundred war-trained youths had given to him, 
But Ilva’s isle rich in exhaustless mines 
Of the Chalybes, three hundred more. The third 
Renowned Asilas, the interpreter 
Of men and gods, whom entrails of the sheep 
And stars of heaven, and tongues of birds obey, 
And fires of thunderbolts premonishing. 
A thousand to the war he swiftly led, 
With serried battle ranks and bristling spears. 
These Pisa’s city, of Alphean stock 
But Tuscan soil, bade his commands obey. 
Next comes most hauteous Astor—aAstor, chief, 
Who trusts to steed and many-coloured arms. 
Dwellers in Caere’s home, and Minio’s fields, 
Old Pyrgi, and Graviscae’s healthless town, 
Add their three hundred warriors to his, 
And minded all alike to follow him. 

Ne’er would I pass thee by O Cinyras 
In war most valiant of Ligurian chiefs ; 
Nor thee, Cupavo, though but few thy train, 
From out whose crest swan-feathers stand aloft ; 
Love thy reproach, thou bearest as thy badge 
Thy father’s altered shape. For they relate 
That Cygnus, whilst in poplar grove he sang 
From grief for his beloved Phethon 
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Imminet Ida super, profugis gratissima Teucris. 
Hic magnus sedet Aeneas, secumque volutat 
Eventus belli varios ; Pallasque sinistro 

Adfixus lateri iam quaerit sidera, opacae 
Noctis iter, iam quae passus terraque marique. 

Pandite nunc Helicona, deae, cantusque movete ; 
Quae manus interea Tuscis comitetur ab oris 
Aenean, armetque rates, pelagoque vehatur. 

Massicus aerata princeps secat aequora Tigri : 
Sub qua mille manus iuvenum, qui moenia Clusi, 
Quique urbem liquere Cosas: quis tela sagittae 
Gorytique leves humeris et letifer arcus. 

Una torvus Abas: huic totum insignibus armis 
Agmen, et aurato fulgebat Apolline puppis. 
Sexcentos illi dederat Populonia mater 

Expertos belli iuvenes ; ast Ilva trecentos 

Insula inexhaustis Chalybum generosa metallis. 
Tertius, ille hominum divomque interpres Asilas, 
Cui pecudum fibrae, caeli cui sidera parent, 

Et linguae volucrum, et praesagi fulminis ignes, 
Mille rapit densos acie atque horrentibus hastis. 
Hos parere iubent Alpheae ab origine Pisae, 

Urbs Etrusca solo. Sequitur pulcherrimus Astyr, 
Astyr equo fidens et versicoloribus armis. 

Ter centum adiciunt, (mens omnibus una sequendi,) 
Qui Caerete domo, qui sunt Minionis in arvis, 

Et Pyrgi veteres, intempestaeque Graviscae. 

Non ego te, Ligurum ductor fortissime bello, 
Transierim, Cinyra, et paucis comitate Cupavo, 
Cuius olorinae surgunt de vertice pennae, 

Crimen amor vestrum, formaeque insigne paternae. 
Namque ferunt, luctu Cyenum Phaethontis amati, 
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Beneath his sister’s shade, and with the muse 

The woes of love consoled, forsaking earth, 

And reaching to the stars by power of song, 

With soft swan-plumes prolonged his hoary years 

His son, on board the fleet companioning 

The warnor bands like aged with himself, 

With oars impels the mighty Centaur on, 

Towering it presses forward on the main, 

And lke a monster rock looms o’er the waves, 

And furrows the deep sea with lengthy keel 
Famed Ocnus too from his paternal shores 

Brings his array, fate-tellmg Manto’s son, 

His sire a Tuscan stream He gave to thee 

Walls and his mother’s name, O Mantua 

Rich in her ancestors 1s Mantua, 

But all not of one stock Three clans had she, 

Four were the tribes contained 1n every clan, 

And of the tnbes was she herself the head , 

Her vigour from Etruscan blood derived 

Hence too Mezentius arms against himself 

Five hundred men, whom Mincius’ river fringed 

With grey-blue rushes—sire Benacus’ child— 

In hostile craft was bearing to the sea 

The stern Aulestes here 1s on his way, 

And, rising to each stroke, smites on the wave 

With hundred ponderous oars, the shallows foam 

With churning of the sea The Triton huge, 

Frightening the azure seas with hollow shell, 

Bears him aboard, Triton, whose hairy front 

Down to the waist, afloat, 1s that of man, 

But in a whale-like shape its belly ends , 

And underneath that breast half-beast the wave 

Murmurs and foams So many chosen chiefs 

In thrice ten ships to help of Troy were come, 

And ploughing the salt plains with bronzen keels 
And now was daylight vanished from the sky, 

And kindly Phcebe in night-roaming car 

Beating with hoof upon the mid of heaven , 

Eneas, for his anxious care denies 

His limbs their rest, himself while sitting there, 

Both takes the helm in hand and tends the sails 

And lo! mm mid expanse there crossed his way 

A choir that were of his own company , 

Nymphs, whom benign Cybebe had ordained 

To hold within the sea their power divine, 

And bidden them be nymphs, and ships no more; 
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Populeas inter frondes umbramque sororum 
Dum canit, et maestum Musa solatur amorem, 
Canentem molli pluma duxisse senectam, 
Linquentem terras, et sidera voce sequentem. 
Filius, aequales comitatus classe catervas, 
Ingentem remis Centaurum promovet ; ille 
Instat aquae, saxumque undis immane minatur 
Arduus, et longa sulcat maria alta carina. 

Ille etiam patriis agmen ciet Ocnus ab oris, 
Fatidicae Mantus et Tusci filius amnis, 
Qui muros matrisque dedit tibi, Mantua, nomen, 


Mantua, dives avis; sed non genus omnibus unum : 


Gens illi triplex, populi sub gente quaterni ; 
Ipsa caput populis; Tusco de sanguine vires. 
Hinc quoque quingentos in se Mezentius armat, 
Quos patre Benaco velatus harundine glauca 
Mincius infesta ducebat in aequora pinu. 

It gravis Aulestes, centenaque arbore fluctum 


Verberat adsurgens ; spumant vada marmore verso. 


Hunc vehit immanis Triton et caerula concha 
Exterrens freta: cui laterum tenus hispida nanti 
Frons hominem praefert, in pristim destinit alvus ; 
Spumea semifero sub pectore murmurat unda. 
Tot lecti proceres ter denis navibus ibant 
Subsidio Troiae, et campos salis aere secabant. 
Iamque dies caelo concesserat, almaque curru 
Noctivago Phoebe medium pulsabat Olympum : 
Aeneas (neque enim membris dat cura quietem) 
Ipse sedens clavumque regit velisque ministrat. 
Atque illi medio in spatio chorus, ecce, suarum 
Occurrit comitum ; Nymphae, quas alma Cybebe 
Numen habere maris Nymphasque e navibus esse 
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And they were swimming there in even line 
Sundering the waves, so many as before 

Had bronzen prows been ranged along the beach. 
Far off their king they know, and dancing round 
Pay reverence. Of whom the readiest 

Of speech, Cymodocea, following, 

Grasps with right hand the stern, and rears herself 
Waist-high above the waters, and with left 
Makes gentle oarage in the noiseless waves. 

Then thus the wondering chieftain she addressed : 
“‘Heaven-born Atneas, vigil dost thou keep ? 
Keep vigil still, and slacken thy sheet ropes. 

Pine trees from Ida’s sacred height are we, 

Thy fleet of ships, now maidens of the sea. 
When the false Rutule hard upon us pressed 
With sword and flame to drive us headlong forth, 
Unwillingly we burst thy chains apart 

And o’er the sea’s expanse are seeking thee. 

This novel form the Parent pitying gave, 

And goddesses she granted us to be, 

And spend our busy lives beneath the waves. 

The boy Ascanius now is holden in 

By wall and ditch amid the thick of darts 

And Latin foes that bristle round in arms. 

The Arcadian horse to brave Etruscans joined 
Already hold the posts to them assigned. 

"Tis Turnus’ fixed resolve to plant his host 
Athwart their way, for fear they join the camp. 
Arouse thee then, and with approach of dawn 
Bid that thy men be early called to arms, 

And take thy shield, the shield invincible 

The Lord of fire himself on thee bestowed 

And round its edges set a rim of gold. 
To-morrow’s light—if thou do not regard 

My word as idle tales—shall look upon 

Great gathered heaps of the Rutulian slain.” 
She ended, and with right hand as she went 
Thrust the deep keel along, well knowing how. 
Across the waters swiftlier she flies 

Than dart or arrow speedy as the wind. 

Then too the others hasten on their course. 

The Trojan chief, himself, Anchises son 

Beholds in wonder comprehending not ; 

Yet at the omen lifts his spirits high. 

Then to heaven’s vault up-glancing briefly prays : 
‘“‘ Bounteous Idean parent of the gods, 
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Iusserat, innabant pariter, fluctusque secabant, 

Quot prius aeratae steterant ad litora prorae 
Adgnoscunt longe regem, lustrantque choreis 
Quarum quae fandi doctissima, Cymodocea, 

Pone sequens dextra puppim tenet, 1psaque dorso 
Eminet, ac laeva tacitis subremigat undis 

Tum sic ignarum adloquitur ‘ Vigilasne, deum gens, 
“Aenea? Vigila, et velis inmitte rudentes 

“Nos sumus, Idaeae sacro de vertice pinus, 

“Nunc pelag1 Nymphae, classis tua Perfidus ut nos 
‘Praecipites ferro Rutulus flammaque premebat, 

‘ Rupimmus invitae tua vincula, teque per aequor 
‘“Quaerrmus Hanc Genetrix faciem muiserata refecit, 
“Et dedit esse deas, aevumque agitare sub undis 
‘At puer Ascanius muro fossisque tenetur 

‘Tela inter media atque horrentes Marte Latinos 
“Tam loca iussa tenet forti permixtus Etrusco 
‘Arcas eques Medias illis opponere turmas, 

“Ne castris 1ungant, certa est sententia Turno 
‘Surge age, et Aurora socios venienté vocari 

‘ Primus 11 arma 1ube, et clipeum cape, quem dedit ipse 
‘Invictura ignipotens, atque oras ambuit auro 

‘ Crastina lux, mea si non inrita dicta putaris 
“Ingentes Rutulae spectabit caedis acervos ’ 
Dixerat et dextra discedens inpulit altam, 

Haud ignara modi, puppim Fugit illa per undas 
Ocior et 1aculo et ventos aequante sagitta 

Inde alae celerant cursus Stupet inscius ipse 
Tros Anchisiades , animos tamen omune tollit 

Tum breviter supera adspectans convexa precatur 
‘Alma parens Idaea deum, cus Dindyma cord, 
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Who dost delight thee in thy Dindymus, 
And toweréd towns, and lions yoked in pairs 
Beneath thy rein; my battle Jeader be, 
And duly bring thine augury to pass, 
And, goddess, with thy favouring foot draw near 
To bring thy Phrygians aid.”’ He said no more: 
And in the while, the day, come round again 
With mellow light, was racing o’er the sky 
And night had chased. Then first to his allies 
He gives the word the standards to support, 
And put them on good courage with their arms, 
And for the fight prepare. And standing now 
Upon the lofty poop, anon he views 
The Teucrians and his camp; then on left arm 
So soon as he upraised his glowing shield, 
High as the stars the Dardans from the walls 
Uplift their shouts ; fresh confidence in them 
Stirs vengeful passion ; thick they shower their darts. 
Just as Strymonian cranes, dark clouds o’erhead, 
Give signal note, and sail with ncisy din 
Across the sky, and from the south winds flee 
With clamorous assent. Strange seemed the thing 
To Rutule king and western chiefs, till they 
Look back and see ships heading to the shore, 
The sea, too, full of vessels gliding on. 
Bright gleams A‘neas’ helmet peak, a flame 
Pours from the crest at top, and golden boss 
Of buckler vomits its tremendous fires. 
Just as on times withjn the clear of night 
The lurid comet glares with baleful red, 
Or Dog-star blaze appears within the sky, 
That brings sick mortals thirst and maladies, 
And saddens heaven with inauspicious light. 

Yet did not to brave Turnus courage fail 
To be the first to seize upon the shore 
And from the land to drive the comers off. 
Quick is he with his words to cheer their hearts, 
And quick to chide them too: “ What with your prayers 
You asked, is yours—to crush them with your arm. 
Mars is himself within his warrior’s hands. 
Let each bethink him now of wife and home, 
Recall great exploits and his sires’ renown ; 
On we! to meet them at the water’s edge, 
While in disorder, while first steps on shore 
Are tottering. Fortune sides with him who dares.” 
So does he speak; and ponders in his mind 
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‘ Turrigeraeque urbes, biiugique ad frena leones ; 
‘Tu mihi nunc pugnae princeps, tu rite propinques 
‘ Augurium, Phrygibusque adsis pede, diva, secundo.’ 
Tantum effatus; et interea revoluta ruebat 
Matura iam luce dies, noctemque fugarat. 
Principio sociis edicit, signa sequantur, 
Atque animos aptent armis, pugnaeque parent se. 
Iamque in conspectu Teucros habet et sua castra, 
Stans celsa in puppi; clipeum cum deinde sinistra 
Extulit ardentem. Clamorem ad sidera tollunt 
Dardanidae e muris; spes addita suscitat iras : 
Tela manu iaciunt: quales sub nubibus atris 
Strymoniae dant signa grues, atque aethera tranant 
Cum sonitu, fugiuntque notos clamore secundo. 
At Rutulo regi ducibusque ea mira videri 
Ausoniis, donec versas ad litora puppes 
Respiciunt totumque adlabi classibus aequor. 
Ardet apex capiti, cristisque a vertice flamma 
Funditur, et vastos umbo vomit aureus ignes : 
Non secus, ac liquida si quando nocte cometae 
Sanguinei lugubre rubent, aut Sirius ardor, 
Ille sitim morbosque ferens mortalibus aegris 
Nascitur, et laevo contristat lumine caelum. 

Haud tamen audaci Turno fiducia cessit 
Litora praecipere, et venientes pellere terra. 
[Ultro animos tollit dictis, atque increpat ultro :] 
“Quod votis optastis, adest, perfringere dextra. 
“In manibus Mars ipse viris. Nunc coniugis esto 
“Quisque suae tectique memor; nunc magna referte 
‘ Facta, patrum laudes. Ultro occurramus ad undam, 
“Dum trepidi, egressisque labant vestigia prima. 
* Audentes Fortuna iuvat.’ 


Haec ait, et secum versat, quos ducere contra, 
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What troops himself to lead against the foe, 
Or whom to trust to hold the walls besieged 

Meanwhile Eneas from his lofty ships 
By gangways lands his men, and many watch 
To see the spent wave ebb, and with a leap 
Trust to the shallows, others by their oars 
Tarchon who spies a beach where shallow waves 
Surge not, nor broken billows murmur back, 
But harmlessly with gathering of the tide 
Its sea rolls shoreward—on a sudden points 
His prows to land, and calls upon his men 
‘“‘ Bend now to your stout oars, my chosen band , 
Lift, heave your barks along, and with their beaks 
Cleave you this land in her unfriendhiness, 
And let the keel make furrow for herself 
Nor would I shrink on such a beach tu break 
The ship, 1f once we do but grasp the land ” 
Hardly had Tarchon spoken words lke these, 
His comrades rise together to their oars, 
And drive on Latin soil the foam-dashed ships , 
Until on dry sea shore their beaks hold fast 
And safely all the keels are come to rest 
But not thy vessel, Tarchon, for, when driven 
Upon the shallows, on a spiteful mdge 
Long time she hangs, stayed up in doubtful case, 
And battles with the waves, then falls apart 
And sets the warriors down amid the sea , 
And fragments of their oars and floating thwarts 
Encumber them, and ebbing waves beside 
Drag back their feet 

No sluggish loitering 

Holds Turnus back, but with fierce rush he leads 
His host against the Teucrians, every man, 
And on the shore he plants them opposite 
The trumpets sound, Aineas first assailed 
Their country bands, and laid the Latins low 
And slew their Thero—giant leader, who 
Of his own self fair omen for the fight, 
Had sought Aineas—and through bronzen links 
Of his curass, through tumic stiff with gold, 
With sword-thrust drained of blood his open flank , 
Slew Lichas next—from his dead mother mpped, 
And unto thee, Apollo, consecrate, 
For that at birth he was allowed to ’scape 
The dangers of the steel And not far off 
He laid stern Cisseus dead and huge Gyas, 
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Vel quibus obsessos possit concredere muros. 
Interea Aeneas socios de puppibus altis 
Pontibus exponit. Multi servare recursus 
Languentis pelagi, et brevibus se credere saltu ; 
Per remos alii. Speculatus litora Tarchon, 
Qua vada non spirant, nec fracta remurmurat unda, 
Sed mare inoffensum crescenti adlabitur aestu ; 
Advertit subito proras, sociosque precatur : 
‘Nunc, o lecta manus, validis incumbite remis ; 
‘ Tollite, ferte rates; inimicam findite rostris 
‘Hanc terram, sulcumque sibi premat ipsa carina. 
‘ Frangere nec tali puppim statione recuso, 
‘ Arrepta tellure semel.’ Quae talia postquam 
Effatus Tarchon, socii ‘consurgere tonsis, 
Spumantesque rates arvis inferre Latinis, 
Donec rostra tenent siccum, et sedere carinae 
Omnes innocuae. Sed non puppis tua, Tarchon. 
Namque, inflicta vadis, dorso dum pendet iniquo, 
Anceps sustentata diu, fluctusque fatigat, 
Solvitur, atque viros mediis exponit in undis ; 
Fragmina remorum quos et fluitantia transtra 
Inpediunt, retrahitque pedes simul unda relabens. 
Nec Turnum segnis retinet mora ; sed rapit acer 
Totam aciem in Teucros, et contra in litore sistit. 
Signa canunt. Primus turmas invasit agrestes 
Aeneas, omen pugnae, stravitque Latinos, 
Occiso Therone, virum qui maximus ultro 
Aenean petit ; huic gladio perque aerea suta, 


Per tunicam squalentem auro, latus haurit apertum. 


Inde Lichan ferit, exsectum iam matre perempta, 
Et tibi, Phoebe, sacrum, casus evadere ferri 
Quod licuit parvo. Nec longe, Cissea durum 
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While ranks with club they felled ; naught them availed 
Alcides’ weapons, nor their own stout arms, 

Nor e’en their sire Melampus, comrade true 

Of Hercules for all the while that earth 

Found heavy toils for him. See now he hurls 

His dart at Pharus, vaunting idle words, 

And plants it firm within the bawler’s throat. 

Thou Cydon too, ill-starred, while in pursuit 

Of Clytius, thy new found joy, whose cheek 

Is yellowing but now with early down, 

Slain by the Dardan’s hand, unhappy boy, 

Thou wouldst be lying thoughtless of thy loves 

And all the boyish idols ever thine, 

Had not thy band of brothers, Phorcus’ sons, 
Shoulder to shoulder stood across his path, 

Seven they, in number, and seven shafts they fling ; 
From helmet and from shield some idly glanced, 
And some did kindly Venus turn aside, 

To graze his body. Then Aéneas calls 

To tried Achates. “ Hand to me my darts; 

Not one of them my arm shall hurl in vain 

Against the Rutules; darts that on Troy’s plains 
Sank deep in flesh of Greeks.”” Then his great spear 
He seized and hurled This in its flight pierced through 
The bronzen shield of Mzon, and brake up 
Breast-plate and breast alike; to aid of whom 
Alcanor went, his brother, and upstayed 

With the right arm his brother as he fell ; 

On sped the spear and pierced his arm, and held 
Its ruddy path unswerving ; by the flesh 

Down from the shoulder hung the lifeless arm. 

Then Numitor, who from his brother’s form 

Tore out the dart, against AEneas aimed ; 

Yet ‘twas not granted it should fasten there, 

It grazed against the great Achates’ thigh. 

Here comes then Clausus out of Cures town, 
Trusting his youthful strength, and ’neath the chin 
Smites Dryopes from far with stubborn spear 
Driven heavily, and piercing through his throat 
E’en while he speaks steals voice and life away ; 
And he with forehead strikes the ground, and pours 
From mouth thick clotted gore. Three Thracians too 
Of Boreas’ lofty ancestry; and three, 

Sent by their father Idas and their land 

Of Ismara by various deaths he slays. 

Halesus and the Auruncan bands rush up ; 
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Immanemque Gyan, sternentes agmina clava, 
Deiecit leto: nihil illos Herculis arma, 

Nec validae iuvere manus genitorque Melampus, 
Alcidae comes usque graves dum terra labores 
Praebuit. Ecce Pharo, voces dum iactat inertes, 
Intorquens iaculum clamanti sistit in ore. 

Tu quoque, flaventem prima lanugine malas 

Dum sequeris Clytium infelix, nova gaudia, Cydon, 
Dardania stratus dextra, securus amorum, 

Qui iuvenum tibi semper erant, miserande, iaceres, 
Ni fratrum stipata cohors foret obvia, Phorci 
Progenies,—septem numero, septenaque tela 
Coniciunt : partim galea clipeoque resultant 

Inrita, deflexit partim stringentia corpus 

Alma Venus. Fidum Aeneas adfatur Achaten : 

‘ Suggere tela mihi; non ullum dextera frustra 

‘ Torserit in Rutulos, steterunt quae in corpore Graium 
‘Jliacis campis.’ Tum magnam corripit hastam, 
Et iacit: illa volans clipei transverberat aera 
Maeonis, et thoraca simul cum pectore rumpit. 

Huic frater subit Alcanor, fratremque ruentem 
Sustentat dextra: traiecto missa lacerto 

Protinus hasta fugit, servatque cruenta tenorem ; 
Dexteraque ex umero nervis moribunda pependit. 
Tum Numitor, iaculo fratris de corpore rapto, 
Aenean petiit: sed non et figere contra 

Est licitum, magnique femur perstrinxit Achatae. 
Hic Curibus, fidens primaevo corpore, Clausus 
Advenit, et rigida Dryopem ferit eminus hasta 
Sub mentum, graviter pressa, pariterque loquentis 
Vocem animamque rapit, traiecto gutture ; at ille 
Fronte ferit terram, et crassum vomit ore cruorem. 
Tres quoque Threicios Boreae de gente suprema, 
Et tres, quos Idas pater et patria Ismara mittit, 
Per varios sternit casus. Accurrit Halaesus, 
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And Neptune’s son, Messapus, with his steeds 

Conspicuous, to their assistance comes. 

First these, then those strive hard to chase the foe ; 

They battle at Ausonia’s very gate. 

As in broad zther when discordant winds 

Their combats wake, in wrath and stoutness matched, 

Not they when battling, nor the clouds, nor sea, 

Will yield their ground ; long doubtful is the fight ; 

All things in bitter struggle stand at bay. 

Thus do Troy’s ranks with ranks of Latins clash, 

Foot locks with foot, and thronging foe with foe. 
But elsewhere. where the torrent had strewn wide 

Boulders and trees uprooted from the banks, 

When Pallas saw the Arcadians, little used 

To fight afoot, at Latium’s onset turn, 

For the rough ground had prompted them to leave 

Their steeds, first by entreaty, then reproach, 

In straightened circumstance his sole resource, 

He fires their valour: “‘ Whither do ye fly, 

My comrades? By yourselves, and by your deeds 

Of valour, by your chief Evander’s name, 

And by the wars that ye have fought and won, 

And by the hope that grows within me now 

To match my sire’s renown, trust not to flight ; 

By sword must we burst through our foes a path. 

Where thickest on us weighs that crowd of men, 

That way our noble fatherland requires 

You and your leader Pallas to return 

No god’s harsh hand is on us; mortals we 

Are now hard pressed by merely mortal foe ; 

As many lives and hands have we as they. 

See, ocean with great barrier of sea 

Now hems us in, we lack a land for flight ; 

Out on the main or Troyward shall we start?” 

He spake and burst full on the thick of foes ; 

First meets him Lagus, led by luckless fate ; 

Him while he tears a heavy rock away, 

With brandished spear he pierces where the spine 

Shews parting line midway between the ribs ; 

And draws him back the spear that in the bones 

Was clinging fast. Him, Hisbo did not take 

At unawares when stooping, though indeed 

This was his hope; for Pallas caught him first 

While mad and reckless for the cruel death 

Of his boon-friend he rushes on, and plunged 

The sword deep in his swelling lungs. And next 
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Auruncaeque manus; subit et Neptunia proles, 
Insignis Messapus equis. Expellere tendunt 
Nunc hi, nunc illi; certatur limine in ipso 355 
Ausoniae. Magno discordes aethere venti 
Proelia ceu tollunt, animis et viribus aequis, 
Non ipsi inter se, non nubila, non mare cedit ; 
Anceps pugna diu; stant obnixa omnia contra: 
Haud aliter Troianae acies aciesque Latinae 360 
Concurrunt, haeret pede pes, densusque viro vir. 
At parte ex alia, qua saxa rotantia late 
Inpulerat torrens arbustaque diruta ripis, 
Arcadas, insuetos acies inferre pedestres, 
Ut vidit Pallas Latio dare terga sequaci, 365 
(Aspera quis natura loci dimittere quando 
Suasit equos,) unum quod rebus restat egenis, 
Nunc prece, nunc dictis virtutem accendit amaris : 
“Quo fugitis, socii? Per vos et fortia facta, 
‘Per ducis Euandri nomen, devictaque bella, 370 
‘Spemque meam, patriae quae nunc subit aemula laudi, 
‘ Fidite ne pedibus. Ferro rumpenda per hostes 
‘Est via. Qua globus ille virum densissimus urguet, 
‘Hac vos et Pallanta ducem patria alta reposcit. 
‘Numina nulla premunt; mortali urguemur ab hoste 375 
‘Mortales ; totidem nobis animaeque manusque. 
‘Ecce, maris magna claudit nos obice pontus ; 
‘Deest iam terra fugae. Pelagus Troiamne petemus ?’ 
Haec ait, et medius densos prorumpit in hostes. 
Obvius huic primum, fatis adductus iniquis, 380 
Fit Lagus: hunc, magno vellit dum pondere saxum, 
Intorto figit telo, discrimina costis 
Per medium qua spina dabat ; hastamque receptat 
Ossibus haerentem. Quem non super occupat Hisbo, 
Tile quidem hoc sperans: nam Pallas ante ruentem, 385 
Dum furit, incautum crudeli morte sodalis, 
Excipit, atque ensem tumido in pulmone recondit. 
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He makes for Sthenelus and Anchemolus 

Of Rheetus’ ancient stock, who dared pollute 
His own stepmother’s chamber. Ye too, fell 
On Rutule fields, the offspring most alike 

Of Daucus, Thymber and Larides, twins 

Who of their parents were not told apart— 
Sweet puzzle to them: but upon you now 

Stern marks distinguishing has Pallas set, 

In that Evander’s sword has stolen thy head, 

O Thymber ; and, lopped off, thy right hand looks 
For thee, Larides, that hast been its lord, 

Its half-déad fingers twitch, and seek to lay 
Hold on the sword again. Mixed grief and shame 
Arms the Arcadians, fired by his reproach, 
Beholding too the hero’s glorious deeds, 

Against their foes. Then Pallas’ shaft goes through 
Rheetus on two-horsed chariot fleeing past. 
Such respiting and so much of delay 

Had Ilus; for from far away had he 

Aimed his stout spear at Ilus; and this spear, 
Coming betwixt them, Rhcetus intercepts 

When flying, noble Teuthras, from thy hand, 
And from Tyres thy brother; and half dead, 
Rolled from his car, he spurns Rutulian fields 
With heel. And as when summer winds are risen 
In answer to his wish, at points apart 

The shepherd launches fires against the woods ; 
And on a sudden, the mid spaces caught, 
Vulcan’s grim line now spreads unbrokenly 
Across the stretching plain; he from high seat 
Victorious views the triumphs of the flames : 

So thy brave comrades all combine as one, 

And aid thee, Pallas. But against his foes 
Halesus fierce in battle sets his face, 

And gathers all his strength behind his arms. 
“Ladon and Pheres and Demodocus 

He slays; and lops with flashing sword away 
Strymonius’ hand upraised against his throat ; 
Smites Thoas’ face with stone, and scatters wide 
The bones and mingled mass of blood and brain. 
His sire, his fate foretelling, had concealed 
Halesus in the woods ;- but when grown old, 
His whitening eyeballs he relaxed in death, 

The Parcae on the son laid hands and made 

An offering of him to Evander’s arms. 

Whom Pallas, then assailed, first praying ese 
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Hinc Sthenelum petit, et Rhoeti de gente vetusta 
Anchemolum, thalamos ausum incestare novercae. 
Vos etiam, gemini, Rutulis cecidistis in arvis, 
Daucia, Laride Thymberque, simillima proles, 
Indiscreta suis gratusque parentibus error ; 

At nunc dura dedit vobis discrimina Pallas : 


Nam tibi, Thymbre, caput Euandrius abstulit ensis : 


Te decisa suum, Laride dextera quaerit ; 


Semianimesque micant digiti, ferrumque retractant. 


Arcadas accensos monitu, et praeclara tuentes 
Facta viri, mixtus dolor et pudor armat in hostes. 
Tum Pallas biiugis fugientem Rhoetea praeter 
Traiicit. Hoc spatium tantumque morae fuit Ilo; 
Ilo namque procul validam direxerat hastam : 
Quam medius Rhoeteus intercipit, optime Teuthra, 
Te fugiens, fratremque Tyren; curruque volutus 
Caedit semianimis Rutulorum calcibus arva. 

Ac velut, optato ventis aestate coortis, 

Dispersa inmittit silvis incendia pastor ; 

Correptis subito mediis, extenditur una 

Horrida per latos acies Volcania campos ; 

Tile sedens victor flammas despectat ovantes : 

Non aliter socium virtus coit omnis in unum, 
Teque iuvat, Palla. Sed bellis acer Halaesus 
Tendit in adversos, seque in sua colligit arma. 
Hic mactat Ladona, Pheretaque, Demodocumque : 
Strymonio dextram fulgenti deripit ense 

Elatam in iugulum ; saxo ferit ora Thoantis, 
Ossaque dispersit cerebro permixta cruento. 

Fata canens silvis genitor celarat Halaesum ; 

Ut senior leto canentia lumina solvit, 

Iniecere manum Parcae, telisque sacrarunt 
Euandri. Quem sic Pallas petit ante precatus : 


473 


390 


395 


400 


405 


410 


415 


420 


474 BOOK X 


“Grant now, O father Tiber, to this shaft, 

That I do poise for flight, a prosperous course 

Through stout Halesus’ breast; so shall thine oak 

Retain these arms and trophies of the man.” 

The god to this entreaty lent an ear: 

And whilst Halesus covered with his shield 

Himaon, he, unhappy man, displayed 

His breast unguarded to the Arcadian dart 

But Lausus, of the war a mighty part, 

Let not his army be dismayed to see 

So great a chieftain slain; and first he dealt 

Death to Abas who now encountered him— 

Who both had knitted and had stayed the fight— 

Arcadia’s youth are slain; the Tuscans slain ; 

Ye Teucrians too, whom Greeks could never kill. 

Then clash the hosts, their chiefs and forces matched, 

The outer battle ranks crowd thick around, 

Nor does the throng give shaft or arm free play. 

On this side Pallas leads the stout attack ; 

On that against him Lausus, in his years 

Not far apart from him; of noble mien 

Were they; but fortune had denied to them 

A home-returning to their fatherland. 

Yet did not he who rules the might of heaven 

Allow them with each other to engage ; 

Soon each at hands of a still greater foe 

Their destinies are waiting them. 
i Meanwhile 

His guardian sister calls to Lausus’ aid 

Turnus, who in winged chariot cleaves his way 

Amidst their host ; and when he saw his friends : 

“Time now to cease from fighting; I alone 

’Gainst Pallas come; my due alone is he ; 

I would his sire himself were here to see.” 

He spake: and from the plain as ordered went 

His comrades ; but when back the Rutules drew, 

The warrior wondering at this proud command 

Stares thunderstruck at Turnus, and surveys 

With rolling glance his mighty frame throughout, 

And scans it all from far with savage glare, 

And traverses the haughty prince’s words 

With words like these “ Now either will I win 

The meed of praise for champion trophies won, 

Or noble death ; my sire for either lot 

Prepared. Away with threats.” He spake and strode 

To centre of the plain. The Arcadians’ blood 
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‘Da nunc, Thybri pater, ferro, quod missile libro, 

‘Fortunam atque viam duri per pectus Halaesi. 

‘Haec arma exuviasque viri tua quercus habebit.’ 

Audiit illa deus: dum texit Imaona Halaesus, 

Arcadio infelix telo dat pectus inermum. 

At non caede viri tanta perterrita Lausus, 

Pars ingens belli, sinit agmina: primus Abantem 

Oppositum interimit, pugnae nodumque moramque. 

Sternitur Arcadiae proles, sternuntur Etrusci, 

Et vos, o Graiis inperdita corpora, Teucri. 

Agmina concurrunt ducibusque et viribus aequis. 

Extremi addensent acies ; nec turba moveri 

Tela manusque sinit. Hinc Pallas instat et urguet, 

Hinc contra Lausus, (nec multum discrepat aetas,) 

Egregii forma; sed quis fortuna negarat 

In patriam reditus. Ipsos concurrere passus 

Haud tamen inter se magni regnator Olympi ; 

Mox illos sua fata manent maiore sub hoste. 
Interea soror alma monet succedere Lauso 

Turnum, qui volucri curru medium secat agmen. 

Ut vidit socios: ‘ Tempus desistere pugnae ; 

‘Solus ego in Pallanta feror ; soli mihi Pallas 

‘ Debetur ; cuperem ipse parens spectator adesset.’ 

Haec ait; et socii cesserunt aequore iusso. 

At, Rutulum abscessu, iuvenis tum iussa superba 

Miratus stupet in Turno corpusque per ingens 

Lumina volvit, obitque truci procul omnia visu ; 

Talibus et dictis it contra dicta tyranni: 

‘ Aut spoliis ego iam raptis laudabor opimis, 

‘ Aut leto insigni. Sorti pater aequus utrique est. 

“Tolle minas.’ Fatus medium procedit in aequor. 
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Grew chill, and curdled at the hearts of them. 
Then from his two-horsed chariot Turnus leapt, 
Prepared to meet him hand to hand afoot. 

And as a lion, from some high look out, 

When he has spied far o’er the plain a bull 

Who stands and broods of battle, bounds to him; 
E’en such was Turnus’ aspect as he came. 

Him when he deemed now come within spear-cast 
Pallas, who fain would strike the earlier blow— 

If fortune any wise might aid a deed 

Dared with unequal might—thus cries aloud 

To mighty ether: ‘ By my father’s ties 

As guest, and board to which a stranger erst 
Thou camest, thee, Alcides, do I pray, 

Aid my great effort ; let him see me tear 

His blood-stained armour from him yet alive ; 
May Turnus’ eyes when dying have to bear 
Sight of his conqueror.” Alcides heard 

The youth; and deep within his heart restrained 
A bitter groan, and idle tears he shed, 

Then thus the Sire, with kindly words addressed 
His son: “To each his own appointed day ; 

To all the season of their life is short 

And not to be renewed ; but by your deeds 

To spread renown, ay this is valour’s part. 
Beneath the lofty walls of Troy there fell 

Full many sons of gods, nay more, there died 
Along with them Sarpedon, offspring mine. 

E’en Turnus his own fates are summoning, 

And he has reached the goal of given years.”’ 

He spake, and looked from Rutule fields away. 
But Pallas hurls with mighty force his spear, 
And draws from hollow sheath his flashing sword. 
The spear in flight falls where the topmost plates 
Of shoulder-armour rise, and, thrusting through 
The edges of the shield, glanced even then 

At length from Turnus’ mighty frame aside. 
Then Turnus, poising long, at Pallas hurls 

His iron-tipped oaken shaft, and thus he cries: 
“See if my shaft has not more power to pierce.” 
He spake: but with a quivering stroke the spear 
Drove through the centre of the shield, and through 
So many skins of iron and skins of brass 

As one bull’s hide so often could o’erlap, 

And pierced a path through corselet’s barrier 

And through his mighty breast. In vain he tears 
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Frigidus Arcadibus coit in praecordia sanguis. 
Desiluit Turnus bitugis; pedes apparat ire 
Comminus. Utque leo, specula cum vidit ab alta 
Stare procul campis meditantem in proelia taurum, 
Advolat ; haud alia est Turni venientis imago. 
Hunc ubi contiguum missae fore credidit hastae, 
Ire prior Pallas, si qua fors adiuvet ausum 

Viribus inparibus, magnumque ita ad aethera fatur : 
“Per patris hospitium, et mensas, quas advena adisti, 
‘Te precor, Alcide, coeptis ingentibus adsis. 
‘Cernat semineci sibi me rapere arma cruenta ; 
‘Victoremque ferant morientia lumina Turni.’ 
Audiit Alcides iuvenem, magnumque sub imo 

Corde premit gemitum, lacrimasque effundit inanes. 
Tum Genitor natum dictis adfatur amicis: 

‘Stat sua cuique dies; breve et inreparabile tempus 
‘Omnibus est vitae: sed famam extendere factis, 
‘Hoc virtutis opus. Troiae sub moenibus altis 
‘Tot gnati cecidere deum; quin occidit una 
“Sarpedon, mea progenies. Etiam sua Turnum 
‘Fata vocant, metasque dati pervenit ad aevi.’ 

Sic ait, atque oculos Rutulorum reicit arvis. 

At Pallas magnis emittit viribus hastam, 
Vaginaque cava fulgentem deripit ensem. 

Illa volans, umeri surgunt qua tegmina summa, 
Incidit, atque, viam clipei molita per oras, 

Tandem etiam magno strinxit de corpore Turni. 
Hic Turnus ferro praefixum robur acuto 

In Pallanta diu librans iacit, atque ita fatur : 

* Adspice, num mage sit nostrum penetrabile telum.’ 
Dixerat ; at clipeum, tot ferri terga, tot aeris, 
Quem pellis totiens obeat circumdata tauri, 
Vibranti medium cuspis transverberat ictu, 
Loricaeque moras et pectus perforat ingens. 
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The hot shaft from the wound ; by one same way 
Come after it the lifeblood and the hfe. 
Down on his wound he crashes; o’er him ring 
His arms; and he in death with blood-stained mouth 
Bites at the land that proved his enemy. 
And standing over him thus Turnus then : 
“ Arcadians, be mindful that ye bear 
Back to Evander message this of mine ; 
E’en as his sire deserved, I send him back 
Pallas; whate’er the honour of a tomb, 
Whate’er the solace of a burial, 
I freely give it him. Not small the price 
That for AEneas’ guestship he will pay.” 
And having said it, with left foot he trod 
Upon the lifeless form, and snatched away 
His heavy weighted belt, with tale of crime 
Graven thereon ; crime of a nuptial night 
When foully was a band of warriors slain, 
And bridal couches made to reek with blood ; 
This Cloneus, son of Eurytus, had wrought 
Enchased in depth of gold; spoil over which 
Turnus now triumphs, full of joy that he 
Won it his own. Ah! mind of man knows nought 
Of fate or lot to be, or how to keep 
In bounds, uplifted by prosperity ! 
A time shall be to Turnus when he fain 
For Pallas scathless heavy price would pay, 
And he will hate those trophies and that day. 
But with much groaning and with tears his friends, 
Thronging around, bear Pallas back again 
Upon his buckler laid. O bitterness 
As well as great ennobling to thy sire 
Art thou returning! This thine opening day 
Both gave to war and beareth thee away : 
Yet dost thou leave behind huge heaps of slain 
Rutulian foes. 

Nor does mere rumour now 
Fly to Aineas of such grievous woe 
But surer messenger, that now his friends 
Are in the narrow borderland of death ; 
Tis time to bear the routed Trojans aid. 
With sword he mows down all that next him lies, 
With sword too, in his fury, through their van 
Drives a broad lane, O Turnus, seeking thee 
In all thy boast of slaughter newly made. 
Pallas—Evander—present is it all 
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Ille rapit calidum frustra de volnere telum : 
Una eademque via sanguis animusque sequuntur. 
Corruit in volnus ; sonitum super arma dedere ; 
Et terram hostilem moriens petit ore cruento. 
Quem Turnus super adsistens : 490 
‘ Arcades, haec,’ inquit, ‘ memores mea dicta referte 
‘Euandro: Qualem meruit, Pallanta remitto. 
“Quisquis honos tumuli, quidquid solamen humandi est, 
‘Largior. Haud illi stabunt Aeneia parvo 
‘ Hospitia.’ Et laevo pressit pede, talia fatus, 495 
Exanimem, rapiens inmania pondera baltei, 
Inpressumque nefas: una sub nocte iugali 
Caesa manus iuvenum foede, thalamique cruenti ; 
Quae Clonus Eurytides multo caelaverat auro : 
Quo nunc Turnus ovat spolio gaudetque potitus. 500 
Nescia mens hominum fati sortisque futurae, 
Et servare modum, rebus sublata secundis ! 
Turno tempus erit, magno cum optaverit emptum 
Intactum Pallanta, et cum spolia ista diemque 
Oderit. At socii multo gemitu lacrimisque 505 
Inpositum scuto referunt Pallanta frequentes. 
O dolor atque decus magnum rediture parenti ! 
Haec te prima dies bello dedit, haec eadem aufert, 
Cum tamen ingentes Rutulorum linquis acervos ! 

Nec iam fama mali tanti, sed certior auctor 510 
Advolat Aeneae, tenui discrimine leti 
Esse suos: tempus, versis succurrere Teucris. 
Proxima quaeque metit gladio, latumque per agmen 
Ardens limitem agit ferro, te, Turne, superbum 


Caede nova quaerens. Pallas, Euander, in ipsis 515 
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Before his very eyes ; that board, the first 

To which a stranger-guest he then drew nigh, 
And hands they plighted. Hereupon he caught 
Four youths, of Sulmo sons, so many too 

Whom Ufens had in charge, to offer them 

Live victims unto Pallas’ shades below, 

And with their captive blood to drench the flames 
Of funeral pyre. Next he had aimed from far 

His angry spear at Magus. Craftily 

He stooped beneath it, so the quivering spear 
Flew over him; and grasping by the knees 
7Eneas, suppliant, he besought him thus : 

““ By Manes of the father, by thy hopes 

To see Iulus’ rising star, I pray, 

Spare this my life for son and father both. 

I have a lofty palace, and therein 

Lie talents of chased silver buried deep ; 

And weight of gold have I, both wrought and plain : 
Turns not on this the victory of Troy, 

Nor will one life of such deep moment prove.” 
He ended, and AEneas thus replied : 

“Those talents all of silver and of gold 

Thou tellest of, for sons of thine retain. 

Turnus, before, when Pallas’ life he took, 

Made quit of those thy bargainings of war. 

So minded is my sire Anchises’ ghost, 

And so Iulus.”” So he spake and grasped 

With left the other’s helm, and, bending back 
His neck e’en while he prayed, struck in the sword 
Right to the hilt of it. And not far off 

The priest of Phoebus and of Trivia, 

Haemonides, whose brow a wreath of wool 

With sacrificial fillet chapleted, 

Resplendent all in robes and armour fine ; 

Whom meeting, o’er the plain he chased; and fallen 
Stood over him, and as his victim slew, 

And covered him with death’s tremendous shade ; 
Serestus on his shoulder carries back 

His gathered arms, a trophy unto thee, 

O king Gradivus. There renew the fight, 

Born of the race of Vulcan, Caeculus 

And Umbro, who from Marsian mountains came. 
On them the Dardan chief in fury turns ; 

The left arm and his orbéd shield entire 

From Anxur he with sword had lopped away ; 
Great boast had he been making, and had thought 
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Omnia sunt oculis; mensae, quas advena primas 
Tunc adiit, dextraeque datae. Sulmone creatos 
Quattuor hic iuvenes, totidem, quos educat Ufens, 
Viventes rapit, inferias quos immolet umbris, 
Captivoque rogi perfundat sanguine flammas. 

Inde Mago procul infensam contenderat hastam. 
Ille astu subit ; at tremibunda supervolat hasta ; 
Et genua amplectens effatur talia supplex : 

‘Per patrios Manes, per spes surgentis luli 

‘Te précor, hanc animam serves gnatoque patrique. 
“Est domus alta; iacent penitus defossa talenta 
‘Caelati argenti; sunt auri pondera facti 
‘Infectique mihi. Non hic victoria Teucrum 
‘Vertitur ; aut anima una dabit discrimina tanta.’ 
Dixerat. Aeneas contra cui talia reddit : 

‘ Argenti atque auri memoras quae multa talenta, 
“Gnatis parce tuis. Belli commercia Turnus 

‘ Sustulit ista prior iam tum Pallante peremto. 
‘Hoc patris Anchisae Manes, hoc sentit Iulus.’ 

Sic fatus galeam laeva tenet, atque reflexa 

Cervice orantis capulo tenus adplicat ensem. 

Nec procul Haemonides, Phoebi Triviaeque sacerdos, 
Infula cui sacra redimibat tempora vitta, 

Totus conlucens veste atque insignibus armis. 
Quem congressus agit campo, lapsumque superstans 
Immolat, ingentique umbra tegit ; arma Serestus 
Lecta refert humeris, tibi, rex Gradive, tropaeum. 
Instaurant acies Volcani stirpe creatus 

Caeculus et veniens Marsorum montibus Umbro. 
Dardanides contra furit. Anxuris ense sinistram 
Et totum clipei ferro deiecerat orbem : 

(Dixerat ille aliquid magnum, vimque adfore verbo 


481 


520 


520 


530 


039 


540 


545 


482 BOOK X 


His might would match his words, and as it chanced 
High as the heaven was lifting his proud heart ; 
And to himself had promised hoary hairs 

And length of years. In pride of gleaming arms 
Tarquitus crossed Afneas’ fiery path, 

Tarquitus whom nymph Dryope had borne 

To sylvan Faunus. He with swift hurléd spear 

To breast plate pins the cumbrous weight of shield 
Then to the earth smites off the head of him 

Idly beseeching, and endeavouring 

To utter many pleas, and, from his path 

Spurning his lifewarm trunk, spake over it 

These words from heart of foe; “ There in thy place 
Now lie, dread enemy. Not in the ground 

Shall kindly mother bury thee, nor load 

Thy limbs with weights of an ancestral tomb ; 

To savage birds shalt thou be left a prey, 

Or in the whirpool sunken shall the wave 

Bear thee, and greedy fishes lick thy wounds.” 
Then without pause Antzus he o’ertakes, 

And Lycas, these of Turnus’ foremost ranks, 

Brave Numa and the yellow-haired Camers, 

Son of high-hearted Volscens—Volscens who 

Of Western chiefs was wealthiest in land, 

And o’er Amyclae’s silent city reigned. 

E’en like AXgeon, he that as men say, 

Possessed a hundred arms, a hundred hands, 

And flashed from fifty mouths and chests the flame 
When, answering the thunderbolts of Jove, 

He clanked so many shields all like, and grasped 
So many blades; thus over all the plain, 

A conqueror, AEneas wreaked his rage, 

When once his blade was warm. Nay more, behold ! 
Against Nipheus’ steeds yoked four abreast 

Their chests confronting him, he starts to go: 

And these, from far when they beheld him stride, 
And heard him shouting vengeance terrible, 

In terror wheeled about, and rushing back, 

Both toss the chieftain out and whirl the car 

Off to the shore. Meanwhile with their white pair 
Do Lycagus and Liger in their midst 

Proud entry make, and while his brother guides 
The steeds with rein, the valiant Lycagus 

Around him brandishes his naked blade. 

fEneas could not brook them as they raged 

With such great fury; He upon them rushed 
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Crediderat, caeloque animum fortasse ferebat, 
Canitiemque sibi et longos promiserat annos :) 
Tarquitus exsultans contra fulgentibus armis, 
Silvicolae Fauno Dryope quem Nympha crearat, 
Obvius ardenti sese obtulit. TIlle reducta 

Loricam clipeique ingens onus inpedit hasta ; 

Tum caput orantis nequiquam, et multa parantis 
Dicere, deturbat terrae, truncumque tepentem 
Provolvens super haec inimico pectore fatur : 
‘Istic nunc, metuende, iace! Non te optima mater 
‘“Condet humi, patriove onerabit membra sepulcro: 
‘ Alitibus linquere feris; aut gurgite mersum 
‘Unda feret, piscesque inpasti volnera lambent.’ 
Protinus Antaeum et Lucam, prima agmina Turni, 
Persequitur, fortemque Numam, fulvmque Camertem, 
Magnanimo Volscente satum, ditissimus agri 

Qui fuit Ausonidum, et tacitis regnavit Amyclis. 
Aegaeon qualis, centum cui bracchia dicunt, 
Centenasque manus, quinquaginta oribus ignem 
Pectoribusque arsisse, Iovis cum fulmina contra 
Tot paribus streperet clipeis, tot stringeret enses : 
Sic toto Aeneas desaevit in aequore victor, 

Ut semel intepuit mucro. Quin ecce Niphaei 
Quadriiuges in equos adversaque pectora tendit. 
Atque illi, longe gradientem et dira frementem 

Ut videre, metu versi retroque ruentes 
Effunduntque ducem, rapiuntque ad litora currus. 
Interea biiugis infert se Lucagus albis 

In medios, fraterque Liger; sed frater habenis 
Flectit equos, strictum rotat acer Lucagus ensem. 
Haud tulit Aeneas tanto fervore furentes : 
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And stood before them with opposing spear, 
A mighty form. To him then Liger cried: 
‘* Thou look’st not on the steeds of Diomed, 
Nor on Achilles’ car, nor Phrygian plains ; 
Now to these lands shall ending of the war 
And of thy life be given.” So broadcast flew 
The words of Liger in his recklessness ; 
Yet did not also Troy’s heroic chief 
Frame words in answer. For against his foe 
He hurls his javelin; as Lycagus leans 
Forward and smites with flat of sword the steeds, 
While with left foot advanced he sets himself 
In trim for combat; at the lowest joints 
The spear-shaft through the shining buckler stole, 
Then pierces the left groin; the dying chief, 
Hurled from his chariot, rolls upon the plain. 
Whom good Atneas taunts with bitter words: 
‘’Twas then no coward fleeing of thy steeds, 
O Lycagus, that did betray thy car, 
Nor did the idle shadows of thy foes 
Turn them to flight ; ’tis thou thyself dost leap 
From off thy wheels, and leave thy harnessed pair.” 
And, speaking thus, he grasped the twin-yoked steeds. 
Then stretched the brother forth his helpless palms, 
Poor youth, and he from that same chariot slipped : 
‘“‘Renownéd Trojan! by thyself, by those 
Parents who gat thee such an one to be, 
Leave me my life, and pity him that prays.” 
And when he pleaded more, Aéneas cried : 
‘Not such thy talk but lately. End thy life, 
And brother from thy brother part thee not.” 
He then laid bare the caverns of the life 
And breast with point of sword. Such deaths as these 
The Dardan chief was dealing o’er the plain, 
In course as furious as some torrent stream, 
Or low’ring whirlwind. Then at last burst forth 
The boy Ascanius and the youth besieged 
In vain, and quit their camp. 

Great Jove the while 
Of his own will addresses Juno thus: 
“Q sister mine, as well as spouse most dear, 
As thou didst deem, nor does thy judgment err, 
"Tis Venus who the power of Troy sustains ; 
Not war’s quick hand that these brave men possess, 
Fierce courage, nor endurance of its risks.” 
Whom answered Juno with submissive mien : 
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Inruit, adversaque ingens adparuit hasta. 

Cui Liger : 

‘Non Diomedis equos, nec currum cernis Achillis, 

‘ Aut Phrygiae campos: nunc belli finis et aevi 

‘His dabitur terris.’ Vesano talia late 

Dicta volant Ligeri. Sed non et Troius heros 

Dicta parat contra; 1aculum nam torquet in hostem. 

Lucagus ut pronus pendens in verbera telo 

Admonuit biiugos, proiecto dum pede laevo 

Aptat se pugnae, subit oras hasta per imas 

Fulgentis clipei, tum laevum perforat inguen ; 

Excussus curru moribundus volvitur arvis. 

Quem pius Aeneas dictis adfatur amaris : 

‘ Lucage, nulla tuos currus fuga segnis equorum 

‘ Prodidit, aut vanae vertere ex hostibus umbrae : 

‘Ipse rotis saliens iuga deseris.’ Haec ita fatus 

Arripuit biiugos. Frater tendebat inertes 

Infelix palmas, curru delapsus eodem : 

‘ Per te, per qui te talem genuere parentes, 

‘Vir Troiane, sine hanc animam, et miserere precantis.’ 

Pluribus oranti Aeneas: ‘ Haud talia dudum 

‘Dicta dabas. Morere, et fratrem ne desere frater.’ 

Tum, latebras animae, pectus mucrone recludit. 

Talia per campos edebat funera ductor 

Dardanius, torrentis aquae vel turbinis atri 

More furens. Tandem erumpunt, et castra relinquunt 

Ascanius puer et nequiquam obsessa iuventus. 
Junonem interea compellat Iuppiter ultro : 

“O germana mihi atque eadem gratissima coniunx, 

‘Ut rebare, Venus (nec te sententia fallit) 

‘ Troianas sustentat opes, non vivida bello 

“ Dextra viris, animusque ferox, patiensque pericli.’ 

Cui Iuno submissa: ‘ Quid, o pulcherrime coniunx, 
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““Why then, my gracious spouse, dost thou afflict 
Her that is sad, and dreads thy harsh commands ? 
Would in my love were still the potency 
That erst there was, and fittingly should be, 
For this thou would’st not then to me deny, 
Thou that hast rule of all, that I should have 
The power to steal me Turnus from the fray, 
And for his father Daunus keep him safe. 
Now he may perish, and to Trojans pay 
The forfeit of uprightness with his blood. 
Yet from our stock does he derive his name, 
And fourth in order of his ancestors 
Pilumnus is; and with unsparing hand 
And many gifts he oft has heaped thy shrine.” 
To whom the king of heaven’s Olympus made 
This brief reply: ‘‘ If stay of instant death 
And span of respite for the youth be prayed, 
Who soon must fall, and it be thy desire 
That I so order it, bear Turnus off 
By flight, and snatch him from his pressing fate. 
So far for my indulgence is there room. 
But if beneath the prayers thou utterest 
Lie any deeper boon, or if thou deem 
The war’s whole course may be upset or changed, 
An idle expectation thou dost feed.” 
And Juno weeping at his word replied : 
“What if the favour thou art loth to give 
In words, in heart thou grant it, and this life 
To Turnus should remain of thy decree ? 
Now a sad end awaits a guiltless man, 
Or else deluded from the truth I drift. 
But oh! how rather would I now be mocked 
Of vain forebodings, and that thou shouldst bend 
For better—as thou canst—thy course begun.” 

So having said, at once from lofty heaven 
She Jaunched her through the air in cloud enwrapped, 
Chasing the storm before ; and took her way 
To Ilium’s line and to Laurentum’s camp. 
Then from the hollow cloud the goddess forms 
A thin weak shade to bear Aéneas’ shape, 
A portent wondrous to behold—adorns 
With Dardan weapons—makes it counterfeit 
The shield and plumes upon his god-born head ; 
Gives to it empty words, and gives them sound 
Though lacking mind ; and fashions on it too 
The striding of his gait ; like phantom forms 
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‘ Sollicitas aegram et tua tristia dicta timentem ? 


‘Si mihi, quae quondam fuerat, quamque esse decebat, 


‘Vis in amore foret! Non hoc mihi namque negares, 
“Omnipotens; quin et pugnae subducere Turnum, 
“Et Dauno possem incolumem servare parenti. 
‘Nunc pereat, Teucrisque pio det sanguine poenas, 
‘Tile tamen nostra deducit origine nomen 

“ Pilumnusque illi quartus pater; et tua larga 
‘Saepe manu multisque oneravit limina donis.’ 

Cui rex aetherii breviter sic fatus Olympi : 

‘ Si mora praesentis leti tempusque caduco 

‘Oratur iuveni, meque hoc ita ponere sentis : 

‘Tolle fuga Turnum, atque instantibus eripe fatis. 
‘Hactenus indulsisse vacat. Sin altior istis 

‘Sub precibus venia ulla latet, totumque moveri 

‘ Mutarive putas bellum, spes pascis inanes.’ 

Et Iuno adlacrimans: ‘ Quid si, quod voce gravaris, 
“Mente dares, atque haec Turno rata vita maneret ? 
‘ Nunc manet insontem gravis exitus ; aut ego veri 
‘Vana feror. Quod ut o potius formidine falsa 
‘Ludar, et in melius tua, qui potes, orsa reflectas ! ° 
Haec ubi dicta dedit, caelo se protinus alto 

Misit, agens hiemem, nimbo succincta, per auras, 
Iliacamque aciem et Laurentia castra petivit. 

Tum dea nube cava tenuem sine viribus, umbram 
In faciem Aeneae (visu mirabile monstrum) 
Dardaniis ornat telis, clipeumque iubasque 

Divini adsimulat capitis ; dat inania verba ; 


Dat sine mente sonum, gressusque effingit euntis : 
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That folk say flit around when death is o’er 

Or like the dreams that slumbering senses cheat. 
But gleefully before the foremost ranks 

The phantom leaps triumphant, and provokes 

The chief with shafts, and stings him with reproach ; 
Upon whom Turnus presses, and at whom 

He from a distance flings his hissing spear ; 

It wheels its course about, and turns in flight. 

But then when Turnus deemed AEneas now 

Routed and yielding, boisterously he drank 

The idle hope within his heart: ‘‘ Where then, 
JEneas, dost thou flee ? abandon not 

Thy plighted nuptials. By this hand shall be 
Given thee the land thou soughtest o’er the wave.” 
So, loudly calling, in pursuit he goes 

And flashes his bare point ; yet does he not 

See that the breezes bear his joys away. 

Chanced it a vessel at her moorings lay 

Beside the margin of a lofty rock, 

With ladders all set forth, and bridge prepared ; 
Whereon the king Osinius had been borne 

From Clusium’s shores. Into its hiding place, 
Hot-haste, Aineas’ flying phantom leapt ; 

Turnus no slower in pursuit, surmounts 

All checks and o’er the lofty gangways bounds. 
Scarce had he gained the prow, when Saturn’s child 
Sunders the cable, and on backward wave 

Whirls off the vessel from her moorings torn. 

But him that’s gone A‘neas now demands 

To do him battle; many the brave men 

Whom, meeting them, he sends to Death below. 
Then did the fickle phantom seek no more 

Places wherein to lurk, but soars aloft, 

And quickly mingles in a murky cloud ; 

While all the while the whirlwind in mid stream 

Is bearing Turnus off. He looks behind 

All unaware of things; and naught his thanks 
For safety gained, and stretching towards the stars 
Both palms: “ Almighty Sire,’’ he cries aloud, 
‘“‘And didst thou deem me worthy such reproach, 
And will that I should pay such penalty ? 
Whither am I borne? From whence did I depart ? 
What flight is this that takes me? In what case 
Will it restore me? Shall I e’er again 

Behold Laurentum’s ramparts or the camp ? 

How will that noble band of warriors fare 
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Morte obita quales fama est volitare figuras, 

Aut quae sopitos deludunt somnia sensus. 

At primas laeta ante acies exsultat imago, 
Inritatque virum telis, et voce lacessit. 

Instat cui Turnus, stridentemque eminus hastam 
Coniicit ; illa dato vertit vestigia tergo. 


Tum vero Aenean aversum ut cedere Turnus 


Credidit, atque animo spem turbidus hausit inanem : 


“Quo fugis, Aenea? thalamos ne desere pactos ; 
‘Hac’ dabitur dextra tellus quaesita per undas.’ 
Talia vociferans sequitur, strictumque coruscat 
Mucronem ; nec ferre videt sua gaudia ventos. 
Forte ratis celsi coniuncta crepidine saxi 
Expositis stabat scalis, et ponte parato, 

Qua rex Clusinis advectus Osinius oris. 

Huc sese trepida Aeneae fugientis imago 

Coniicit in latebras ; nec Turnus segnior instat, 
Exsuperatque moras, et pontes transilit altos. 
Vix proram attigerat : rumpit Saturnia funem, 
Avolsamque rapit revoluta per aequora navem. 
Tium autem Aeneas absentem in proelia poscit ; 
Obvia multa virum demittit corpora morti. 

Tum levis haud ultra latebras iam quaerit imago ; 
Sed sublime volans nubi se inmiscuit atrae : 

Cum Turnum medio interea fert aequore turbo. 
Respicit ignarus rerum ingratusque salutis, 

Et duplices cum voce manus ad sidera tendit : 
‘Omnipotens genitor, tanton’ me crimine dignum 
‘ Duxisti, et tales voluisti expendere poenas ? 
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‘Quo feror ? unde abii ? quae me fuga, quemve reducet ? 


‘ Laurentesne iterum muros aut castra videbo ? 
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Who followed mé to war, all whom—fell wrong !— 
I now have left to death unspeakable ? 
Now too do I behold them straying—hear 
The groan of them that fall? What in my power? 
Where now can earth yawn deep enough for me? 
O, rather then, ye winds, be pitiful 
And drive my bark upon the cliffs, the rocks 
(I, Turnus, freely offer you the prayer) 
And plunge her in the Syrtes’ cruel shoals, 
Whither no Rutules, and no ill report 
With knowledge of my shame may follow me.” 
So speaking, he is swayed within his heart 
Now this way and now that, if, sense-bereft 
At such deep shame, he should ensheath his sword 
Within his body and his cruel blade 
Thrust through his ribs, or fling him to the waves 
And swimming seek to gain the winding shore 
And give him to the Trojans arms again. 
Thrice to each course he set himself, and thrice 
Most mighty Juno held his purpose back, 
And pitying in her heart, restrained the youth. 
Cleaving the deep he glides with wave and tide, 
Borne to his father Daunus’ ancient town. 

But meantime by the ordering of Jove, 
Fiery Mezentius takes the fight in hand, 
And on the Trojans in their triumph falls. 
Close crowd the Tuscan ranks and all on one— 
On one with hate and crowd of shafts they press. 
He like the rock that into sea’s expanse 
Juts forth, and meets the raging of the wind, 
And open to the main, bears patiently 
The whole assaults and threats of sky and sea, 
Yet stands itself immovable. To earth 
He smites down Hebrus Dolichaon’s son, 
And with him Latagas, and Palmus too 
Swift to take flight; but Latagas he caught 
With stone—ay, with huge fragment of the hill— 
Full in the face upon the mouth. He leaves 
The coward Palmus rolling in the sand 
Hamstrung ; and present of his armour makes 
To Lausus on his shoulders for to wear, 
And plumes upon his helmet-top to fix. 
Phrygian Evanthes furthermore he slays, 
Mimas too, Paris’ comrade of like age, 
Whom, offspring unto Amycus his sire, 
Theano bare on that same night, whereon 


LIBER X 491 
‘Quid manus illa virum, qui me meaque arma secuti ? 
‘Quosne (nefas) omnes infanda morte reliqui, 
‘Et nunc palantes video, gemitumque cadentum 
‘ Accipio? Quid ago? aut quae iam satis ima dehiscat 
‘Terra mihi? Vos o potius miserescite, venti ! 676 
‘In rupes, in saxa (volens vos Turnus adoro) 
‘Ferte ratem, saevisque vadis inmittite Syrtis, 
‘Quo neque me Rutuli, nec conscia fama sequatur.’ 
Haec memorans, animo nunc huc, nunc fluctuat illuc, 680 
An sese mucrone ob tantum dedecus amens 
Induat, et crudum per costas exigat ensem , 
Fluctibus an iaciat mediis, et litora nando 
Curva petat, Teucrumque iterum se reddat in arma. 
Ter conatus utramque viam: ter maxima Iuno 685 
Continuit, iuvenemque animi miserata repressit. 
Labitur alta secans fluctuque aestuque secundo ; 
Et patris antiquam Dauni defertur ad urbem. 

At Iovis interea monitis Mezentius ardens 
Succedit pugnae, Teucrosque invadit ovantes. 690 
Concurrunt Tyrrhenae acies, atque omnibus uni, 
Uni odiisque viro telisque frequentibus instant. 
Iile, velut rupes, vastum quae prodit in aequor, 
Obvia ventorum furiis, expostaque ponto, 
Vim cunctam atque minas perfert caelique marisque, 695 
Ipsa inmota manens: prolem Dolichaonis Hebrum 
Sternit humi, cum quo Latagum, Palmumque fugacem : 
Sed Latagum saxo atque ingenti fragmine montis 
Occupat os faciemque adversam ; poplite Palmum 
Succiso volvi segnem sinit ; armaque Lauso 700 
Donat habere umeris, et vertice figere cristas. 
Nec non Euanthen Phrygium, Paridisque Mimanta 
Aequalem comitemque ; una quem nocte Theano 
In lucem genitori Amyco dedit, et face praegnans 
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The child of Cisseus, the torch-pregnant queen 
Gave birth to Paris. Paris now lies dead 

Within his father’s town; Laurentum’s coast 
Holds Mimas’ grave unknown. And like the huge boar 
From lofty mountain chased by tooth of hound— 
Whom pineclad Vesulus long years, long years 
Laurentum’s marsh-land sheltered, while he fed 
Within its reedy wood; come ’mongst the toils 
He stands at once at bay, and fiercely roars, 
And rears the shaggy bristles on his flanks ; 

Nor any one hath courage to be wroth, 

Or nearer to approach him; but with darts 

And shouts, far off, from safety set on him, 

While he, undaunted, upon every side 

Holds them at bay, and gnashes with his teeth, 
And dashes from his back the spears they aim— 
So of all those in whom Mezentius stirred 

A righteous anger, none had heart in him 

To meet him with drawn steel; but from afar 
With missiles and loud shouts they harass him 
From ancient boundaries of Corythus 

Had Acron, come, a man of Greek descent ; 

Who, exiled left espousals incomplete. 

Him when Mezentius far away descried 

Troubling the thick of battle, gaily clad 

In plumes and purple of his plighted bride, 

As oft a hungry lion ranging ‘midst 

The lofty lairs—for maddening hunger bids— 

If timid goat perchance he spy, or stag 
Proud-horned, is glad; and, with a monstrous yawn 
Uprears his mane, and couching on his prey 
Fastens upon its flesh ; a loathsome gore 

Is smeared about his fangs unsatisfied— 

Thus fierce Mezentius rushed on thick of foes. 
Slain is the luckless Acron, and with heel 

Smites the dark ground as he breathes out his life, 
And with his red blood dyes the broken shaft. 
Nor did the chieftain deign in flight to slay 
Orodes, nor with javelin-cast inflict 

A treacherous wound ; but faced him in his path 
And man confronted man, and gained the day 

By no deceit, but valour of his arms. 

Then on his prostrate foe he plants the foot, 

And as he wrestles with the spear cries out : 

‘No trifling portion of the war, my men, 

Was tall Orodes who is lying here.” 
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Cisseis regina Parin: Paris urbe paterna 

Occubat ; ignarum Laurens habet ora Mimanta. 
Ac velut ille canum morsu de montibus altis 

Actus aper, multos Vesulus quem pinifer annos 
Defendit, multosque palus Laurentia, silva 

Pastus arundinea, postquam inter retia ventum est, 
Substitit, infremuitque ferox, et inhorruit armos: 
Nec cuiquam irasci propiusque accedere virtus, 

Sed iaculis tutisque procul clamoribus instant : 

Ile autem inpavidus partes cunctatur in omnes, 
Dentibus infrendens, et tergo decutit hastas : 

Haud aliter, iustae quibus est Mezentius irae, 

Non ulli est animus stricto concurrere ferro ; 
Missilibus longe et vasto clamore lacessunt. 

Venerat antiquis Corythi de finibus Acron, 

Graius homo, infectos linquens profugus hymenaeos : 
Hunc ubi miscentem longe media agmina vidit, 
Purpureum pennis et pactae coniugis ostro : 
Inpastus stabula alta leo ceu saepe peragrans, 
(Suadet enim vesana fames) si forte fugacem 
Conspexit capream, aut surgentem in cornua cervum, 
Gaudet, hians inmane, comasque arrexit, et haeret 
Visceribus super incumbens ; lavit inproba taeter 
Ora cruor : 

Sic ruit in densos alacer Mezentius hostes. 

Sternitur infelix Acron, et calcibus atram 

Tundit humum exspirans, infractaque tela cruentat. 
Atque idem fugientem haud est dignatus Oroden 
Sternere, nec iacta caecum dare cuspide volnus : 
Obvius adversoque occurrit, seque viro vir 
Contulit, haud furto melior, sed fortibus armis. 
Tum super abiectum posito pede nixus et hasta: 
‘Pars belli haud temnenda, viri, iacet altus Orodes.’ 
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His friends with shouts take up the pean glad. 
But dying he: “ Not o’er me unavenged, 
Whoe’er thou art, nor long wilt thou rejoice 
As conqueror, like fates await thee too 
And soon on this same field shalt thou be laid.” 
To whom Mezentius—smile with anger mixed : 
“Now die; and let the Father of the gods 
And ruler of mankind provide for me.” 
So speaking from the other’s form he drew 
The spear: and heavy on his eyelids weighed 
A stern repose, and iron bond of sleep ; 
His eyes are closed for everlasting night. 
Alcathous by Cedicus was slain, 
Hydaspes by Sacrator; Rapo slew 
Parthenius, and Orses (mighty limbed} ; 
Then Clonius and Ericetes too 
Lycaon’s son, Messapus overcame ; 
The former while upon the ground he laid, 
Fallen from his restive steed; the latter chief 
Who fought afoot, on foot. And there had stepped 
Forth to do battle, Agis, Lycian born. 
But Valerus, who did not lack at all 
The courage of his grandsire, smites him down. 
Salius slays Thronius, and Nealces then, 
Skilful with dart and with far-stealing shaft, 
Slays Salius. 

Now did cruel Mars begin 
To deal them griefs and deaths reciprocal 
With even hand; victors and vanquished both 
Alike were slaying and alike were slain ; 
And neither these nor those knew aught of flight. 
The gods within the palaces of Jove 
Pity the idle fury of them both, 
And that such woes should mortal men befall. 
On this side Venus, on the opposite 
Saturnian Juno, contemplate the fray ; 
Amongst their thousands pale Tisiphone 
Her fury wreaks. But see Mezentius strides, 
Shaking his mighty spear, across the plain 
In stormy mood ; tall as Orion shows 
Cleaving his way, what time across the midst 
Of Nereus’ mighty pools he treads afoot, 
And by his shoulder towers above the waves ; 
Or, bearing homeward from the mountain top 
An aged ash, steps proudly on the ground 
And hides his head among the clouds: e’en so 
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Conclamant socii laetum paeana secuti. 


Ille autem exspirans: ‘Non me, quicumque es, inulto, 


“Victor, nec longum laetabere: te quoque fata 
‘ Prospectant paria, atque eadem mox arva tenebis.’ 


Ad quem subridens mixta Mezentius ira : 
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“ Nunc morere : ast de me divom pater atque hominum rex 


Viderit.’ Hoc dicens eduxit corpore telum. 

Olli dura quies oculos et ferreus urguet 

Somnus: in aeternam clauduntur lumina noctem. 
Caedicus Alcathoum obtruncat, Sacrator Hydaspen ; 
Partheniumque Rapo et praedurum viribus Orsen : 
Messapus Cloniumque Lycaoniumque Ericeten ; 
Illum infrenis equi lapsu tellure iacentem, 

Hunc peditem pedes. Et Lycius processerat Agis : 
Quem tamen haud expers Valerus virtutis avitae 
Deicit ; at Thronium Salius, Saliumque Nealces, 
Insignis iaculo et longe fallente sagitta. 

Iam gravis aequabat luctus et mutua Mavors 
Funera, caedebant pariter pariterque ruebant 
Victores victique ; neque his fuga nota, neque illis. 
Di Iovis in tectis iram miserantur inanem 
Amborum, et tantos mortalibus esse labores ; 
Hinc Venus, hinc contra spectat Saturnia Iuno. 
Pallida Tisiphone media inter millia saevit. 

At vero ingentem quatiens Mezentius hastam 
Turbidus ingreditur campo. Quam magnus Orion, 
Quum pedes incedit medii per maxima Nerei 
Stagna viam scindens, umero supereminet undas ; 
Aut, summis referens annosam montibus ornum, 
Ingrediturque solo et caput inter nubila condit : 
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In giant armour bears Mezentius on. 
’Gainst whom /Eneas, when he spied him there 
In the long battle-ranks, prepares to fight. 
Unfrightened stands the other, and awaits 
His high-souled enemy, and plants himself 
In all his mighty bulk; and measuring 
With eye the space sufficient for his spear : 
“ Right hand and shaft that now I poise to hurl 
Be ye my guardian gods and aid me now ! 
Thee Lausus, thine own self, arrayed in arms 
Torn from the body of the pirate foe, 
#Eneas’ trophy do I vow shalt be.” 
He spake, and hurled from far the whistling spear, 
But flying it was dashed by shield aside ; 
And far away betwixt the side and flank 
Transfixed Antores, chieftain of renown— 
Antores that was friend of Hercules. 
He, sent from Argos, to Evander clave 
And in Italian town had made his home; 
Hapless he falls by wound for other meant, 
And heavenward lifts his gaze, and as he dies 
Bethinks him of the Argos that he loves. 
Then good Aéneas hurls his spear ; and it 
Passed through the hollow orb of triple brass, 
Through linen folds, and through the enwoven work 
Of three bull’s hides and low down in the groin 
It came to rest for all its force was spent. 
Quick from his thigh Aéneas plucks his blade, 
Rejoicing to behold the Tuscan blood, 
And hotly presses on his troubled foe. 

Then heavily for love of his dear sire 
Groaned Lausus at the sight, and o’er his cheek 
The tears rolled down. Here will not I forsooth 
Leave the mischance of thy sad death unsung, 
And noble deeds, should any lapse of years 
Bring credence aught to such a high exploit— 
Nor thee, brave youth, deserving of my tale. 
The chief retreating, powerless for the fight. 
Encumbered too, began to yield his ground, 
Trailing the hostile spear fast in his shield. 
The youth burst forward, and between their arms 
He thrust him, and at once he met the blade 
Of Aineas rising with right arm to strike, 
And holding him at bay withstood the attack. 
His friends loud shouting aid him, till the sire 
By the son’s buckler guarded gat away, 
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Talis se vastis infert Mezentius armis. 

Huic contra Aeneas, speculatus in agmine longo, 
Obvius ire parat. Manet inperterritus ille, 

Hostem magnanimum opperiens, et mole sua stat ; 


Atque oculis spatium emensus, quantum satis hastae: 


‘Dextra mihi deus et telum, quod missile libro, 
‘Nunc adsint! Voveo praedonis corpore raptis 
“Indutum spoliis ipsum te, Lause, tropaeum 

“ Aeneae.’ Dixit, stridentemque eminus hastam 
Tecit ; at illa volans clipeo est excussa, proculque 
Egregium Antoren latus inter et ilia figit ; 
Herculis Antoren comitem, qui missus ab Argis 
Haeserat Euandro, atque Itala consederat urbe. 
Sternitur infelix alieno volnere, caelumque 
Adspicit, et dulces moriens reminiscitur Argos. 
Tum pius Aeneas hastam iacit: illa per orbem 
Aere cavum triplici, per linea terga, tribusque 
Transiit intextum tauris opus, imaque sedit 
Inguine ; sed vires haud pertulit. Ocius ensem 
Aeneas, viso Tyrrheni sanguine laetus, 

Eripit a femine, et trepidanti fervidus instat. 
Ingemuit cari graviter genitoris amore, 

Ut vidit, Lausus; lacrimaeque per ora volutae. 
Hic mortis durae casum, tuaque optima facta, 
Si qua fidem tanto est operi latura vetustas, 
Non equidem, nec te, iuvenis memorande, silebo. 
Tile pedem referens et inutilis inque ligatus 
Cedebat, clipeoque inimicum hastile trahebat. 
Prorupit iuvenis, seseque inmiscuit armis ; 
Iamque adsurgentis dextra plagamque ferentis 
Aeneae subiit mucronem, ipsumque morando 
Sustinuit ; socii magno clamore sequuntur, 


Dum genitor nati parma protectus abiret ; 
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And hurl their weapons and hold off the foe 

With far-sped missiles. Wroth AEneas grows, 

And holds himself in covert of his shield. 

And as, what time in drift of hail the clouds 

Pour down, each ploughman flies his several way 

Across the plain, so too each husbandman, 

And wayfarer takes shelter in safe hold, 

Be it on bank of stream, or else within 

The arch of some tall rock, while pelts the rain 

Upon the land; that with the sun’s return 

They may once more their daily toil pursue ; 

So, showered upon with darts from every side, 

fEneas braves the cloud of war, until 

The thunder in it is completely spent, 

And girds at Lausus, threatens Lausus too: 

“Whither art thou rushing to thy certain death 

And daring deeds too mighty for thy strength ? 

Thy filial love to rashness lures thee on.” 

As loud the other in his madness boasts ; 

And higher now within the Dardan chief 

Fierce passions rise; and the fate-damsels spin 

Lausus’ last threads of life; for his stout blade 

7Eneas through the warrior’s body thrusts 

And buries it full depth. The sword went through 

His slender shield, the proud youth’s armour light 

And vest his mother with soft gold-thread spun, 

And blood filled all his breast ; then through the air 

The life fled sorrowful to shades below, 

And left his body. But in very truth, 

When on his dying face Atneas gazed, 

And features—features growing wondrous pale, 

In pity of him heavily he groaned, 

And reached his right hand forth, and o’er his mind 

The image stole of his own filial love. 

“What guerdon for thy noble deeds, poor boy, 

Shall good AEneas give thee, what to match 

A nature so exalted? Keep thine arms 

In which thou didst delight ; and thee I send 

Back to thy fathers’ Manes and their dust, 

If aught thou reck’st of that. With this at least, 

Ill-starred, thou’lt solace thine unhappy death, 

Thou fallest by the great Atneas’ hand.” 

His comrades, for their lingering, straight he chides, 

And raises up the warrior from the ground, 

Who mars with blood the locks he kept so trim. 
His sire the while by wave of Tiber’s stream 
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Telaque coniciunt, proturbantque eminus hostem 

Missilibus. Furit Aeneas, tectusque tenet se. 

Ac velut, effusa si quando grandine nimbi 

Praecipitant, omnis campis diffugit arator, 

Omnis et agricgla, et tuta latet arce viator, 

Aut amnis ripis, aut alti fornice saxi, 

Dum pluit in terris, ut possint sole reducto 

Exercere diem: sic obrutus undique telis 

Aeneas nubem belli, dum detonet omnis, 

Sustinet, et Lausum increpitat, Lausoque minatur. 

‘Quo moriture ruis, maioraque viribus audes ? 

‘ Fallit te incautum pietas tua.’ Nec minus ille 

Exsultat demens. Saevae iamque altius irae 

Dardanio surgunt ductori, extremaque Lauso 

Parcae fila legunt: validum namque exigit ensem 

Per medium Aeneas iuvenem, totumque recondit ; 

Transiit et parmam mucro, levia arma minacis, 

Et tunicam, molli mater quam neverat auro, 

Inplevitque sinum sanguis ; tum vita per auras 

Concessit maesta ad Manes, corpusque reliquit. 

At vero ut voltum vidit morientis et ora, 

Ora modis Anchisiades pallentia miris, 

Ingemuit miserans graviter, dextramque tetendit, 

Et mentem patriae subiit pietatis imago. 

‘ Quid tibi nunc, miserande puer, pro laudibus istis, 

‘Quid pius Aeneas tanta dabit indole dignum ? 

‘ Arma, quibus laetatus, habe tua ; teque parentum 

‘ Manibus et cineri, si qua est ea cura, remitto. 

‘Hoc tamen infelix miseram solabere mortem : 

‘ Aeneae magni dextra cadis.’ Increpat ultro 

Cunctantes socios, et terra sublevat ipsum, 

Sanguine turpantem comptos de more capillos. 
Interea genitor Tiberini ad fluminis undam 
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With running water strove to staunch his wound ; 
And, ’gainst a tree trunk leaning, eased his frame. 
A distance off upon the branches hangs 

His bronzen helm, and idle on the sward 

His heavy armour lies. Around him stand 

His chosen warriors ; he himself distressed, 
Panting relieves his neck; his well-combed beard 
Upon his bosom fallen carelessly 

And oft he asks of Lausus; oft he sends 

His messengers to call him back again, 

And carry him his anxious sire’s command. 

But his companions, weeping, on his shield 

Were bearing Lausus back, life gone from him, 

A mighty chief by mighty wound o’ercome. 

The father’s mind foreboding ill, far off 

Their wailing recognised ; with plenteous dust 
He fouls his hoary locks, and stretches forth 

Both palms to heaven, and clings upon the corpse: 
“Had then delight of life such hold on me, 

My son, that I on my behalf allowed 

Him I begat to stay a foeman’s arm ? 

Through these thy wounds am I, thy sire, preserved— 
Alive by death of thee? Ah! now at last 
Heavy upon me in my wretchedness 

Mine exiles lies. Now deep my wound is driven. 
Ay, son, ‘twas I too blotted thy fair name 

By my reproach ; who, out of envy roused, 

Was driven from throne and sceptre of my sires. 
Requital to my land and people’s hate 

I owed ; would I, myself, death all around. 

Had made surrender of my guilty life ! 

Now am I living, nor as yet forsake 

Mankind and light; but part from them I will!” 
And as he utters this, on wounded thigh 

He raises him ; and though his vigour flags 

For his deep wound, yet with undaunted mien 
He bids them bring his charger. This his pride, 
This was his solace ; upon this was he 

Wont from all wars victorious to depart ; 

He speaks to it as it mourns, and thus begins: 
“Long time my Rhvebus, have we lived, if aught 
To mortal kind may any time be long, 

A victor on this day, those bloodstained spoils, 
Aye and Aéneas’ head thou’lt carry home 

And Lausus’ -pains avenge along with me; 

Or, if no force doth open us the way, 
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Volnera siccabat lymphis, corpusque levabat 

Arboris adclinis trunco. Procul aerea ramis 835 
Dependet galea, et prato gravia arma quiescunt. 

Stant lecti circum iuvenes: ipse aeger, anhelans, 

Colla fovet, fusus propexam in pectore barbam ; 

Multa super Lauso rogitat, multumque remittit, 

Qui revocent, maestique ferant mandata parentis. 840 
At Lausum socii exanimem super arma ferebant 

Flentes, ingentem, atque ingenti volnere victum. 

Adgnovit longe gemitum praesaga mali mens. 

Canitiem multo deformat pulvere, et ambas 

Ad caelum tendit palmas, et corpore inhaeret. 845 
‘Tantane me tenuit vivendi, nate, voluptas, 

“Ut pro me hostili paterer succedere dextrae, 

‘Quem genui? Tuane haec genitor per volnera servor, 
‘Morte tua vivens? Heu, nunc misero mihi demum 

‘ Exsilium infelix! nunc alte volnus adactum |! 850 
“Idem ego, nate, tuum maculavi crimine nomen, 

‘ Pulsus ob invidiam solio sceptrisque paternis. 

‘Debueram patriae poenas odiisque meorum : 

“Omnes per mortes animam sontem ipse dedissem ! 

“Nunc vivo, neque adhuc homines lucemque relinquo! 855 
“Sed linquam.’ Simul hoc dicens attollit in aegrum 

Se femur, et, quamquam vis alto volnere tardat, 

Haud deiectus, equum duci 1ubet. Hoc decus ih, 

Hoc solamen erat ; bellis hoc victor abibat 

Omnibus. Adloquitur maerentem, et talibus infit: 860 
“ Rhaebe, diu (res si qua diu mortalibus ulla est) 

‘Viximus. Aut hodie victor spolia illa cruenta 

‘Et caput Aeneae referes, Lausique dolorum 

‘ Ultor eris mecum: aut, aperit si nulla viam vis, 
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Wilt lie by side of me; for ne'er, I ween, 
Most valiant creature, wilt thou deign to bear 
The hest of stranger or of Teucrian lord.”’ 

He spake, and mounted on his willing back, 

Set in their place his well accustomed limbs, 
And of sharp-pointed javelins took a load 

In either hand; while flashed his bronzen helm, 
And shaggy hung his horsehair pluméd crest. 
So swiftly to the midst of them he rode ; 
Within one breast there boils a mighty tide 

Of shame, and madness mingled with his grief. 
Then thrice he loudly on Aineas called ; 

Well did Eneas know him, and with joy 

He prays: ‘‘So may the mighty Sire of gods, 
So great Apollo bring to pass that thou 

Begin the fight.” 

He spake no more; and with spear pointed goes 
To meet his foe. The other made reply : 
“Why frighten me, O cruellest of foes 

My son torn from me? This the only way 
By which thou mightest wreck me utterly. 

I tremble not at death, nor stay mine hand 
’Gainst any of the gods. Cease then, for I 
Come ready for my death, and bring to thee 
These gifts before I die.’ He spake, and hurled 
A javelin at his foe; and then again 

Plants other and yet other, and careers 

In ample circle; but the golden boss 
Withstands them all. Around his stalwart foe 
Thrice upon leftward circuit did he ride, 

And with a mighty hand his weapons hurl ; 
Thrice did Troy’s hero carry round with him 
The forest vast that studs his bronzen shield. 
Then, when such lingering battle to prolong, 
To wrench out all the darts is weariness, 

And matched in unfair fight he labours hard, 
Within his mind much pondering, now at last 
He bursts forth from his covert and betwixt 
The charger’s hollow temples hurls his spear. 
The charger rears in air, and on the winds 
Beats with his hoofs; and falling over him 
Cumbers his rider prostrate on the ground 
And heavy on him lies, with drooping head 
And foot thrown out. Trojans and Latins both 
With shouts set heaven on fire. Upon him flies 
fEneas; and from out the scabbard draws 
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“Occumbes pariter. Neque enim, fortissime, credo, 
“Iussa aliena pati et dominos dignabere Teucros.’ 
Dixit, et exceptus tergo consueta locavit 

Membra, manusgue ambas iaculis oneravit acutis, 
Aere caput fulgens, cristaque hirsutus equina. 

Sic cursum in medios rapidus dedit. Aestuat ingens 
Uno in corde pudor, mixtoque insania luctu ; 
Atque hic Aenean magna ter voce vocavit. 
Aeneas adgnovit enim, laetusque precatur : 

* Sic pater ille deum faciat, sic altus Apollo! 
‘Incipias conferre, manum.’ 

Tantum effatus, et infesta subit obvius hasta. 

Ille autem: ‘ Quid me erepto, saevissime, nato 
“Terres ? Haec via sola fuit, qua perdere posses. 
‘Nec mortem horremus, nec divom parcimus ulli. 
‘ Desine : iam venio moriturus, et haec tibi porto 
‘Dona prius.’ Dixit, telumque intorsit in hostem ; 
Inde aliud super atque aliud figitque volatque 
Ingenti gyro: sed sustinet aureus umbo. 

Ter circum adstantem laevos equitavit in orbes, 
Tela manu iaciens ; ter secum Troius heros 
Inmanem aerato circumfert tegmine silvam. 

Inde ubi tot traxisse moras, tot spicula taedet 
Vellere, et urguetur pugna congressus iniqua, 
Multa movens animo iam tandem erumpit, et inter 
Bellatoris equi cava tempora conicit hastam. 

Tollit se arrectum quadrupes, et calcibus auras 
Verberat, effusumque equitem super ipse secutus 
Inplicat, eiectoque incumbit cernuus armo. 
Clamore incendunt caelum Troesque Latinique. 
Advolat Aeneas, vaginaque eripit ensem, 
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In haste his blade, and standing o’er him cries: 
“‘ Where now the fierce Mezentius, and where 
That passing savage violence of soul!” 

In answer to him, as with gaze upturned 
Toward the sky he drank the breeze of heaven 
And sense regained, the Tuscan chieftain spake: 
“Thou bitter foeman, wherefore rail at me 

And threaten death? No crime it 1s to slay, 
Nor on such terms to battle did I come; 

Nor did my Lausus seal this pact with thee 

On my behalf. But this one thing I pray, 

If any grace to conquered foes belong, 

Grant that my body in the ground be laid. 

I wot that bitter hatred of my folk 

Is all around. Ward this their fury off 

I pray, and hand me over to the tomb 

To be my son’s death-partner.”” Thus he speaks 
And to his throat receives consentingly 

7Eneas’ sword, and sheds his life away 

Amid the blood that o’er his armour wells. 
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Et super haec: ‘ Ubi nunc Mezentius acer, et illa 

‘Effera vis animi?’ Contra Tyrrhenus, ut auras 
Suspiciens hausit caelum, mentemque recepit : 

“Hostis amare, quid increpitas, mortemque minaris ? 
“Nullum in caede nefas ; nec sic ad proelia veni ; 900 
“Nec tecum meus haec pepigit mihi foedera Lausus. 

‘Unum hoc, per, si qua est victis venia hostibus, oro ; 
“Corpus humo patiare tegi. Scio acerba meorum 

‘ Circumstare odia: hunc, oro, defende furorem ; 

‘Et me consortem nati concede sepulcro.’ 905 
Haec loquitur, iuguloque haud inscius accipit ensem, 


Undantique animam diffundit in arma cruore. 
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Dawn rose the while and left Oceanus ; 
7Eneas, e’en though pressing his desire 
Time for his comrades’ burial to spare, 
And though at heart sore troubled by their death, . 
Yet with first Eastern flush began to pay 
His vows to gods for victory. On a mound 
He rears a mighty oak of limbs shorn bare, 
And clothes it in the shining armour, spoil 
Stripped from the chief Mezentius—unto thee, 
A battle trophy, thou great warrior god |— 
Upon it fits the plumes still dewed with blood, 
And the hero’s broken shafts, and his cuirass 
In twice six places dinted, ay and holed, 
Binds on the left his bronzen shield, and hangs 
Down from the neck his ivory-hilted sword. 
Then—for the crowd of chiefs all thronged him close— 
Beginning thus, exhorts his joyous friends, 
“ Qur greatest work, brave men, has now been done 
For what remains let all your fear be gone ; 
See here the spoils, and first-fruits won by me 
From the proud king; and here Mezentius stands 
My hand has reared. Time now for us to march 
Against the king of Latium and his walls. 
Arm you with courage and by confidence 
Forestall success, lest hindrance unforeseen 
Beset your path, or fear-born sloth of mind 
Should hold you back, so soon as gods above 
Grant leave to pluck our standards up and lead 
Our men from camp. Meanwhile let us to earth 
Consign the unburied corpses of our friends ; 
This that in lowest depths of Acheron 
Alone is honour to them. “Go,” quoth he, 
“ And dignify with latest office paid 
Illustrious souls, who with their life-blood won 
This fatherland for us; and first of all, 
Let Pallas to Evander’s sorrowing town 
Be sent, whom, having valour’s gift in full, 
A dark day stole from us, and plunged in death 
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OcEANUM interea surgens Aurora reliquit : 

Aeneas, quamquam et sociis dare tempus humandis 
Praecipitant curae turbataque funere mens est, 
Vota deum primo victor solvebat Eoo. 

Ingentem quercum decisis undique ramis 

Constituit tumulo fulgentiaque induit arma, 
Mezenti ducis exuvias, tibi, magne, tropaeum, 
Bellipotens: aptat rorantis sanguine cristas 
Telaque trunca viri et bis sex thoraca petitum 
Perfossumque locis, clipeumque ex aere sinistrae 
Subligat atque ensem collo suspendit eburnum. 
Tum socios (namque omnis eum stipata tegebat 
Turba ducum) sic incipiens hortatur ovantis : 
“Maxima res effecta, viri ; timor omnis abesto, 
Quod superest ; haec sunt spolia et de rege superbo 
Primitiae, manibusque meis Mezentius hic est. 
Nunc iter ad regem nobis murosque Latinos. 
Arma parate animis et spe praesumite bellum, 
Nequa mora ignaros, ubi primum vellere signa 
Adnuerint superi pubemque educere castris, 
Inpediat segnisve metu sententia tardet. 

Interea socios inhumataque corpora terrae 
Mandemus, qui solus honos Acheronte sub imost. 
‘Ite,’ ait, ‘ egregias animas, quae sanguine nobis 
Hanc patriam peperere suo, decorate supremis 
Muneribus, maestamque Euandri primus ad urbem 
Mittatur Pallas, quem non virtutis egentem 
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Untimely.” 

Thus, while shedding tears he speaks, 
And to the threshold bends his steps again, 
Where o’er dead Pallas’ corpse laid out to view 
Aged Accetes watched, he who had been 
To Arcadian Evander, days gone by, 
Bearer of arms; but then by sadder fate 
Given henchman to his darling foster son. 
Around stood all the train of waiting men, 
The throng of Trojans, and the [lian dames 
Their hair for grief dishevelled as their wont. 
But when neas through the lofty doors 
In person entered, to the stars they raise 
Loud groans, and beat their breasts; the royal tent 
Resounds with dismal mournings. When the chief 
Saw Pallas’ head and lips all snowy pale 
Propped on the pillow and the gaping wound 
In his smooth breast Ausonian spear had wrought, 
Thus ’mid the welling of his tears he spake : 
“Did fortune then, poor boy, begrudge thee me— 
So smiling as she came, that thou shouldst ne’er 
Behold my realm, nor to thy father’s home 
Victorious ride? Not these the promises 
That to thy sire I gave on thy behalf 
At my departure, when, embracing me, 
He sent me on my way great rule to win, 
And, fearful, warned me that the foe was brave, 
That with a sturdy race our battles lay. 
And sooth he even now, deluded much 
By fruitless hope, is offering his vows 
And piling up the altars with his gifts ; 
While we in sorrow are companioning 
With empty funeral pomp the lifeless youth, 
Debtor no more to any powers of heaven. 
Poor sire! thou’lt see thy son’s sad burial ! 
Our coming home, our looked-for triumph this ? 
This the high pledge I gave? yet thou wilt not, 
By wounds to blush at, see him stricken down, 
Evander ; nor wilt thou, his father, crave 
A grievous death because thy son had lived. 
Ah me! how great a champion thou dost lose, 
Ausonian land, and thou, Iulus, too!” 
When o’er his grief he now has wept his fill 
He bids them lift the pitiable corpse, 
And, chosen, out of all his army, sends 
One thousand men, to join in last respect, 
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Sic ait inlacrimans recipitque ad limina gressum, 
Corpus ubi exanimi positum Pallantis Acoetes 
Servabat senior, qui Parrhasio Euandro 
Armiger ante fuit, sed non felicibus aeque 
Tum comes auspiciis caro datus ibat alumno. 
Circum omnis famulumque manus Troianaque turba 
Et maestum I]iades crinem de more solutae. 
Ut vero Aeneas foribus sese intulit altis, 
Ingentem gemitum tunsis ad sidera tollunt 
Pectoribus, maestoque inmugit regia luctu. 
Ipse caput nivei fultum Pallantis et ora 
Ut vidit levique patens in pectore volnus 
Cuspidis Ausoniae, lacrimis ita fatur obortis : 
‘ Tene,’ inquit, ‘ miserande puer, cum laeta veniret, 
Invidit Fortuna mihi, ne regna videres 
Nostra neque ad sedes victor veherere paternas ? 
Non haec Euandro de te promissa parenti 
Discedens dederam, cum me complexus euntem 
Mitteret in magnum imperium metuensque moneret 
Acris esse viros, cum dura proelia gente. 
Et nunc ille quidem spe multum captus inani 
Fors et vota facit cumulatque altaria donis ; 
Nos iuvenem exanimum et nil iam caelestibus ullis 
Debentem vano maesti comitamur honore. 
Infelix, nati funus crudele videbis : 
Hi nostri reditus exspectatique triumphi ? 
Haec mea magna fides? At non, Euandre, pudendis 
Volneribus pulsum aspicies nec sospite dirum 
Optabis nato funus pater. Ei mihi, quantum 
Praesidium Ausonia et quantum tu perdis, Jule!’ 
Haec ubi deflevit, tolli miserabile corpus 
Imperat et toto lectos ex agmine mittit 
Mille viros, qui supremum comitentur honorem 
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And in his father’s tears to bear their part ; 
Scant solace of an overwhelming grief, 

Yet to the sorrowing father tribute due. 

Others are plaiting with much industry 

From twigs of arbutus and oaken shoots 

A yielding wicker bier, and shadowing 

The deep-strewn couch with canopy of leaves. 
Then high on these rude strawings lay the youth ; 
As it were flower by maiden finger reaped, 

Or be it of the tender violet, 

Or drooping martagon, its colouring 

And its fair shape not wholly vanished yet 
Though mother-earth now nourish it no more 

Nor lend it vigour. Then Eneas brought 

Two tunics forth, with gold and purple stiff, 
Which her own self, rejoicing in her task, 
Sidonian Dido wrought him with her hand 

In earlier days, and had enriched her web 

With slender gold-thread. Sorrowing he enrobes 
In one of these—last token of respect— 

The warrior-youth, and in its folds enshrouds 

The locks so soon to burn; and heaps as well 
The many prizes of Laurentine fray, 

And bids them lead his booty in long line, 

And adds the steeds and implements of war 
Whereof he had despoiled an enemy ; 

And at their backs had bound the captives’ hands 
To send them funeral offerings to his shades, 

And with their victim-blood would strew the flames ; 
And orders that the chiefs in person bear 

Tree trunks hung o’er with arms of those he fought, 
And on them to be fixed his foemen’s names. 
Sorrowing Accetes, overwhelmed with years, 

Is led along, now marring with his fists 

His breast, and now his features with his nails, 
And prostrate casts him full length on the ground. 
His cars too, stained with Rutule blood they draw. 
#Ethon his charger, its fine trappings doffed, 
Walks after, weeping, and with heavy drops 
Bedews its cheeks ; while others bear his spear 
And helm—for conquering Turnus holds the rest, 
And after these a mournful phalanx comes, 

The Teucrians, and Etruscans, one and all, 

And his Arcadians with down-pointed arms, 

Now when his comrades’ whole long line had passed, 
7Eneas halted, and deep groaning spake 
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Intersintque patris lacrimis, solacia luctus 

Exigua ingentis, misero sed debita patri. 

Haut segnes alii crates et molle feretrum 

Arbuteis texunt virgis et vimine querno 
Exstructosque toros obteutu frondis inumbrant. 
Hic iuvenem agresti sublimem stramine ponunt, 
Qualem virgineo demessum pollice florem 

Seu mollis violae seu languentis hyacinthi, 

Cui neque fulgor adhuc nec dum sua forma recessit, 
Non iam mater alit tellus viresque ministrat. 

Tum geminas vestes auroque ostroque rigentis 
Extulit Aeneas, quas illi laeta laborum 

Ipsa suis quondam manibus Sidonia Dido 

Fecerat et tenui telas discreverat auro. 

Harum unam iuveni supremum maestus honorem 
Induit arsurasque comas obnubit amictu, 
Multaque praeterea Laurentis praemia pugnae 
Aggerat et longo praedam iubet ordine duci: 

Addit equos et tela, quibus spoliaverat hostem. 
Vinxerat et post terga manus, quos mitteret umbris 
Inferias, caeso sparsurus sanguine flammas, 
Indutosque iubet truncos hostilibus armis 

Ipsos ferre duces inimicaque nomina figi. 

Ducitur infelix aevo confectus Acoetes 

Pectora nunc foedans pugnis, nunc unguibus ora ; 
Sternitur et toto proiectus corpore terrae. 

Ducunt et Rutulo perfusos sanguine currus : 

Post bellator equus positis insignibus Aethon 

It lacrimans guttisque umectat grandibus ora. 
Hastam alii galeamque ferunt, nam cetera Turnus 
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Tyrrhenique omnes et versis Arcades armis. 
Postquam omnis longe comitum processerat ordo, 
Substitit Aeneas gemituque haec addidit alto : 


95 


512 BOOK XI 


This more: ‘‘ The same grim war-fates to fresh tears 

Now call us hence. I bid thee ever hail, 

Great Pallas, and for ever fare thee well.” 

He spake no more, and toward their lofty walls 

’Gan fo set forth, and toward the camp to march. 
And even now from Latium’s town were come 

Veiléd in olive boughs, ambassadors, 

And asking grace—that he would give them back 

The forms that lay sword-strewn about the plains, 

And let them to their mound of earth attain ; 

No contest could he wage with conquered foes, 

And those that now were ’reft of upper air ; 

Then let him spare the men he once had called, 

His guestfolk and his kinsmen. Unto whom, 

As asking things well worthy of regard, 

The good AEneas gives a gracious heed, 

And to his words yet further added this: 

‘What undeservéd fate, ye Latin men, 

Has caugth you in the toils of such fierce war, 

That ye should shun to take us for your friends ? 

Peace do ye crave of me for lifeless men, 

And those that by the lot of Mars are fallen? 

Ay, to the living would I grant it too. 

Nor had I come, had fate not given me here 

Place and abode, nor am I waging now 

War with your nation. Guestship’s ties with us 

Your king forsook, and chose to trust himself 

To arms of Turnus. It had been more fair 

That Turnus should himself this death confront. 

If he stand ready to conclude the war 

By prowess, and to drive the Trojans forth, 

’Twere fitting he should match me with these arms ; 

He would have then survived to whom the god, 

Or his right hand, made present of his life. 

Now go ye, and light up the funeral flames 

Beneath your hapless folk.’’ AEneas’ words 

Were done. They listened in mute wonderment, 

And kept their eyes and faces turned the while 

Each upon each. Then Drances, old in years, 

And aye in spiteful calumny opposed 

To youthful Turnus—thus in turn replied: 

“OQ mighty by repute, more mighty still 

In arms thou Trojan hero, by what praise 

Must I exalt thee to the very sky? 

Should I then marvel at thy justice most, 

Or at thy war exploits ? Sooth thankfully 


LIBER XI 
‘Nos alias hinc ad lacrimas eadem horrida belli 
Fata vocant: salve aeternum mihi, maxime Palla, 
Aeternumque vale.’ Nec plura effatus ad altos 
Tendebat muros gressumque in castra ferebat. 
Iamque oratores aderant ex urbe Latina, 
Velati ramis oleae veniamque rogantes, 
Corpora, per campos ferro quae fusa iacebant, 
Redderet ac tumulo sineret succedere terrae ; 
Nullum cum victis certamen et aethere cassis ; 
Parceret hospitibus quondam socerisque vocatis. 
Quos bonus Aeneas haut aspernanda precantis 
Prosequitur venia et verbis haec insuper addit : 
*Quaenam vos tanto fortuna indigna, Latini, 
Inplicuit bello, qui nos fugiatis amicos ? 
Pacem me exanimis et Martis sorte peremptis 
Oratis ? equidem et vivis concedere vellem. 
Nec veni, nisi fata locum sedemque dedissent, 
Nec bellum cum gente gero: rex nostra reliquit 
Hospitia et Turni potius se credidit armis. 
Aequius huic Turnum fuerat se opponere morti ; 
Si bellum finire manu, si pellere Teucros 
Apparat, his mecum decuit concurrere telis ; 
Vixet, cui vitam deus aut sua dextra dedisset. 
Nunc ite et miseris supponite civibus ignem.’ 
Dixerat Aeneas. [Illi obstipuere silentes 
Conversique oculos inter se atque ora tenebant. 
Tum senior semperque odiis et crimine Drances 
Infensus iuveni Turno sic ore vicissim 
Orsa refert: ‘o fama ingens, ingentior armis 
Vir Troiane, quibus caelo te laudibus aequem ? 
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This to our father’s town will we relate, 

And thee, if fortune any means present, 

Will colleague to our king Latinus join. 

Let Turnus seek his own alliances. 

Nay more, ‘twill be our happiness to rear 

The mighty fabric of your destined walls, 

And shoulder up the heavy stones of Troy.” 

He ended here, and with one voice they all 

Murmured assent. Twice six days’ truce they made, 

And in a peace that laid their quarrel by 

Teucrians and Latins roamed throughout the woods 

And o’er the hills, and mingled to no harm. 

The tall ash rings with iron axe: they fell 

Sky-towering pines, nor cease with wedge to cleave 

Stout oak and scented cedar, and convey 

The ash-tree’s trunk upon the groaning wain, 
And now already Rumour on the wing, 

Foremessenger of bitter grief, fills full 

Evander’s ear, Evander’s hall and town— 

She, that to Latium but short while agone 

Was bearing news of Pallas’ victories. 

Then rush the Arcadians to their gates, and seize 

Their funeral torches as their wont of yore ; 

With long array of flames their path is bright, 

And shows its parting far across the fields. 

The throng of Phrygians who toward them wend 

Join with the mourning bands. So soon as then 

The matrons saw them drawing near the halls, 

They kindle with their cries the sorrowing town ; 

Then could not any power avail to hold 

Evander back; but to their midst he came, 

And when the bier was set there, flung himself 

Prone upon Pallas’ corpse, and clung to him 

With tears and moans, and scarce at last by grief 

The pathway of his utterance was loosed : 

“Not these, O Pallas, were the promises 

Thou gavest to thy sire, more heedfully 

That thou wouldst trust thyself to cruel Mars ! 

Well did I know how mighty was the charm 

Of war’s fresh glamour, and how passing sweet 

Renown that is in earliest combat won. 

Unhappy first-fruits of a youthful life, 

Harsh foretaste of a war by neighbours waged ! 

Were then my vows and my entreaties heard 

By no one of the gods? and thou, my spouse, 

Most hallowed one, but happy in thy death, 
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Nos vero haec patriam grati referemus ad urbem 

Et te, siqua viam dederit fortuna, Latino 

Iungemus regi: quaerat sibi foedera Turnus. 

Quin et fatalis murorum attollere moles 

Saxaque subvectare umeris Troiana iuvabit.’ 

Dixerat haec, unoque omnes eadem ore fremebant. 

Bis senos pepigere dies et pace sequestra 

Per silvas Teucri mixtique inpune Latini 

Erravere iugis. Ferro sonat alta bipenni 

Fraxinys ; evertunt actas ad sidera pinos ; 

Robora nec cuneis et olentem scindere cedrum 

Nec plaustris cessant vectare gementibus ornos. 
Et iam Fama volans, tanti praenuntia luctus, 

Euandrum Euandrique domos et moenia replet, 

Quae modo victorem Latio Pallanta ferebat. 

Arcades ad portas ruere et de more vetusto 

Funereas rapuere faces ; lucet via longo 

Ordine flammarum et late discriminat agros. 

Contra turba Phrygum veniens plangentia iungit 

Agmina. Quae postquam matres succedere tectis 

Viderunt, maestam incendunt clamoribus urbem. 

At non Euandrum potis est vis ulla tenere, 

Sed venit in medios. Feretro Pallanta reposto 

Procubuit super atque haeret lacrimansque gemensque, 

Et via vix tandem voci laxata dolore est : 

“Non haec, o Palla, dederas promissa parenti 

Cautius ut saevo velles te credere Marti. 

Haut ignarus eram, quantum nova gloria in armis 

Et praedulce decus primo certamine posset. 

Primitiae iuvenis miserae bellique propinqui 

Dura rudimenta et nulli exaudita deorum 

Vota precesque meae | tuque, o sanctissima coniunx, 
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Who wert not kept this bitterness to see, 
Whilst J by living did outlast my fates, 
Sire, to live on survivor of my son. 
O would the Rutule darts had struck me down 
Warring in concert with the arms of Troy! 
Would I myself had given my life, and me, 
Not Pallas, all this pomp were bearing home ! 
Nor you, nor our alliance would I blame, 
Nor hands we joined in guestship, Teucrian friends, 
That lot you bring me to mine age was due: 
And yet if death were waiting for my son 
Ere manhood reached, ’twill glad me that he fell 
Leading the Teucrians into Latium’s land, 
When Volscian thousands had been slain before. 
Nay, with no fairer funeral would I grace 
Thee, Pallas, than the good AEneas gives, 
Than the great Phrygians, and the Tuscan chiefs, 
And all the Tuscan army render thee. 
Illustrious are the trophies that they bear 
Of those whom to their death thy right hand gave : 
Thou, Turnus, too would’st now be standing here 
A mighty limb-lopped figure clad in arms, 
Were only age and age-begotten might 
Equal for both. But in my wretchedness 
Why hinder I the Teucrians from their arms ? 
Go, and forget not to your king to bear 
This message mine: “‘ Thy right hand is the cause 
That I make linger on the life I hate— 
My Pallas dead; to son and sire alike 
Thou see’st it owes the debt of Turnus’ life. 
To thy desert and fortune there is left 
This sole occasion. Not the joys of life 
I look for now; nor so does heaven allow ; 
But to my son, to shades in depths below, 
That I might bear the tidings.” 

Dawn the while 
Had for sad mortals kindly light unveiled, 
Bringing their works and labours back again. 
Already Sire Aineas, Tarchon too, 
Have built on winding shore their funeral pyres ; 
Hither, in fashion of their ancestors, 
They each have borne the bodies of their dead ; 
And, smoky-fires now kindled under them, 
High Heaven is by their blackness plunged in gloom. 
Thrice, clad in shining armour, did they run 
Around the kindled pyres; three times surveyed 
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Felix morte tua neque in hunc servata dolorem ! 
Contra ego vivendo vici mea fata, superstes 
Restarem ut genitor. Troum socia arma secutum 
Obruerent Rutuli telis, animam ipse dedissem 


Atque haec pompa domum me, non Pallanta, referret. 


Nec vos arguerim, Teucri, nec foedera nec quas 
Iunximus hospitio dextras: sors ista senectae 
Debita erat nostrae. Quod si inmatura manebat 
Mors gnatum, caesis Volscorum milibus ante 
Ducerttem in Latium Teucros cecidisse iuvabit. 
Quin ego non alio digner te funere, Palla, 
Quam pius Aeneas et quam magni Phryges et quam 
Tyrrhenique duces, Tyrrhenum exercitus omnis. 
Magna tropaea ferunt, quos dat tua dextera Leto. 
Tu quoque nunc stares inmanis truncus in armis, 
Esset par aetas et idem si robur ab annis, 
Turne. Sed infelix Teucros quid demoror armis ? 
Vadite et haec memores regi mandata referte : 
Quod vitam moror invisam Pallante perempto, 
Dextera causa tua est, Turnum gnatoque patrique 
Quam debere vides. Meritis vacat hic tibi solus 
Fortunaeque locus. Non vitae gaudia quaero 
(Nec fas), sed gnato Manis perferre sub imos.’ 
Aurora interea miseris mortalibus almam 
Extulerat lucem, referens opera atque labores : 
Iam pater Aeneas, iam curvo in litore Tarchon 
Constituere pyras. Huc corpora quisque suorum 
More tulere patrum, subiectisque ignibus atris 
Conditur in tenebras altum caligine caelum. 
Ter circum accensos cincti fulgentibus armis 
Decurrere rogos, ter maestum funeris ignem 
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The blaze distressful, mounted on their steeds, 
And uttered doleful wailing. Of their tears 
The earth is sprinkled, sprinkled are their arms ; 
To heaven goes up the shouting of the men, 
The blare of trumpets. To the flames anon 
Some fling the spoil from slaughtered Latins torn 
Helmets, and comely blades, and charger’s bits, 
And glowing chariot wheels ; some cast thereon 
Familiar offerings, the dead heroes’ shields, 
And ill-aimed darts. And many steers around 
To Mors are sacrificed ; and o’er the flames 
They stab the throats of bristly-coated boars 
And cattle seized from every field. They view 
Their comrades’ burnings all along the shore 
And o’er their half-burnt pyres keep guard, nor can 
Be torn away till.dewy night rolls round 
The heavens with glittering constellations set. 

So too elsewhere the sorrowing Latins raise 
Pyres numberless, and in the earth in part 
Dig graves for many bodies of their slain, 
In part convey them to the neighbouring fields 
On biers, and to the city send them home. 
The rest a mighty heap of mingled slain 
Uncounted and unfuneralled they burn ; 
Then do the dreary fields on every side 
Give forth one glow of many rival fires. 
Three times had daylight chased the chilly dark 
From heaven ; and sadly they began to stir 
On hearths the ashes deep and mingled bones, 
And load them with a mound of half-warm earth. 
But now within their dwellings in the town 
Of rich Latinus rose the loudest din 
And grief enduring had its chiefest part. 
Here mothers and their sons’ unhappy brides, 
Here the fond hearts of sisters sorrowful, 
And boys of sires bereaved call curses down 
Upon that rueful war, and nuptial troth 
Of Turnus ; and pronounce that he, their chief, 
In arms, by sword must his own self decide 
The issue—he who for his own demands 
Italia’s kingdom and her foremost place. 
This charge vindictive Drances presses home, 
And witnesses that he alone is called— 
Turnus alone is challenged to the fight. 
Then many a counter voice in various phrase 
Is instantly in Turnus’ favour raised, 
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Lustravere in equis ululatusque ore dedere ; 
Spargitur et tellus lacrimis, sparguntur et arma: 
It caelo clamorque virum clangorque tubarum. 
Hinc alii spolia occisis derepta Latinis 
Coniciunt igni, galeas ensesque decoros 
Frenaque ferventisque rotas; pars munera nota, 
Ipsorum clipeos et non felicia tela. 

Multa boum circa mactantur corpora Morti, 
Saetigerosque sues raptasque ex omnibus agris 
In flammam iugulant pecudes. Tum litore toto 
Ardentis spectant socios semiustaque servant 
Busta, neque avelli possunt, nox umida donec 
Invertit caelum stellis ardentibus aptum. 

Nec minus et miseri diversa in parte Latini 
Innumeras struxere pyras, et Corpora partim 
Multa virum terrae infodiunt avectaque partim 
Finitimos tollunt in agros urbique remittunt, 
Cetera confusaeque ingentem caedis acervum 
Nec numero nec honore cremant: tunc undique vasti 
Certatim crebris conlucent ignibus agri. 

Tertia lux gelidam caelo dimoverat umbram : 
Maerentes altum cinerem et confusa ruebant 
Ossa focis tepidoque onerabant aggere terrae. 
Iam vero in tectis, praedivitis urbe Latini, 
Praecipuus fragor et longi pars maxima luctus: 
Hic matres miseraeque nurus, hic cara sororum 
Pectora maerentum puerique parentibus orbi 
Dirum execrantur bellum Turnique hymenaeos ; 
Ipsum armis ipsumque iubent decernere ferro, 
‘Qui regnum Italiae et primos sibi poscat honores. 
Ingravat haec saevus Drances solumque vocari 
Testatur, solum posci in certamina Turnum. 
Multa simul contra variis sententia dictis 
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The queen’s great name too is his covering ; 
While his much fame for worthy trophies won 
Sustains the chief. 

Amid these noisy scenes, 
And while the uproar blazed, see, passing all, 
The ambassadors from Diomed’s great town 
Their woeful answer bring ; that naught was gained 
By all the lavish toil that they had spent ; 
Powerless their gifts, their gold, their urgent prayers ; 
To other arms must Latins have recourse, 
Or from the Trojan king must peace be sought. 
E’en king Latinus from o’erwhelming grief 
Is faint of heart. The anger of the gods 
Warns them and tombs fresh-reared before their eyes 
That Aineas, by clear willing of the gods, 
Sweeps onward as the instrument of fate. 
So the great council of his nation’s chiefs 
By sovereign mandate summoned he convokes 
Within his lofty thresholds. Speedily 
They gather streaming through the crowded ways 
To reach the palace. In their midst is set, 
By right of years and sceptre marked supreme, 
With joyless brow, Latinus; and hereon 
Commands the envoys from the Etolian town 
Returned, to tell the message that they bring, 
And calls for every answer in its turn. 
Then by all tongues was hush of silence made, 
And Venulus obedient to command 
Thus ’gins to speak: 

“We, citizens, have looked 

On Diomed and on the Argive camp, 
And, our full journey travelled, have o’ercome 
All accidents and grasped the hand by which 
Fell ruined [lium’s realm. A conqueror, 
He in Garganus’ Iapygian fields 
Argyripa was founding, city named 
From race of his forefathers. Now when we 
Were entered, and were given free leave to speak 
Before them all, then we presented first 
Our gifts, and told our name and fatherland, 
And who made war upon us, and what end 
Drew us to Arpi; and to us, when heard, 
With look benign so made he this reply : 
“O favoured races, realm that Saturn ruled, 
Ancient Ausonians, what caprice of fate 
Is troubling your still lives, and urging you 
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Pro Turno, et magnum reginae nomen obumbrat, 
Multa virum meritis sustentat fama tropaeis. 
Hos inter motus, medio in flagrante tumultu, 
Ecce super maesti magna Diomedis ab urbe 
Legati responsa ferunt: nihil omnibus actum 
Tantorum inpensis operum, nil dona neque aurum 
Nec magnas valuisse preces, alia arma Latinis 
Quaerenda aut pacem Troiano ab rege petendum. 
Deficit ingenti luctu rex ipse Latinus. 
Fatalem Aenean manifesto numine ferri 
Admonet ira deum tumulique ante ora recentes. 
Ergo concilium magnum primosque suorum 
Imperio accitos alta intra limina cogit. 
Olli convenere fluuntque ad regia plenis 
Tecta viis. Sedet in mediis et maximus aevo. 
Et primus sceptris haut laeta fronte Latinus. 
Atque hic legatos Aetola ex urbe remissos, 
Quae referant, fari iubet et responsa reposcit 
Ordine cuncta suo. Tum facta silentia linguis, 
Et Venulus dicto parens ita farier infit : 
‘Vidimus, o cives, Diomedem Argivaque castra, 
Atque iter emensi casus superavimus omnis 
Contigimusque manum, qua concidit Ilia tellus. 
Ille urbem Argyripam patriae cognomine gentis 
Victor Gargani condebat Iapygis agris. 
Postquam introgressi et coram data copia fandi, 
Munera praeferimus, nomen patriamque docemus, 


Qui bellum intulerint, quae causa attraxerit Arpos. 


Auditis ille haec placido sic reddidit ore: 
‘“O fortunatae gentes, Saturnia regna, 
Antiqui Ausonii, quae vos fortuna quietos 
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To bring upon you wars ye have not known ? 
Whoe’er we were that wasted with the sword 

The Ilian fields—I speak not of the dregs 

Of war we drained beneath those lofty walls, 

Nor of the heroes far-famed Simois holds— 

We all of us the wide world o’er have paid 

In tortures fell the forfeit of our crimes, 

A band that would e’en Priam’s pity win. 
Minerva’s gloomy star, the Eubcean rocks, 
Caphereus too the avenger, know it well. 

E’er since that warfare stranded have we been 

On shores far parted—Menelaus now, 

The son of Atreus, roams in exile far 

As Proteus’ pillars; Atna’s Cyclop brood 

Ulysses has beheld ; and shall I tell 

About the realm of Neoptolemus, 

Of Idomeneus compelled to quit his home, 

Of Locrians that dwell on Libyan shore ? 

The very leader of the mighty Greeks, 

Mycene’s king, within his entrance hall 

Fell by the hand of his accurséd spouse, 

For Asia’s conqueror there lurkéd still 

The paramour. Tell shall I how the gods 

At my return to the altars of my home 
Begrudged me to behold my longed-for spouse 
And beauteous Calydon? And even now 
Portents of awful aspect follow me, 

And comrades whom I lost have ta’en their way, 
Borne upon wing, to regions of the air, 

And by the streams as birds are wandering— 

Ah, cruel tortures on my people laid— 

And with their tearful voices fill the rocks. 

Just this had I to look for from that day 

When, reft of understanding, with my sword 
The forms of heavenly beings I assailed, 

And Venus’ right hand with my wounding wronged. 
Nay, nay, to such encounters urge me not. 
Neither, since Pergamos was overthrown, 

Feud have I any with the sons of Troy, 

Nor memory nor pride of former ills. 

The gifts you bear me from your native shores 
Hand over to AEneas. I have stood 

Against his bitter shafts, and hand to hand 
Encountered him; and trust me, who have tried, 
How strong he towers against the foeman’s shield, 
And with what whirlwind force he hurls the spear, 
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Sollicitat suadetque ignota lacessere bella ? 
Quicumque Iliacos ferro violavimus agros 

(Mitto ea, quae muris bellando exhausta sub alltis, 
Quos Simois premat ille viros), infanda per orbem 
Supplicia et scelerum poenas expendimus omnes, 
Vel Priamo miseranda manus: scit triste Minervae 
Sidus et Euboicae cautes ultorque Caphereus. 
Militia ex illa diversum ad litus abacti 

Atrides Protei Menelaus ad usque columnas. 
Exulat, Aetnaeos vidit Cyclopas Ulixes. 

Regna Neoptolemi referam versosque Penates 
Idomenei? Libycone habitantes litore Locros ? 
(Ipse Mycenaeus magnorum ductor Achivom 
Coniugis infandae prima intra limina dextra 
Oppetiit ; devictam Asiam subsedit adulter :) 
Invidisse deos, patriis ut redditus aris 

Coniugium optatum et pulchram Calydona viderem ? 
Nunc etiam horribili visu portenta sequuntur, 

Et socii amissi petierunt aethera pinnis 
Fluminibusque vagantur aves (heu dira meorum 
Supplicia) et scopulos lacrimosis vocibus implent. 
Haec adeo ex illo mihi iam speranda fuerunt 
Tempore, cum ferro caelestia corpora demens 
Adpetii et Veneris violavi volnere dextram. 

Ne vero, ne me ad talis inpellite pugnas : 

Nec mihi cum Teucris ullum post eruta bellum 
Pergama, nec veterum memini laetorve malorum. 
Munera, quae patriis ad me portatis ab oris, 
Vertite ad Aenean. Stetimus tela aspera contra 
Contulimusque manus: experto credite, quantus 
In clipeum adsurgat, quo turbine torqueat hastam. 
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Had Ida’s land two more such heroes borne 
Troy had herself the Inachian towns assailed, 
And Greece would mourn reversal of her fates 
What while before the walls of stubborn Troy 
We stayed, by Hector’s and /Eneas’ might 
The Greeks’ victorious star was made to pause 
And till the tenth year turn its course aback 
Alike were they in courage, and alike 
In noble feats of arms conspicuous , 
This one for goodness holds the higher place 
Let your nght hands in covenant unite, 
Howe’er it be allowed you, but be ware 
That blade of yours should clash with blade of theirs ’ 
Now thou hast heard at once, most noble king, 
The king’s reply, and what his set resolve 
Regarding the great war ” 
The deputies 

Scarce told the news, when o’er the troubled lips 
Of the Ausonians various hubbub ran , 
Just as when rocks hold back swift flowing streams 
A murmur rises from the pent up flood, 
And border-banks with plashing waters sound 
When first their minds were calmed, and eager tongues 
Grew still, their king, when he had first invoked 
The gods, from his high-hfted throne begins 

““Sooth I could wish, and better had it been, 
Latins, that we had earlier resolved 
Of state affairs, and not at time lke this 
Council to call, while foes besiege the walls 
Disastrous war, my citizens, we wage 
With a race heaven-born and with unconquered men, 
Whom battles never tire, who know not how, 
When overcome, to leave the sword alone 
If in alliance with Ztolhan arms 
Ye had a hope, now lay it by, let each 
Be his own hope, yet this how slight, ye see 
How ruin-stricken hes the rest of things, 
Your eyes have seen, your hands been through 11 all, 
Nor blame I any, valour has been great 
As it could be With all the might of it 
The realm has fought So now will I make clear 
The fixed decision of my mind perplexed, 
And in few words explain’ give ye your thought 
Hard by the Tuscan nver do I own 
An ancient tract outstretching to the west, 
E’en further than Sicanian boundaries 
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Si duo praeterea talis Idaea tulisset 285 
Terra viros, ultro Inachias venisset ad urbes 
Dardanus, et versis lugeret Graecia fatis. 
Quidquid apud durae cessatum est moenia Troiae, 
Hectoris Aeneaeque manu victoria Graium 
Haesit et in decimum vestigia rettulit annum. 290 
Ambo animis, ambo insignes praestantibus armis, 
Hic pietate prior. Coeant in foedera dextrae, 
Qua datur; ast armis concurrant arma cavete.” 
Et responsa simul quae sint, rex optime, regis 
Audisti et quae sit magno sententia bello.’ 295 
Vix ea legati, variusque per ora cucurrit 
Ausonidum turbata fremor; ceu saxa morantur 
Cum rapidos amnis, fit clauso gurgite murmur 
Vicinaeque fremunt ripae crepitantibus undis. 
Ut primum placati animi et trepida ora quierunt, 300 
Praefatus divos solio rex infit ab alto: 
‘ Ante equidem summa de re statuisse, Latini, 
Et vellem et fuerat melius, non tempore tali 
Cogere concilium, cum muros adsidet hostis. 
Bellum inportunum, cives, cum gente deorum 305 
Invictisque viris gerimus, quos nulla fatigant 
Proelia, nec victi possunt absistere ferro. 
Spem siquam adscitis Aetolum habuistis in armis, 
Ponite: spes sibi quisque ; sed haec quam angusta, videtis ; 
Cetera qua rerum iaceant perculsa ruina, 310 
Ante oculos interque manus sunt omnia vestras. 
Nec quemquam incuso: potuit quae plurima virtus 
Esse, fuit ; toto certatum est corpore regni. 
Nunc adeo, quae sit dubiae sententia menti, 
Expediam et paucis (animos adhibete) docebo. 315 
Est antiquus ager Tusco mihi proximus amni, 
Longus in occasum, finis super usque Sicanos ; 
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Auruncans and Rutulians sow its seed, 
And with the ploughshare work its stubborn hills, 
And graze their roughest slopes. Let all this land 
And pineclad belt upon its lofty ridge 
Be for the Teucrian’s friendship handed o’er ; 
Let us assign them equal terms of truce 
And call them to our kingdom as allies ; 
Here let them settle, if so great their wish, 
And found their walls. But if ’tis in their mind 
Fresh boundaries from other race to win, 
And from our soil they are able to depart, 
Then twice ten ships of Italy’s stout oak 
Frame we, or more, if they can fill them full ; 
The timber all lies ready by the stream ; 
The number and the measure of their keels 
They must themselves prescribe; let us supply 
Bronze, willing hands, and what to ships pertains. 
And furthermore, to bear my words to them, 
And plight our treaties firm, it is my will 
That five-score pleaders of high Latin birth 
Go holding forth the olive-bough of peace, 
And bearing gifts—of gold and ivory 
A talent each, and chair of state and robe, 
The emblems of our rule. Your counsels now 
Bring to our midst, and aid our weary state.”’ 
Then up rose Drances, hostile as before, 
Whom Turnus’ fame provoked with bitter stings 
Of slant-eyed jealousy ; profuse of wealth, 
And ready tongued, but sluggish was his hand 
In warfare ; he in counsels was esteemed 
A wily plotter, in sedition skilled ; 
Proud birth to him his mother’s lineage gave, 
But from his sire he drew but doubtful rank ; 
He rising in these words upon them lays 
Vindictive passion’s load and heaps it up: 
“ Thou takest counsel of a matter plain 
To all, good king, nor needing voice of mine, 
All own that what our people’s weal demands 
They understand, but dare not say aloud. 
Let him free speech permit, and blustering cease, 
From whose ill-omened lead and crooked ways— 
Speak will I, though he threaten arms and death— 
We see the stars of many chiefs have set, 
And all our town in lamentation sunk, 
Whilst he, who trusts to flight, attempts to storm 
The camp of Troy, and heaven with arms affrights. 
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Aurunci Rutulique serunt et vomere duros 
Exercent colles atque horum asperrima pascunt. 
Haec omnis regio et celsi plaga pinea montis 
Cedat amicitiae Teucrorum, et foederis aequas 
Dicamus leges sociosque in regna vocemus : 
Considant, si tantus amor, et moenia condant. 
Sin alios finis aliamque capessere gentem 
Est animus possuntque solo decedere nostro: 
Bis denas Italo texamus robore navis 
Seu pluris complere valent (iacet omnis ad undam 
Materies)} ipsi numerumque modumque carinis 
Praecipiant, nos aera manus navalia demus. 
Praeterea qui dicta ferant et foedera firment 
Centum oratores prima de gente Latinos 
Ire placet pacisque manu praetendere ramos, 
Munera portantis aurique eborisque talenta 
Et sellam regni trabeamque insignia nostri. 
Consulite in medium et rebus succurrite fessis.’ 
Tum Drances idem infensus, quem gloria Turni 
Obliqua invidia stimulisque agitabat amaris, 
Largus opum et lingua melior, sed frigida bello 
Dextera, consiliis, habitus non futilis auctor, 
Seditione potens (genus huic materna superbum 
Nobilitas dabat, incertum de patre ferebat), 
Surgit et his onerat dictis atque aggerat iras: 
‘Rem nulli obscuram nostrae nec vocis egentem 
Consulis, o bone rex; cuncti se scire fatentur, 
Quid fortuna ferat populi, sed dicere mussant. 
Det libertatem fandi flatusque remittat 
Cuius ob auspicium infaustum moresque sinistros 
(Dicam equidem, licet arma mihi mortemque minetur 
Lumina tot cecidisse ducum totamque videmus 
Consedisse urbem luctu, dum Troia temptat 
Castra fugae fidens et caelum territat armis. 
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One further offering to those gifts of thine, 

The very many thou dost bid us send 

And promise to the Trojans, but this one 

Do thou fling on the scale, most noble king, 

And let no noisy threats of any man 

Restrain thee, Sire, from wedding worthily 

Thy daughter to a son-in-law renowned, 

Plighting this peace with everlasting bond. 

But if such panic heart and breast pervade, 

Entreat we him in person, and of him 

In person ask relief, that he would yield 

And to his king and land restore the right 

That’s his. Why cast so oft before thy feet 

To open peril thy poor citizens, 

O front and cause to Latium of these ills ? 

War hath no safety; all of us demand 

Peace, Turnus, at thy hands, demand withal 

That only peace-pledge that will never break. 

I at their head, the man thy fancy paints 

Thine enemy—naught care I if I be— 

Lo! JI, a suppliant, come. Pity thy folk, 

Lay passion by, and baffled quit the field. 

Routed, have we sufficient deaths beheld, 

And our far-spreading fields made desolate. 

Or if ambition stir, if in thy breast 

Such valour breed, and if so near thy heart 

A palace for thy dower, be valiant then, 

And bear thee with stout heart to meet the foe. 

That Turnus, sooth, may gain a royal bride 

We, creatures of but little worth, a crowd 

Unburied and unwept, may strew the plain ! 

Nay thou, if thou dost any might possess, 

And share at all the valour of thy sires, 

Look in the face the foe that calls for thee.” 
At words like these flashed Turnus’ fury forth : 

A groan he gave, and from his inmost heart 

Burst forth the words: “ Rich flow of speech indeed 

Aye hast thou, Drances, then when wars want hands ; 

And of the gathered senate first art here. 

But now our court must not be filled with words, 

Big words that from thee, safely sheltered, fly, 

While rampart walls are holding back the foe 

And while our ditches brim not yet with blood. 

Then thunder on thine elogquence—thy wont— 

And me, thou, Drances, brand with cowardice 

Since thy right hand so many heaps hath strewn 
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Unum etiam donis istis, quae plurima mitti 
Dardanidis dicique iubes, unum, optime regum, 
Adicias, nec te ullius violentia vincat 
Quin natam egregio genero dignisque hymenaeis 
Des, pater, et pacem hanc aeterno foedere iungas. 
Quod si tantus habet mentes et pectora terror, 
Ipsum obtestemur veniamque oremus ab ipso, 
Cedat, ius proprium regi patriaeque remittat. 
Quid miseros totiens in aperta pericula cives 
Proicis, o Latio caput horum et causa malorum ? 
Nulla Salus bello; pacem te poscimus omnes, 
Turne, simul pacis solum inviolabile pignus. 
Primus ego, invisum quem tu tibi fingis (et esse 
Nil moror), en supplex venio. Miserere tuorum, 
Pone animos et pulsus abi. Sat funera fusi 
Vidimus, ingentis et desolavimus agros. 
Aut si fama movet, si tantum pectore robur 
Concipis et si adeo dotalis regia cordi est, 
Aude atque adversum fidens fer pectus in hostem. 
Scilicet, ut Turno contingat regia coniunx, 
Nos animae viles, inhumata infletaque turba. 
Sternamur campis. Etiam tu, siqua tibi vis, 
Si patrii quid Martis habes, illum aspice contra, 
Qui vocat.’ 

Talibus exarsit dictis violentia Turni. 
Dat gemitum rumpitque has imo pectore voces : 
“Larga quidem, Drance, semper tibi copia fandi 
Tum, cum bella manus poscunt, patribusque vocatis 
Primus ades. Sed non replenda est curia verbis, 
Quae tuto tibi magna volant, dum distinet hostem 
Agger moerorum nec inundant sanguine fossae. 
Proinde tona eloquio, solitum tibi, meque timoris 
Argue tu, Drance, quando tot stragis acervos 
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Of Teucrian slain, and over all the plain 
Proud marks hast thou set up of trophies won. 
The power of living valour thou canst prove, 
And sooth not far have we to seek the foe ; 
Around our walls on every side they stand. 

We march to meet them. Why so laggart thou ? 
Will ever war for thee be nought beside 

A vapouring tongue, and speedy heels of thine ? 
I beaten? rascal, shall there one declare 

That I was beaten, and deservedly, 

Who sees swollen Tiber wax with Trojan blood, 
And prostrate root and branch Evander’s house ? 
Sees too the Arcadians of their arms despoiled ? 
Not so did Bitias and huge Pandarus 

Prove me, not so those thousand that I sent, 
Victor, one day to Tartarus when shut 

Within their walls, and hedged by hostile mound. 
‘War hath no safety?’ For the Dardan chief 
And thine own fortunes—madman that thou art— 
Proclaim such oracles. Ay do not cease 
Confounding with great panic everything, 
Vaunting the might of a twice-conquered race 
While making of small worth Latinus’ arms. 
Now quake the chieftains of the Myrmidons, 
Now quakes Tydides at the Phrygian arms, 
And e’en Larissan-born Achilles quakes ; 

And backward from the waves of Adria 

Turns Aufidus in flight. Ay hear ye when 

The guilty schemer feigns him terrified 

To meet me in dispute, and by his fear 

Adds sting to calumny. Abate thy dread— 
So base a life as thine thou ne’er shalt lose 

By my right hand ; let it abide with thee, 
And in that breast of thine continue still. 

Now, father, to thyself I turn again 

And to thy weighty matters of debate. 

If in our arms not any further hope 

Thou placest, if so left alone are we, 

And routed once are fallen utterly, 

And fortune powerless to retrace her steps, 

Let us crave peace, and hands inert extend. 
Though would that aught of our old bravery 
Were with us still! o’er other men I deem 

In effort happy, noble too of soul 

Him who fell prone in death from fear to view 
Such shame, and once for all did bite the dust. 
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Teucrorum tua dextra dedit passimque tropaeis 385 
Insignis agros. Possit quid vivida virtus, 

Experiare licet ; nec longe scilicet hostes 

Quaerendi nobis; circumstant undique muros. 

Imus in adversos: quid cessas ? an tibi Mavors 

Ventosa in lingua pedibusque fugacibus istis 390 
Semper erit ? 

Pulsus ego? aut quisquam merito, foedissime, pulsum 
Arguet, Iliaco tumidum qui crescere Thybrim 

Sanguine et Euandri totam cum stirpe videbit 

Procubuisse domum atque exutos Arcadas armis? 395 
Haut ita me experti Bitias et Pandarus ingens, 

Et quos mille die victor sub Tartara misi, 

Inclusus muris hostilique aggere saeptus. 

“Nulla salus bello.” Capiti cane talia, demens, 

Dardanio rebusque tuis. Proinde omnia magno 400 
Ne cessa turbare metu atque extollere vires 

Gentis bis victae, contra premere arma Latini. 

Nunc et Myrmidonum proceres Phrygia arma tremescunt, 
Nunc et Tydides et Larisaeus Achilles, 

Amnis et Hadriacas retro fugit Aufidus undas. 405 
Vel cum se pavidum contra mea iurgia fingit, 

Artificis scelus, et formidine crimen acerbat. 

Numquam animam talem dextra hac (absiste mover’) 
Amittes ; habitet tecum et sit pectore in isto. 

Nunc ad te et tua magna, pater, consulta revertor. 410 
Si nullam nostris ultra spem ponis in armis, 

Si tam deserti sumus et semel agmine verso 

Funditus occidimus neque habet Fortuna regressum, 
Oremus pacem et dextras tendamus inertis. 

Quamquam 9, si solitae quicquam virtutis adesset, 415 
Ile mihi ante alios fortunatusque laborum 

Egregiusque animi, qui, nequid tale videret, 

Procubuit moriens et humum semel ore momordit. 
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But if we own resources, and a youth 
Undrained as yet by war, and for allies 
Italian towns and peoples still remain ; 
And if their glory to the Trojans came 
But with much bloodshed—they too have their slain, 
And over all alike the storm has burst— 
Why faint we at the threshold shamelessly ? 
Why quake our limbs or ere the trumpet call ? 
Time and the changeful work of varying age 
To better case has many things restored, 
And many, fortune as she comes and goes, 
Has tricked, and firmly set them up again. 
The A£tolian prince and Arpi will not bring 
Their help; yet shall Messapus bear us aid 
And lucky-starred Tolumnius; and the chiefs 
So many nations to our side have sent ; 
And no small glory shall attend the flower 
Of Latium’s land and of Laurentum’s fields. 
Ay, and of Volscians’ noble race have we 
Camilla, leading on her band of knights, 
And squadrons in their bronzen armour gay. 
Still if the Teucrians call on me alone 
For combat, and that please you, and so great 
An obstacle to weal of all I prove; 
Not so far from these hands has victory fled 
In hate, that I so bright a hope to gain 
Should any risk decline. With courage high 
Against him I will go, though he should prove 
A great Achilles, and array himself 
In mail like his by hand of Vulcan forged. 
To you, and to Latinus of my bride 
The sire, I, Turnus, this my life have vowed, 
Who yield in valour to no earlier chief. 
* AEneas calls but me.’ I pray he call. 
Nor, if herein be anger of the gods, 
Let Drances rather by his death atone, 
Nor if herein be valour and renown, 
Let him bear off the prize.” 

At issue thus 
While they were wrangling o’er their troubled case 
7Eneas moved his camp and line. When lo! 
Midst the loud din, one through the palace rushed, 
And filled the city with great dread and told 
From Tiber’s stream that Teucrian lines extend, 
The Tyrrhene host pours down o’er all the plains. 
Affrighted were at once the minds of men, 
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Sin et opes nobis et adhuc intacta iuventus 
Auxilioque urbes Italae populique supersunt, 
Sin et Troianis cum multo gloria venit 

Sanguine (sunt illis sua funera parque per omnis 
Tempestas), cur indecores in limine primo 
Deficimus ? cur ante tubam tremor occupat artus ? 
Multa dies variique labor mutabilis aevi 

Rettulit in melius, multos alterna revisens 

Lusit et in solido rursus Fortuna locavit, 

Non erit auxilio nobis Aetolus et Arpi ; 

At Messapus erit felixque Tolumnius et quos 
Tot populi misere duces, nec parva sequetur 
Gloria delectos Latio et Laurentibus agris. 

Est et Volscorum egregia de gente Camilla, 
Agmen agens equitum et florentis aere catervas. 
Quod si me solum Teucri in certamina poscunt, 
Idque placet tantumque bonis communibus obsto, 
Non adeo has exosa manus Victoria fugit, 

Ut tanta quicquam pro spe temptare recusem. 
Ibo animis contra, vel magnum praestet Achillem 
Factaque Volcani manibus paria induat arma 
Ille licet. Vobis animam hanc soceroque Latino 
Turnus ego, haut ulli veterum virtute secundus, 
Devovi. ‘‘ Solum Aeneas vocat.’’ Et vocet oro 
Nec Drances potius, sive est haec ira deorum, 
Morte luat, sive est virtus et gloria, tollat.’ 

Illi haec inter se dubiis de rebus agebant 
Certantes: castra Aeneas aciemque movebat. 
Nuntius ingenti per regia tecta tumultu 
Ecce ruit magnisque urbem terroribus implet, 
Instructos acie Tiberino a flumine Teucros 
Tyrrhenamque manum totis descendere campis. 
Extemplo turbati animi concussaque volgi 
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The people’s hearts dismayed, their passions roused 
By stings ungentle ; eager hands reach out 

For arms; the warriors shout for arms; their sires 
In anguish weep and stammer out their fears. 
And now from every side to heaven uprose 

A mighty cry of discord manifold. 

’Twas e’en as when assembled flocks of birds 
Perchance have settled in a lofty grove, 

Or by Padusa’s fish-abounding stream 

Hoarse swans o’er noisy marshes pour their cries. 
“Nay then, poor townsfolk.’’ Turnus cries aloud, 
Seizing the occasion. ‘‘ Now your council call 

And sit you down to sing the praise of peace ; 

Let them rush on in arms to win the realm.” 

No more he spake, but tare himself away, 

And quickly gat him from the lofty hall. 

‘Thou, Volusus, must summon to their arms 

The Volscian maniples, do thou command 

The Rutules too,”’ says he. ‘‘ Messapus, thou, 
And Coras with thy brother, scatter wide 

Our arméd horsemen o’er the spreading plains. 
Let some secure the approaches of the town 

And man the towers. The others of our band 

To battle—where I bid them—on with me.” 
Straight to the walls from all the town they rush. 
F’en sire Latinus from the council goes, 

Abandons his high ends, and overwrought 

By the disastrous crisis lays them by ; 

And much he blames himself who had not given 
Dardan A‘neas welcome willingly, 

And called him to his town for son-in-law. 

Some trench the ground before the city gates, 

Or carry rocks and stakes to rampart top. 

War’s blood-fraught signal the hoarse trumpet sounds. 
Then dames and boys in haste with motley ring 
Circle the rampart walls; the stress supreme 
Calls all of them to aid. Moreo’er the queen 

Is drawn aloft—with throng of matrons round— 
To Pallas’ shrine that crowns the citadel, 

Bearing her gifts; and by the side of her 

The maid Lavinia, cause of all the ill, 

Casting her comely eyes upon the ground. 

The matrons enter, and perfume the shrine 

With frankincense, and from high entrance hall 
Pour forth their mournful prayers: ‘‘ Tritonian maid, 
Who hast the power of arms, war’s patroness ! 
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Pectora et arrectae stimulis haud mollibus irae. 
Arma manu trepidi poscunt, fremit arma iuventus, 


Flent maesti mussantque patres. Hic undique clamor 


Dissensu vario magnus se tollit in auras 

Haut secus atque alto in luco cum forte catervae 
Consedere avium piscosove amne Padusae 

Dant sonitum rauci per stagna loquacia cycni. 
‘Immo,’ ait, ‘o cives,’ arrepto tempore Turnus, 
‘ Cogite concilium et pacem laudate sedentes : 

Illi armis in regna ruunt.’ Nec plura locutus 
Corripuit sese et tectis citus extulit altis. 

‘Tu, Voluse, armari Volscorum edice maniplos ; 
Duc,’ ait, ‘et Rutulos. Equitem Messapus in armis 
Et cum fratre Coras latis diffundite campis. 

Pars aditus urbis firmet turrisque capessat ; 
Cetera, qua iusso, mecum manus inferat arma.’ 
Ilicet in muros tota discurritur urbe : 

Concilium ipse pater et magna incepta Latinus 
Deserit ac tristi turbatus tempore differt 
Multaque se incusat, qui non acceperit ultro 
Dardanium Aenean generumque asciverit urbi. 
Praefodiunt alii portas aut saxa sudesque 
Subvectant. Bello dat signum rauca cruentum 
Bucina. Tum muros varia cinxere corona 
Matronae puerique; vocat labor ultimus omnis. 
Nec non ad templum summasque ad Palladis arces 
Subvehitur magna matrum regina caterva, 

Dona ferens, iuxtaque comes Lavinia virgo, 
Causa mali tanti, oculos deiecta decoros. 
Succedunt matres et templum ture vaporant 

Et maestas alto fundunt de limine voces : 

‘ Armipotens, praeses belli, Tritonia virgo, 
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Break with thine hand the Phrygian pirate’s lance, 
And lay the chieftain prone upon the ground, 
And shed his life beneath our lofty gates.” 
Turnus himself, with eager fury fired, 

Was girding on his armour for the fight, 

And even now, his Rutule corselet donned, 

Was showing the rough glint of bronzen scale, 
And had ensheathed his calves in greaves of gold, 
Unhelmeted as yet, and to his side 

Had girt his sword, and as in golden gleam 
Comes running down from the high citadel ; 
And leaps with buoyant courage, and e’en now 
With confidence anticipates his foe. 

As when a courser that has burst his bonds 

Flies from the stalls, his freedom gained at last, 
And of the open country now possessed 

Turns either to the pastures and the herds 

Of mares, or wont to bathe, bounds off to plunge 
In well-known stream, and raising his arched crest 
Neighs with a wanton pride, and o’er his neck 
And o’er his shoulders gaily falls his mane. 

To meet him in the way, Camilla comes, 

Her Volscian host behind her, and the queen 
Leaps from her horse before the very gate, 

And at the example of her all the band 

Light nimbly from their steeds upon the ground ; 
Then thus she speaks: ‘“ If ever in themselves 
The brave of heart may trust deservedly, 

O Turnus, then I dare and promise thee 

To face the squadron of Atneas’ men, 

And all alone confront the Tuscan knights. 

Leave me war’s earliest perils to essay 

With my strong hand; do thou on foot remain 
Beside the walls, and keep the rampart safe.” 
Turnus, his eye fixed on the dreaded maid, 
Made answer: ‘‘ Maiden, pride of Italy, 

How can I seek to thank thee, how repay ? 
But since that soul of thine transcendeth all, 
Share thou the toil with me. /Eneas now, 

As rumour and our scouts bring trusty news, 
Untiring has sent on the light-armed horse 

To scour the plains ; while crossing by the ridge 
O’er desert mountain-steeps, he nears the town. 
Beside the sloping forest track I plan 

The crafty strokes of war, to lie in wait 

On either side the pass with arméd men, 
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Frange manu telum Phrygii praedonis et ipsum 
Pronum sterne solo portisque effunde sub altis.’ 
Cingitur ipse furens certatim in proelia Turnus. 
Iamque adeo Rutulum thoraca indutus aénis 
Horrebat squamis surasque incluserat auro, 
Tempora nudus adhuc, laterique accinxerat ensem, 
Fulgebatque alta decurrens aureus arce, 
Exultatque animis et spe iam praecipit hostem : 
Qualis ubi abruptis fugit praesepia vinclis 
Tandem liber equus, campoque potitus aperto 
Aut ille in pastus armentaque tendit equarum 
Aut adsuetus aquae perfundi flumine noto 
Emicat arrectisque fremit cervicibus alte 
Luxurians, luduntque iubae per colla, per armos. 
Obvia cui Volscorum acie comitante Camilla 
Occurrit portisque ab equo regina sub ipsis 
Desiluit, quam tota cohors imitata relictis 

Ad terram defluxit equis; tum talia fatur: 
“Turne, sui merito siqua est fiducia forti, 

Audeo et Aeneadum promitto occurrere turmae 
Solaque Tyrrhenos equites ire obvia contra. 

Me sine prima manu temptare pericula belli ; 

Tu pedes ad muros subsiste et moenia serva.’ 
Turnus ad haec, oculos horrenda in virgine fixus: 
‘O decus Italai virgo, quas dicere grates 

Quasve referre parem ? sed nunc, est omnia quando 
Iste animus supra, mecum partire laborem. 
Aeneas, ut fama fidem missique reportant 
Exploratores, equitum levia inprobus arma 
Praemisit, quaterent campos; ipse ardua montis 
Per deserta iugo superans adventat ad urbem. 
Furta paro belli convexo in tramite silvae, 

Ut bivias armato obsidam milite fauces. 
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Thou with the standards battle-borne engage 

Etruria’s horsemen; at thy side shall be 

Valiant Messapus and the Latin troops 

And squadron of Tiburtus; and do thou 

Take on thyself the cares of chief command.”’ 

Thus does he speak, thus too to battle cheers 

Messapus and the chiefs confederate, 

And goes against the foe. There lies a glen 

With tortuous windings that doth lend it well 

To the deceits and stratagems of arms, 

The dark fringe of thick forest hems it in 

Each side, and thither a scant pathway leads 

And narrow gorge and perilous approach ; 

O’er this on view grounds and on mountain crest 

An unknown plateau lies, and vantage safe 

From right hand or from left if thou dost wish 

To rush into the battle, or to stand 

Firm on the ridge and hurl great boulders down. 

Hither, by well-known trending of the ways, 

The warrior came and seized the vantage spot, 

And lay in ambush in the treacherous woods. 
Meanwhile Latonia in abodes above 

The wingéd Opis was entreating thus, 

A comrade damsel of her holy train, 

And speaking these sad words: “‘O maiden! now 

To cruel warfare steps Camilla forth, 

And with mine arms she girds her but in vain, 

Dear o’er the rest to me; nor has that love 

Thou knowest of come new to Dian’s heart, 

Nor with a sudden sweetness stirred her soul. 

When Metabus went forth, chased from his realm 

For envy of his overbearing might, 

From out Privernum, town of olden days, 

Amidst war’s conflicts as he fled away, 

Companion in his exile he bore off 

His infant child, and from her mother’s name 

Casmilla, changed in part, he calléd her 

Camilla. In his bosom bearing her 

Before him, was the chieftain on his way 

To ridges long of groves untenanted ; 

The cruel darts were falling round him thick, 

And Volscians hovering round in scattered hordes, 

When lo! the Amasenus, o’er its banks 

In flood, was foaming right athwart his flight— 

So great a rainstorm from the clouds had burst. 

He, while he thinks within the flood to plunge 
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Tu Tyrrhenum equitem collatis excipe signis ; 

Tecum acer Messapus erit turmaeque Latinae 

Tiburtique manus; ducis et tu concipe curam.’ 

Sic ait, et paribus Messapum in proelia dictis 

Hortatur sociosque duces et pergit in hostem. 

Est curvo anfractu valles adcommoda fraudi 

Armorumque dolis, quam densis frondibus atrum 

Urget utrimque latus, tenuis quo semita ducit 

Angustaeque ferunt fauces aditusque maligni. 

Hanc super in speculis summoque in vertice montis 

Planities ignota iacet tutique recessus, 

Seu dextra laevaque velis occurrere pugnae, 

Sive instare iugis et grandia volvere saxa. 

Huc iuvenis nota fertur regione viarum 

Arripuitque locum et silvis insedit iniquis, 
Velocem interea superis in sedibus Opim, 

Unam ex virginibus sociis sacraque caterva, 

Compellabat et has tristis Latonia voces 

Ore dabat : ‘ graditur bellum ad crudele Camilla, 

O virgo, et nostris nequiquam cingitur armis, 

Cara mihi ante alias. Neque enim novus iste Dianae 

Venit amor subitaque animum dulcedine movit. 

Pulsus ob invidiam regno viresque superbas 

Priverno antiqua Metabus cum excederet urbe, 

Infantem fugiens media inter proelia belli 

Sustulit exilio comitem matrisque vocavit 

Nomine Casmillae mutata parte Camillam. 

Ipse sinu prae se portans iuga longa petebat 

Solorum nemorum ; tela undique saeva premebant 

Et circumfuso volitabant milite Volsci. 

Ecce fugae medio summis Amasenus abundans 

Spumabat ripis; tantus se nubibus imber 

Ruperat. Ille, innare parans, infantis amore 
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By fondness for his infant child is stayed, 
And fears for his loved charge. 

While weighing all, 
Scarce on this sudden plan does he resolve. 
A monster javelin, which by chance he bore 
In his strong hand, for warrior was he, 
Stout, knotted, and of seasoned heart-of-oak, 
To this, encased in bark and forest cork, 
He bound his daughter fast, and handily 
Lashed her around the middle of the spear ; 
And as he poised it with a stalwart hand, 
Thus unto heaven he cried: ‘O kindly maid, 
Latona’s daughter, guardian of our glades, 
This child, thy handmaid, I myself, her sire, 
Devote to thee; and she, a suppliant, 
Thy dart, her first, in hand, athwart the air 
Is flying from the foe. Goddess, I pray, 
Her for thine own receive, to random winds 
Entrusted now.’ He spake, and with bent arm 
Sent on the brandished spear ; the waters rang ; 
And on the whistling lance o’er rushing stream 
Hapless Camilla fled. But Metabus, 
When closer now pressed on the mighty throng, 
To the wild river gave himself, and then, 
His end achieved, plucked from the grassy turf 
The shaft and maiden, Dian’s gift from him. 
Not any towns into their palaces— 
Not one within its walls did welcome him— 
Nor, wild by nature, had he borne control ; 
On mountain’s lone the shepherd life he led. 
Here in the brakes amid rough lairs he reared 
His child on brood-mare’s teats and wild things’ milk, 
Draining their udders in her tender lips. 
And when the child with early feet had learned 
To plant her steps, he armed with pointed dart 
Her hands, and from her tiny shoulder slung 
Her arrows and her bow. From off her head 
Fell o’er her back spoil of a tigress’ skin, 
In place of golden binding of the hair, 
In place of trailing robe to cover her. 
Boys’ darts e’en then with childhood’s hand she hurled, 
And whirled around her head a smooth-thonged sling, 
And to the earth struck down Strymonian crane 
Or white-plumed swan. Throughout Etruria’s towns 
Many the mothers who did long in vain, 
That she in marriage might their daughter be: 
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Tardatur caroque oneri timet. Omnia secum 
Versanti subito vix haec sententia sedit : 
Telum immane, manu valida quod forte gerebat 
Bellator, solidum nodis et robore cocto, 

Huic natam, libro et silvestri subere clausam, 


Implicat atque habilem mediae circumligat hastae ; 


Quam dextra ingenti librans ita ad aethera fatur : 
“Alma, tibi hanc, nemorum cultrix, Latonia virgo, 
Ipse pater famulam voveo: tua prima per auras 
Tela tenens supplex hostem fugit. Accipe, testor, 
Diva tuam, quae nunc dubiis committitur auris.”’ 
Dixit, et adducto contortum hastile lacerto 
Inmittit: sonuere undae, rapidum super amnem 
Infelix fugit in iaculo stridente Camilla. 

At Metabus, magna propius iam urgente caterva, 
Dat sese fluvio atque hastam cum virgine victor 
Gramineo donum Triviae de caespite vellit. 

Non illum tectis ullae, non moenibus urbes 
Accepere neque ipse manus feritate dedisset : 
Pastorum et solis exegit montibus aevum. 

Hic natam in dumis interque horrentia lustra 
Armentalis equae mammis et lacte ferino 
Nutribat, teneris inmulgens ubera labris. 

Utque pedum primis infans vestigia plantis 
Institerat, iaculo palmas armavit acuto, 
Spiculaque ex umero parvae suspendit et arcum: 
Pro crinali auro, pro longae tegmine pallae 
Tigridis exuviae per dorsum a vertice pendent. 
Tela manu iam tum tenera puerilia torsit 

Et fundam tereti circum caput egit habena 
Strymoniamque gruem aut album deiecit olorem. 
Multae illam frustra Tyrrhena per oppida matres 
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By Dian only all her wants sufficed, 

She ever keeps in virgin purity 

Love of her weapons and her maiden state 

Fain would I she had not been caught away 

On such a warlike enterprise as this, 

Endeavouring to work the Teucrians’ woe , 

My darling should she be, and even now 

One of my train. But since by sore decrees 

Of destiny she now us hardly pressed, 

Ghde, nymph, from heaven and visit Latium’s land, 

Where with fell omen the sad fight proceeds 

Take with thee these, and from the quiver draw 

A shaft avenging , whosoe’er he be 

That violates with wound her sacred form, 

Be he of Troy or Italy, by this 

Let him hke forfeit pay me with his blood 

In hollow cloud then I will to the tomb 

Bear off her hapless body and her arms, 

No warrior’s spoil, and to her land restored 

Lay her at rest’’ She spake, but gliding down 

Through heaven’s light airs the maiden’s going rang, 

Her form within the gloomy whirlwind wrapped. 
But nearer to the walls the Trojan host 

Draws on the while, so too the Tuscan chiefs, 

And with them all the army of their knights 

Massed into squadrons as their number ran. 

O’er all the plam the prancing charger snorts, 

And, wheeling round to this side and to that, 

Fights with a close-drawn rein, then far and wide 

The iron-bound field with spears 1s bristling o’er 

The plains are glowing with uplifted arms 

So too Messapus on the opposing side 

And the swift footed Latins, and Coras, 

His brother with him, and the wing of horse 

Maiden Camulla leads, show o’er the plain 

Confronting them, and with nght arm drawn back 

Point far in front the spear and poise the dart. 

And hotter grows the coming of the men, 

The snorting of the steed And now within 

A weapon’s cast had halted the approach 

Of each, then on a sudden with a shout 

They forward burst and urge their maddened steeds 

At once from every side they shower their darts 

As snowflakes thick, and curtained is the sky 

Forthwith Tyrrhenus and Aconteus brave 

Fall to with spear aman, the first to deal 
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Optavere nurum ; sola contenta Diana 
Aeternum telorum et virginitatis amorem 
Intemerata colit. Vellem haut correpta fuisset 
Militia tali, conata lacessere Teucros : 

Cara mihi comitumque foret nunc una mearum. 
Verum age, quandoquidem fatis urgetur acerbis, 
Labere, Nympha, polo finisque invise Latinos, 
Tristis ubi infausto committitur omine pugna. 
Haec cape et ultricem pharetra deprome sagittam : 
Hac, quicumque sacrum violarit volnere corpus, 
Tros Italusve, mihi pariter det sanguine poenas. 
Post ego nube cava miserandae corpus et arma 
Inspoliata feram tumulo patriaeque reponam.’ 
Dixit ; at illa levis caeli delapsa per auras 
Insonuit, nigro circumdata turbine corpus. 

At manus interea muris Troiana propinquat 
Etruscique duces equitumque exercitus omnis, 
Compositi numero in turmas. Fremit aequore toto 
Insultans sonipes et pressis pugnat habenis 
Huc conversus et huc; tum late ferreus hastis 
Horret ager campique armis sublimibus ardent. 
Nec non Messapus contra celeresque Latini 
Et cum fratre Coras et virginis ala Camillae 
Adversi campo apparent hastasque reductis 
Protendunt longe dextris et spicula vibrant ; 
Adventusque virum fremitusque ardescit equorum. 
Iamque intra iactum teli progressus uterque 
Constiterat : subito erumpunt clamore furentisque 
Exhortantur equos ; fundunt simul undique tela 
Crebra nivis ritu caelumque obtexitur umbra. 
Continuo adversis Tyrrhenus et acer Aconteus 
Conixi incurrunt hastis primique ruina 
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Wreck with huge crash, and break the battered breast 
Of steed on breast of steed; Aconteus hurled 

To earth like thunderbolt, or heavy ball 

Flung by a catapult, falls headlong far 

And to the breezes scatters life away. 

Straight are their ranks disordered. and in flight 
The Latins throw their shields behind their backs, 
And turn their steeds towards the battlements. 
Troy’s sons give chase; Asilas at the head 
Leads on their bands. And now they near the gates, 
And once again the Latins raise a shout 

And rein about their horses’ supple necks. 

These fly, and loose-reined gallop home again. 

As when the sea, with alternating tide 
On-rushing, one time races to the land, 

And foaming flings its billows o’er the rocks, 
And in its bosom laps the edge of sand ; 

Now speedily it turns and takes to flight, 

And sucks back rolling boulders in its tide, 

And ebbing o’er the shallows quits the shore. 
Twice to the ramparts did the Tuscans drive 

The routed Rutules ; twice repulsed in arms, 
They look behind, and screen their backs with shield. 
But when the third time met in shock of fight 
They locked their lines of battle end to end, 

And when each warrior singled warrior out, 

Then sooth were heard the groans of dying men, 
And deep in blood were arms and bodies rolled, 
And half-dead chargers mingled with the slain, 
And bitter grows the fight. Orsilochus 

’Gainst Remulus’ charger—for he shrank to meet 
Its rider—drove his lance and left the barb 
Beneath its ear; and maddened at the blow 

The charger rears and with uplifted chest 

Paws high in air, impatient of the wound ; 
Unhorsed its rider rolls upon the ground. 

Catillus hurls Iollas from his steed, 

Hurls down Herminius too, though big of heart 
Big statured and big armed; on his bare head 
A wealth of golden locks, his shoulders bare ; 

Nor him do wounds affright, so huge a frame 

To sword he offers; ’twixt his shoulders broad 
The spear-shaft quivering smites, and piercing deep 
Bends the hero double in his agony. 

Dark gore flows everywhere, and struggling men 
With thrust of sword deal deaths of violence, 
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Dant sonitum ingenti perfractaque quadrupedantum 
Pectora pectoribus rumpunt; excussus Aconteus 
Fulminis in morem aut tormento ponderis acti 
Praecipitat longe et vitam dispergit in auras. 
Extemplo turbatae acies, versique Latini 
Reiciunt parmas et equos ad moenia vertunt. 
Troes agunt ; princeps turmas inducit Asilas. 
Iamque propinquabant portis, rursusque Latini 
Clamorem tollunt et mollia colla reflectunt : 

Hi fugiunt penitusque datis referuntur habenis : 
Qualis ubi alterno procurrens gurgite pontus 
Nunc ruit ad terram scopulosque superiacit unda 
Spumeus extremamque sinu perfundit harenam, 
Nunc rapidus retro atque aestu revoluta resorbens 
Saxa fugit litusque vado labente relinquit. 

Bis Tusci Rutulos egere ad moenia versos, 

Bis reiecti armis respectant terga tegentes. 

Tertia sed postquam congressi in proelia totas 
Inplicuere inter se acies legitque virum vir, 

Tum vero et gemitus morientum et sanguine in alto 
Armaque corporaque et permixti caede virorum 
Semianimes volvuntur equi, pugna aspera surgit. 
Orsilochus Remuli, quando ipsum horrebat adire, 
Hastam intorsit equo ferrumque sub aure reliquit. 
Quo sonipes ictu furit arduus altaque iactat 
Volneris inpatiens arrecto pectore crura : 

Volvitur ille excussus humi. Catillus Iollan 
Ingentemque animis, ingentem corpore et armis 
Deicit Herminium, nudo cui vertice fulva 

Caesaries nudique umeri, nec volnera terrent : 
Tantus in arma patet. Latos huic hasta per armos 
Acta tremit duplicatque virum transfixa dolore. 
Funditur ater ubique cruor; dant funera ferro 
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And seek through wounds an honourable end. 

But proudly ’mongst the thick of slaughter leaps, 
An amazon, one breast unbared for fight, 
Camilla, quiver-girt, and now she strews 
Thick hail of pliant javelins with her hand. 

Now wields her sturdy axe with tireless arm. 
Hung from her shoulder clangs her golden bow 
And Dian’s weapons. And if e’er the queen 
Chased from the field to battle-rear retreat, 

With back-turned bow in flight she aims her shafts. 
Lo! round her are her chosen retinue, 

Maiden Larina, Tulla too, and she 

Who brandishes her bronzen battle-axe, 

Tarpeia, daughters of Italian land ; 

And these herself divine Camilla chose 

To be her pride and her attendants true 

In peace or war. Like Thracians Amazons 
What time Thermodon’s frozen streams they beat, 
And go in blazoned armour to the war ; 

Be it around Hippolyte, or when 

Penthesilea, warrior-queen rides home 

In chariot, and the cresent-shielded ranks 

Of women dance in the great yelling throng. 
Whom with thy weapon first, and whom the last, 
Relentless maiden, dost thou hurl to earth? 
Shed on the ground how many dying forms ? 
Eunéus first, whose sire was Clytius ; 

His breast unguarded, when confronting her, 

With long pine spear she pierced ; and spouting forth 
Streams of his blood he falls and bites the earth 
Gore-stained, and dying writhes upon his wound. 
Then Liris, ay and Pagasus as well ; 

Of whom the one was rolled from stricken steed 
While gathering the reins, the other while 

He to his rescue came, and stretched a hand 
Unarmed to aid him as he tottered ; both 
Crashed headlong side by side. She adds to these 
Amastrus, who was son of Hippotas ; 

And eagerly from far with spear pursues 

Tereus, Harpalycus, Demophoon, 

And Chromis: and so many as the shafts 

The maiden whirled and looséd from her hand, 
So many heroes of the Phrygians fell. 

Far off, in armour strange, was Ornytus, 

Hunter, who rides on Iapygian steed, 

His ample shoulders when in fighting trim 
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Certantes pulchramque petunt per volnera mortem. 
At medias inter caedes exultat Amazon, 

Unum exserta latus pugnae, pharetrata Camilla ; 

Et nunc lenta manu spargens hastilia denset, 

Nunc validam dextra rapit indefessa bipennem : 

Aureus ex umero sonat arcus et arma Dianae. 

Illa etiam, in tergum siquando pulsa recessit, 

Spicula converso fugientia derigit arcu. 

At circum lectae comites, Larinaque virgo 

Tullaque et aeratam quatiens Tarpeia securim, 

Italides, quas ipsa decus sibi dia Camilla 

Delegit pacisque bonas bellique ministras : 

Quales Thraeiciae cum flumina Thermodontis 

Pulsant et pictis bellantur Amazones armis 

Seu circum Hippolyten, seu cum se Martia curru 

Penthesilea refert, magnoque ululante tumultu 

Feminea exultant lunatis agmina peltis. 

Quem telo primum, quem postremum, aspera virgo, 

Deicis ? aut quot humi morientia corpora fundis ? 

Euneum Clytio primum patre, cuius apertum 

Adversi longa transverberat abiete pectus. 

Sanguinis ille vomens rivos cadit atque cruentam 


Mandit humum moriensque suo se in volnere versat. 


Tum Lirim Pagasumque super ; quorum alter habenas 
Suffosso revolutus equo dum colligit, alter 

Dum subit ac dextram labenti tendit inermem, 
Praecipites pariterque ruunt. His addit Amastrum 
Hippotaden, sequiturque incumbens eminus hasta 
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Tereaque Harpalycumque et Demophoonta Chrominque ; 


Quotque emissa manu contorsit spicula virgo, 
Tot Phrygii cecidere viri. Procul Ornytus armis 
Ignotis et equo venator Iapyge fertur, 

Cui pellis latos humeros erepta iuvenco 
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A steer’s-hide covers ; the wide-yawning mouth 

And white-teethed jaws of wolf encase his head ; 

A rustic pike the weapon of his hands. 

The chieftain passes swiftly ’mongst his bands 

And overtops them by a full head height. 

Him then she caught, nor difficult the task 

When routed was his band—and thrust him through ; 
And o’er him spake these words from heart of foe: 
“And didst thou, Tuscan, think in woods to chase 
Wild beasts ? The day has come by woman’s arms 
To prove thy boasting false. Yet shalt thou bring 
To shades of thy forefathers this renown— 

That thou art fallen by Camilla’s spear.” 

Right on from then Orsilochus she slew 

And Butes, two of Troy’s most mighty ones. 

Now Butes ’twixt his corselet, and his helm 

She pierced with lance, while he was turned away, 
Where gleamed the horseman’s neck, and where the shield 
Hung from left arm; Orsilochus, as she 

Flies round an ample ring pursued by him, 

Wheeling inside she baffles, and gives chase 

To him that chased her; rising o’er him then 

With stout axe on the chief she rains her blows 
Through armour and through bone, for all that he 
Prays and entreats her much; and o’er his face 
The wound lets forth the flood of life-warm brain. 
Now crossed her path by chance the warrior son 

Of Aunus who in Apenninus dwelt, 

And awed at sudden sight of her drew rein ; 

Not last was he of the Ligurian chiefs, 

So long as fate allowed him to deceive. 

And when he marked that by no speed of flight 

He now could ‘scape the fight, nor turn aside 

The onset of the queen, endeavouring 

With cunning wiliness his tricks to play, 

He thus begins: ‘‘ What wondrous courage this, 

If in brave steed, a woman, thou dost trust ? 

Put flight beyond thy power, and hand to hand 
Trust thee with me on ground that’s fair to both, 
And gird thyself to fight with me afoot ; 

Soon shalt thou know to whom vain boasting brings 
A tricky fall." He ended, she enraged, 

And fired with passion fierce, gave o’er her steed 
To her companion, and with equal arms 
Confronted him, on foot with naked blade 

And unemblazoned shield, undauntedly. 
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Pugnatori operit, caput ingens oris hiatus 

Et malae texere lupi cum dentibus albis, 
Agrestisque manus armat sparus; ipse catervis 
Vertitur in mediis et toto vertice supra est. 

Hunc illa exceptum (neque enim labor agmine verso) 
Traicit et super haec inimico pectore fatur : 

‘Silvis te, Tyrrhene, feras agitare putasti ? 

Advenit qui vestra dies muliebribus armis 

Verba redarguerit : nomen tamen haud leve patrum 
Manibus hoc referes, telo cecidisse Camillae.’ 
Protinus Orsilochum et Buten, duo maxima Teucrum 
Corpora, sed Buten aversum cuspide fixit 

Loricam galeamque inter, qua colla sedentis 

Lucent et laevo dependet parma lacerto, 
Orsilochum fugiens magnumque agitata per orbem 
Eludit gyro interior sequiturque sequentem, 

Tum validam perque arma viro perque ossa securim 
Altior exsurgens oranti et multa precanti 
Congeminat ; volnus calido rigat ora cerebro. 
Incidit huic subitoque aspectu territus haesit 
Appenninicolae bellator filius Auni, 

Haut Ligurum extremus, dum fallere fata sinebant. 
Isque ubi se nullo iam cursu evadere pugnae 

Posse neque instantem reginam avertere cernit, 
Consilio versare dolos ingressus et astu, 

Incipit haec: ‘ quid tam egregium, si femina forti 
Fidis equo? Dimitte fugam et te comminus aequo 
Mecum crede solo pugnaeque accinge pedestri : 

Iam nosces, ventosa ferat cui gloria fraudem.’ 

Dixit ; at illa furens acrique accensa dolore 

Tradit equum comiti paribusque resistit in armis, 
Ense pedes nudo puraque interrita parma. 
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But then the youth, who deemed that he had won 

His way by craft, himself sped off at once, 

And turning rein, a coward, rode away, 

And with spurred heel his speedy courser plied. 

“Empty Ligurian, puffed with bootless pride, 

In vain thou did’st thy country’s tricks essay 

Nor shall thy cunning bring thee safely home 

To lying Aunus.” This the maiden spake, 

And, all afire, with nimble step outsped 

His courser in the race, and face to face, 

Grasping his rein, confronted him in fight 

And took her vengeance of a foeman’s blood. 

As easily as falcon, bird divine, 

Swooping from lofty rock o’ertakes on wing 

The dove that soars aloft within the clouds, 

And holds her in firm grip, and tears away 

Her bowels with hooked talons; then her gore 

And feathers torn come floating down the sky. 
But not with eyes that do not heed the sight 

Aloft upon Olympus’ summit sits, 

Observant of these things, the Sire of men 

And gods alike; but to the cruel fray 

The Father rouses Tuscan Tarchon now, 

And anger in him by fierce goads instils. 

So ’twixt the slaughter and his yielding ranks 

Rides Tarchon, and with various speech inspires 

His horsemen, calling each one by his name, 

And rallies to the fight his beaten host : 

‘What panic this O will ye ne’er be shamed 

O ever slow to rouse you Tuscan men ! 

What utter cowardice has ta’en your hearts ? 

Does then a woman chase and scatter you 

And rout your ranks? What use the sword and why 

Wield we these idle weapons in our hands ? 

Yet are ye not for Venus’ service dull 

And nightly brawls, and when the crooked pipe 

Of Bacchus has proclaimed abroad the dance, 

To look for feast and cups on laden board. 

Herein your joy and this your fond delight—- 

While favouring augur doth your omen tell, 

And a fat victim to deep groves invites.” 

This said, himself, he spurs into their midst 

His charger, braving death, and wrathfully 

Bears down on Venulus ; and with right arm 

Seizes his foe and tears him from his steed, 

And bears him off upon his saddle-bow, 
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At iuvenis, vicisse dolo ratus, avolat ipse 
(Haut mora) conversisque fugax aufertur habenis 
Quadrupedemque citum ferrata calce fatigat. 
“Vane Ligus frustraque animis elate superbis, 715 
Nequiquam patrias temptasti lubricus artes, 
Nec fraus te incolumem fallaci perferet Auno,’ 
Haec fatur virgo et pernicibus ignea plantis 
Transit equum cursu frenisque adversa prehensis 
Congreditur poenasque inimico ex sanguine sumit : 720 
Quam facile accipiter saxo sacer ales ab alto 
Consequitur pinnis sublimem in nube columbam 
Comprensamque tenet pedibusque eviscerat uncis ; 
Tum cruor et volsae labuntur ab aethere plumae. 

At non haec nullis hominum Sator atque deorum 725 
Observans oculis summo sedet altus Olympo. 
Tyrrhenum Genitor Tarchonem in proelia saeva 
Suscitat et stimulis haut mollibus inicit iras. 
Ergo inter caedes cedentiaque agmina Tarchon 
Fertur equo variisque instigat vocibus alas, 730 
Nomine quemque vocans, reficitque in proelia pulsos. 
“Quis metus, o numquam dolituri, o semper inertes 
Tyrrheni, quae tanta animis ignavia venit ? 
Femina palantis agit atque haec agmina vertit ! 
Quo ferrum, quidve haec gerimus tela inrita dextris? 735 
At non in Venerem segnes nocturnaque bella 
Aut ubi curva choros indixit tibia Bacchi, 
Exspectate dapes et plenae pocula mensae 
(Hic amor, hoc studium), dum sacra secundus haruspex 
Nuntiet ac lucos vocet hostia pinguis in altos!’ 740 
Haec effatus equum in medios, moriturus et ipse, 
Concitat et Venulo adversum se turbidus infert 
Dereptumque ab equo dextra complectitur hostem 


Et gremium ante suum multa vi concitus aufert. 
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By forceful strength, full speed ; to heaven they shout, 
And Latins all turn there at once their gaze. 
With fiery speed flies Tarchon o’er the plain, 
And bears away the warrior and his arms ; 

Then from the chief’s own spear he breaks the head 
And searches for unguarded spot whereat 

To deal a deathly wound ; ’gainst whom his foe 
Resisting, wards the right hand from his throat, 
And ’scapes by force the other’s violence. 

And as when tawny eagle soaring high 

Bears off with her the serpent she has seized, 
And has entwined her feet into his coils, 

And clutched him with her talons; sorely hurt, 
Yet doth the serpent writhe in sinuous folds, 
And bristle, scales erect, and open mouthed 
Hiss, as he rears himself against his foe. 

She none the less plies hard her struggling prey 
With hookéd beak, and with her wings the while 
Flaps on the breeze—thus from Tiburtian host 
Tarchon in triumph carries off his prey. 
Meonia’s sons rush on to emulate 

The example and the fortunes of their chief. 
Then fate-pledged Arruns, javelin in his hand, 
Forestalling her with manifold device, 

Wheels round the swift Camilla and essays 

To find what chance may be his easiest. 

What way soe’er the fiery maiden rides 

Amid the lines, by this does Arruns steal 
Behind, and track her goings silently ; 

And where victorious she turns back again, 
And from the enemy her steps withdraws, 

This way the youth reins swift and stealthily ; 
First these, then those approaches travels o’er 
And all the winding course of her around, 

And shakes the spear that will not miss its mark, 
Relentless in his purpose. As it chanced, 

The consecrated son of Cybele, 

Chloreus erstwhile her priest, conspicuous 

In Phrygian arms was gleaming far away, 

And riding hard upon his foaming steed ; 

Clad in a gold-sewn hide with bronzen scales 
Fashioned like plumes. Himself, magnificent 

In rust-hued purple of a foreign land, 

Was aiming Cretan shafts from Lycian horn ; 
Down from his shoulder hung a golden bow, 
And golden was the helmet of the priest ; 
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Tollitur in caelum clamor, cunctique Latini 
Convertere oculos. Volat igneus aequore Tarchon 
Arma virumque ferens; tum summa ipsius ab hasta 
Defringit ferrum et partis rimatur apertas, 

Qua volnus letale ferat ; contra ille repugnans 
Sustinet a 1ugulo dextram et vim viribus exit. 
Utque volans alte raptum cum fulva draconem 

Fert aquila inplicuitque pedes atque unguibus haesit, 
Saucius at serpens sinuosa volumina versat 
Arrectisque horret squamis et sibilat ore, 

Arduus insurgens ; illa haut minus urget obunco 
Luctantem rostro simul aethera verberat alis: 

Haut aliter praedam Tiburtum ex agmine Tarchon 
Portat ovans. Ducis exemplum eventumque secuti 
Maeonidae incurrunt. Tum fatis debitus Arruns 
Velocem iaculo et multa prior arte Camillam 

Circuit et, quae sit fortuna facillima, temptat. 

Qua se cumque furens medio tulit agmine virgo, 
Hac Arruns subit et tacitus vestigia lustrat ; 

Qua victrix redit illa pedemque ex hoste reportat, 
Hac iuvenis furtim celeris detorquet habenas : 

Hos aditus iamque hos aditus omnemque pererrat 
Undique circuitum et certam quatit improbus hastam. 
Forte sacer Cybelae Chloreus olimque sacerdos 
Insignis longe Phrygiis fulgebat in armis 
Spumantemque agitabat equum, quem pellis aénis 

In plumam squamis auro conserta tegebat. 

Ipse, peregrina ferrugine clarus et ostro, 

Spicula torquebat Lycio Gortynia cornu ; 
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Into a knot had he upgathered then 

With clasp of yellow gold his saffron cloak 

And rustling muslin folds ; with needlework 
Embroidered was his vest, embroidered too 

His foreign greaves. Then, whether from desire 
To hang Troy’s arms upon her temple gates, 

Or be it that she might display herself 

In golden spoil, the maiden, huntress-like, 

Was blindly giving chase to him alone 

Of all the battle rout, and heeding naught 

Rode through the host by woman’s fondness fired 
For booty and for prey; but Arruns then 

The fit occasion seizing at the last, 

Sped swiftly from his lurking place the shaft, 
And thus with voice besought the gods above ; 
“Most mighty god, divine Soracte’s guard, 
Apollo, whom—thy foremost worshippers— 

We reverence, and in whose honour feeds 

The pine-blaze on the pile, and midst the flames, 
Thy votaries, trusting to the love of thee, 

We on thick burning embers plant our steps, 
Grant me, O Father, who hast power of all, 

To blot out this dishonour by mine arms. 

No stripped off armour and no trophy won 
From vanquished maid, nor any spoils I seek— 
My other deeds shall bring me my renown— 

If stricken by a wound from me should fall 

This woeful plague, then with no triumph-tale 
Will I to my ancestral town return.” 

He heard, and Pheebus granted of his will 

That part of that he prayed should come to pass, 
Part to the wingéd winds he tossed away ; 

Gave to the suppliant sanction to surprise 

And lay Camilla low by sudden stroke ; 

But granted not his lofty fatherland 

Should see his home returning ; and the storms 
Bare off his prayer into the southern gales. 

So then when hurléd from his hand the spear 
Hissed on the breeze, the Volscians one and all 
Turned all their eager thoughts and bent their gaze 
Toward their queen. Naught recked the queen herself 
Of hissing on the breeze, nor of the shaft 

That out of aether came, until the spear 
Onborne beneath her naked breast was lodged, 
And deeply sunken drank her maiden blood. 
Together her affrighted comrades run 
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Cassida ; tum croceam chlamydemque sinusque crepantis 
Carbaseos fulvo in nodum collegerat auro, 

Pictus acu tunicas et barbara tegmina crurum. 
Hunc virgo, sive ut templis praefigeret arma 
Troia, captivo sive ut se ferret in auro 
Venatrix unum ex omni certamine pugnae 

Caeca sequebatur totumque incauta per agmen 
Femineo praedae et spoliorum ardebat amore, 
Telum ex insidiis cum tandem tempore capto 
Concitat et superos Arruns sic voce precatur : 
“Summe deum, sancti custos Soractis Apollo, 
Quem primi colimus, cui pineus ardor acervo 
Pascitur et medium freti pietate per ignem 
Cultores multa premimus vestigia pruna, 

Da, pater, hoc nostris aboleri dedecus armis, 
Omnipotens: non exuvias pulsaeve tropaeum 
Virginis aut spolia ulla peto, mihi cetera laudem 
Facta ferent ; haec dira meo dum volnere pestis 
Pulsa cadat, patrias remeabo inglorius urbes.’ 
Audiit et voti Phoebus succedere partem 

Mente dedit, partem volucris dispersit in auras: 
Sterneret ut subita turbatam morte Camillam, 
Adnuit oranti; reducem ut patria alta videret, 
Non dedit, inque notos vocem vertere procellae. 
Ergo ut missa manu sonitum dedit hasta per auras, 
Convertere animos acris oculosque tulere 

Cuncti ad reginam Volsci. Nihil ipsa nec aurae 
Nec sonitus memor aut venientis ab aethere teli, 
Hasta sub exsertam donec perlata papillam 
Haesit virgineumque alte bibit acta cruorem. 
Concurrunt trepidae comites dominamque ruentem 
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And catch their falling mistress in their arms. 
Flies Arruns then awe-stricken more than all 
With joy and terror mixed, and dares no more 
To trust his spear, nor face a maiden’s darts. 
And like the crafty wolf when he has slain 
A shepherd or fine steer—hides instantly, 
Ere darts of enemies are in pursuit, 
By trackless paths among the mountains deep, 
Ware of a deed presumptuous, droops at once 
And lays his quivering tail beneath his paunch, 
And seeks the woods; so Arruns in affright 
Stole from their eyes, and with escape content, 
Mingled himself amid the thick of arms. 
She, dying, with her hand draws forth the spear ; 
But ’twixt the bones the iron barb holds fast 
Hard by the ribs in the deep wound. She sinks 
Blood-less ; down droop her eyelids cold in death ; 
Her olden brilliant bloom has left her face. 
Then, dying, thus her Acca she addressed, 
One of her peers in age—o’er all the rest 
Camilla’s single confidante, with whom 
To part her cares—and in this manner spake : 
“So far, my sister, have my powers availed ; 
Now bitter wound doth overwhelm me quite, 
And all around me darkens in the gloom. 
Speed off, and this last message safely bear 
To Turnus ; he must take in hand the fight 
And from the city hold the Trojans off. 
And now farewell.” E’en with the words she ‘gan 
To loose the reins, downsinking to the earth, 
Not of desire. Then by degrees, grown chill, 
From all her frame gained quittance, and laid down 
Her drooping neck and head the spoil of death, 
And left her arms behind ; and with a groan 
Her soul disdainful flies beneath the shades, 
But then a shout immeasurable rose 
And smote the golden stars; and bloodier grew 
The combat now Camilla was o’erthrown ; 
Rush to the charge at once in close array 
Troy’s army all, and the Etruscan chiefs, 
And light Arcadian horse, Evander’s men, 

But Opis, Trivia’s sentinel, awhile 
Was sitting high up on the mountain tops, 
And undismayed was witnessing the fight. 
And when from the far distance she beheld 
Amid the shouts of raging warriors 
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Succipiunt. Fugit ante omnis exterritus Arruns 
Laetitia mixtoque metu, nec iam amplius hastae 
Credere nec telis occurrere virginis audet. 
Ac velut ille, prius quam tela inimica sequantur, 
Continuo in montis sese avius abdidit altos 
Occiso pastore lupus magnove iuvenco, 
Conscius audacis facti, caudamque remulcens 
Subiecit pavitantem utero silvasque petivit . 
Haut secus ex oculis se turbidus abstulit Arruns 
Contentusque fuga mediis se inmiscuit armis. 
Illa manu moriens telum trahit, ossa sed inter 
Ferreus ad costas alto stat volnere mucro. 
Labitur exsanguis, labuntur frigida leto 
Lumina, purpureus quondam color ora reliquit. 
Tum sic expirans Accam ex aequalibus unam 
Adloquitur, fida ante alias quae sola Camillae, 
Quicum partiri curas , atque haec ita fatur 
‘Hactenus, Acca soror, potui; nunc volnus acerbum 
Conficit, et tenebris nigrescunt omnia circum. 
Effuge et haec Turno mandata novissima perfer, 
Succedat pugnae Troianosque arceat urbe. 
Iamque vale.’ Simul his dictis linquebat habenas, 
Ad terram non sponte fluens: tum frigida toto 
Paulatim exsolvit se corpore lentaque colla 
Et captum leto posuit caput, arma relinquens, 
Vitaque cum gemitu fugit indignata sub umbras. 
Tum vero inmensus surgens ferit aurea clamor 
Sidera: deiecta crudescit pugna Camilla, 
Incurrunt densi simul omnis copia Teucrum 
Tyrrhenique duces Euandrique Arcades alae. 
At Triviae custos iamdudum in montibus Opis 
Alta sedet summis spectatque interrita pugnas. 
Utque procul medio iuvenum in clamore furentum 


557 


810 


820 


830 


558 BOOK XI 


Camilla dooméd by distressful death, 
She groaned, and from her bosom’s depth outpoured 
This lamentation: ‘‘ Maiden, all too hard, 
Alas, too hard the forfeit thou hast paid, 
For striving in the war Troy’s sons to harm ! 
Nor aught availed it thee in lonely brakes 
That thou didst homage to Diana’s art, 
Or didst our quiver at thy shoulder bear. 
Yet not e’en now, in death’s last hour, thy queen 
Has left thee to disgrace, nor shall this death 
Be of the nations honourless, nor thou 
Bear the reproach of her that’s unavenged. 
For whosoe’er with wound has marred thy form 
Shall for his guilt atone by death deserved.” 
"Neath a tall mountain stood the stately tomb 
Of king Dercenna, old Laurentum’s chief, 
Reared of a mound of earth, and shadowed o’er 
With dark-leaved holm; in all her beauty here 
With speedy bound the goddess lighted first, 
And Arruns from the lofty mound espied, 
And when she saw him glittering with arms 
And swollen with empty pride: ‘‘ Why draw aside ? ” 
Quoth she: “thy course turn hither, hither come, 
Doomed man, Camilla’s due reward to take. 
And shalt e’en thou by Dian’s arrows die?” 
She spake, and from her golden quiver then 
Like Thracian huntress drew a wingéd shaft, 
And aimed her bow with hatred in her heart, 
And strained it far, until the curved ends 
Drew each to each as her now levelled hands 
Touched—the left hand the arrow’s iron point 
The right hand and the bowstring her bare breast. 
Anon at one same time did Arruns hear 
The whistling shaft and sounding of the breeze, 
And in him lodged the steel. And as he dies 
And groans his last his friends unmindfully 
Leave him upon the plain’s unheeded dust ; 
Then Opis upon wing is borne away 
To the high mount of heaven. 

The first to fly, 
Their mistress gone, Camilla’s light-armed wing, 
By panic stricken the Rutulians fly, 
Valiant Atinas flies, and scattered chiefs 
And broken maniples seek safe retreat, 
And on their chargers turning from the fight 
Make for the ramparts. Nor have any power 
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Prospexit tristi multatam morte Camillam, 
Ingemuitque deditque has imo pectore voces : 
‘Heu nimium, virgo, nimium crudele luisti 
Supplicium, Teucros conata lacessere bello ; 
Nec tibi desertae in dumis coluisse Dianam 
Profuit aut nostras umero gessisse sagittas. 
Non tamen indecorem tua te regina reliquit 
Extrema iam in morte; neque hoc sine nomine letum 
Per gentis erit aut famam patieris inultae : 
Nam quicumque tuum violavit volnere corpus, 
Morte luet merita.’ Fuit ingens monte sub alto 
Regis Dercenni terreno ex aggere bustum 
Antiqui Laurentis opacaque ilice tectum : 
Hic dea se primum rapido pulcherrima nisu 
Sistit et Arruntem tumulo speculatur ab alto. 
Ut vidit laetantem animis ac vana tumentem, 
‘Cur,’ inquit, ‘ diversus abis ? huc derige gressum, 
Huc periture veni, capias ut digna Camillae 
Praemia. Tune etiam telis moriere Dianae ?’ 
Dixit, et aurata volucrem Thraeissa sagittam 
Deprompsit pharetra cornuque infensa tetendit 
Et duxit longe, donec curvata coirent 
Inter se capita et manibus iam tangeret aequis, 
Laeva aciem ferri, dextra nervoque papillam. 
Extemplo teli stridorem aurasque sonantis 
Audiit una Arruns haesitque in corpore ferrum. 
Ilium exspirantem socii atque extrema gementem 
Obliti ignoto camporum in pulvere linquunt, 
Opis ad aetherium pinnis aufertur Olympum. 
Prima fugit domina amissa levis ala Camillae ; 
Turbati fugiunt Rutuli, fugit acer Atinas, 
Disiectique duces desolatique manipli 
Tuta petunt et equis aversi ad moenia tendunt. 
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With weapons to sustain the Teucrians’ rush 

Death in the train of them, or hold their ground— 

But bows unstrung on nerveless shoulders bear ; 

And four hoofed chargers shake the dusty plain 

With galloping. In gloomy darkness rolls 

The dust-storm to the walls, and from watch-towers 

The mothers smiting on their breasts, upraise 

To stars of heaven the shrieks of womankind. 

And they that in the race were first to dash 

Within the open gates, on these as well 

The throng of foes in mixed battalion press, 

Nor ’scape sad death, but at their very gate 

Within their father’s ramparts, and among 

The shelter of their homes, speared through, they gasp 

Their lives away. Some haste to close the gates ; 

And dare not to their comrades ope the way, 

Nor take them at their prayer within the walls ; 

And very piteous slaughter there begins 

Of those that guard the entrances with arms. 

And those that rush on arms. Shut from the gates 

In full view of their weeping parents’ eyes, 

Some into the steep moat were hurled adown, 

Wreck hard behind. Some, blindly dashing, ram 

Loose-reined the gates and portals sternly barred. 

FE’en matrons on the walls, in stress supreme— 

So true love of their country teaches them— 

As they had seen Camilla—tremblingly 

Hurl darts amain ; and with hard oaken staves 

And stakes fire-pointed imitate the steel, 

In headlong haste, and burn in the desire 

To be the first to die to save their walls. 
Meanwhile a message of deep bitterness 

Fills full the ear of Turnus in the woods, 

And Acca to the warrior bears the news 

Of wild confusion—that the Volscian ranks 

Are blotted out, Camilla fallen, their foes 

In bitter onslaught, and have swept along 

All in the whirlwind of successful Mars— 

Panic already spreading to the walls. 

He in his madness—and Jove’s cruel will 

So calls for it—leaves ambush on the hills. 

And quits the rugged groves. Scarce out of sight 

Was he gone forth, and marching o’er the plain, 

When sire Afneas, entering the glade 

Unguarded now, climbs o’er the mountain ridge 

And passes safely from the gloomy wood. 
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Nec quisquam instantis Teucros letumque ferentis 
Sustentare valet aut sistere contra, 

Sed laxos referunt umeris languentibus arcus, 


Quadrupedumque putrem cursu quatit ungula campum 


Volvitur ad muros caligine turbidus atra 
Pulvis, et e speculis percussae pectora matres 
Femmeum clamorem ad caeli sidera tollunt 
Qui cursu portas primi inrupere patentis, 
Hos inimica super mixto premit agmine turba , 
Nec miseram effugiunt mortem, sed limine 1n ipso, 
Moenibus in patrus atque inter tuta domorum 
Confix1 exspirant animas_ Pars claudere portas 
Nec soclis aperire viam nec moenibus audent 
Accipere orantis, oriturque miserrima caedes 
Defendentum armis aditus, inque arma ruentum 
Exclusi ante oculos lacrimantumque ora parentum 
Pars in praecipitis fossas urgente ruina 
Volvitur, inmissis pars caeca et concita frenis 
Arietat in portas et duros obyice postis, 
Ipsae de muris summo certamine matres 
(Monstrat amor verus patriae ut videre Camillam), 
Tela manu trepidae 1acrunt ac robore duro 
Stipitibus ferrum sudibusque imitantur obustis 
Praecipites primaeque mori pro moenibus ardent 
Interea Turnum in silvis saevissimus implet 
Nuntius et 1uveni ingentem fert Acca tumultum 
Deletas Volscorum acies, cecidisse Camillam, 
Ingruere infensos hostis et Marte secundo 
Omnia corripuisse, metum 1am ad moenia ferri 
Ile furens (et saeva Iovis sic numina pellunt) 
Deserit obsessos collis, nemora aspera linquit 
Vix e conspectu exierat campumque tenebat, 
Cum pater Aeneas, saltus mgressus apertos, 
Exsuperatque 1ugum silvaque evadit opaca 
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So speedily, and with their whole array, 

Both to the walls are borne, nor parted, they, 
By many steps; and at one instant then, 

From far, Aéneas looked across the plains 
Smoking with dust, and saw Laurentum’s host; 
And Turnus marked the fierce AEneas there 

In arms, and heard the coming of their feet 
And snorting of the steeds. And straight would they 
Commence their combat and essay the fight, 

If reddening Phcebus were not dipping now 

His weary steeds within Iberian wave, 

And bringing night again as daylight ebbs. 

In camp before the town they settle down, 

And raise their rampart walls. 


LIBER XI 563 


Sic ambo ad muros rapidi totoque feruntur 

Agmine nec longis inter se passibus absunt ; 

Ac simul Aeneas fumantis pulvere campos 

Prospexit longe Laurentiaque agmina vidit, 

Et saevum Aenean adgnovit Turnus in armis 910 
Adventumque pedum flatusque audivit equorum. 
Continuoque ineant pugnas et proelia temptent, 

Ni roseus fessos iam gurgite Phoebus Hibero 

Tinguat equos noctemque die labente reducat. 

Considunt castris ante urbem et moenia vallant. 915 
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WueEn, broken by the enmity of Mars, 
Turnus beheld the Latins faint of heart, 
And his own promise now of him required, 
Himself by eyes of all men designate, 
He inly burns with wrath implacable, 
And lifts his courage high ; no otherwise 
Than, in the Punic fields, that noble beast, 
The lion, by sore wound of hunters pierced 
Within the breast, at length for fight prepares, 
And tosses in fierce joy the shaggy locks 
On deep neck-muscles grown, and dauntless snaps 
The stealthy hunter’s deep embedded shaft, 
And roars with mouth blood-sprinkled ; e’en like his 
Does Turnus’ fury now enkindled blaze. 
Then thus does he address the king, and thus 
In stormy mood begin: ‘ No hanging back 
Find you in Turnus: reason there is none 
AEneas’ cowards should their words retract, 
Nor from their settled bargain should withdraw ; 
I step to his encounter. Sire, do thou 
Bring sacrifice, and shape our covenant. 
Either will I with this right hand send down 
To Tartarus the Dardan renegade 
Of Asia—let the Latins sit to view— 
And with my sword, alone, refute the taunt 
All share; or let us be his conquered slaves 
And let Lavinia yield her for his bride.” 

To him, Latinus, with unruffled breast, 
Made answer: “ Warrior, excellently brave, 
The more in valour fierce thou dost excel 
The more the pains ‘tis just that I bestow 
To watch thy weal, and fearing for thee weigh 
All chances. Thine thy father Daunus’ realms, 
Thine are the many towns thy prowess won ; 
Latinus too has wealth and willing heart 
To give it; Latium and Laurentum’s fields 
Have other maidens that have ne’er been wed, 
And not ignoble in their ancestry. 
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TurNus ut infractos adverso Marte Latinos 
Defecisse videt, sua nunc promissa reposci, 
Se signari oculis, ultro inplacabilis ardet, 
Attollitque animos. Poenorum qualis in arvis 
Saucius ille gravi venantum volnere pectus 
Tum demum movet arma leo, gaudetque comantes 
Excutiens cervice toros, fixumque latronis 
Inpavidus frangit telum, et fremit ore cruento: 
Haud secus accenso gliscit violentia Turno. 
Tum sic adfatur regem, atque ita turbidus infit : 
‘Nulla mora in Turno ; nihil est, quod dicta retractent 
‘Ignavi Aeneadae, nec, quae pepigere, recusent. 
‘Congredior. Fer sacra, pater, et concipe foedus. 
‘Aut hac Dardanium dextra sub Tartara mittam, 
‘Desertorem Asiae,—sedeant spectentque Latini— 
‘Et solus ferro crimen commune refellam ; 
‘Aut habeat victos, cedat Lavinia coniunx.’ 

Olli sedato respondit corde Latinus : 
‘QO praestans animi iuvenis, quantum ipse feroci 
‘Virtute exsuperas, tanto me impensius aequum est 
‘Consulere, atque omnes metuentem expendere casus. 


‘Sunt tibi regna patris Dauni, sunt oppida capta 
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‘Multa manu; nec non aurumque animusque Latino est. 


‘Sunt aliae innuptae Latio et Laurentibus agris, 
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Let me these truths, unwelcome in the tale, 
Make plain to thee and lay pretence aside ; 
Drink thou this deeply in thy soul the while: 
’Twas not heaven’s will that I should link my child 
To any that did earlier seek her hand ; 
Of that used all to warn me, gods and men. 
O’ercome by love of thee, o’ercome by ties 
Of kinship, and my sorrowing consort’s tears, 
I broke all covenants; I snatched away 
From son-in-law the bride betrothed to him ; 
I took up arms against the will of heaven, 
And, from that time, thou, Turnus, dost behold 
What evil haps, what wars are in my train, 
And what great labours thou art chief to bear. 
Twice conquered in hard fight, within our town 
Scarce do we guard the hopes of Italy. 
Still with our blood doth Tiber’s flood run warm, 
Still whiten with our bones the spreading plains. 
Oh, whither do I drift so oft again ? 
What madness doth my resolution change ? 
If after Turnus’ death ’tis my resolve 
To court them for allies, then wherefore not 
The rather, with him safe, lay quarrel by ? 
What will my kinsfolk, the Rutulians, say, 
What will the rest of Italy, if I 
To death have given thee o’er—luck prove untrue 
My words—the suitor for our daughter’s hand 
And seeking intermarriages with us? 
Take thought how varied are war’s happenings ; 
Pity thine aged sire whom now forlorn 
His far off land of Ardea parts from thee.” 
No whit was Turnus’ passionate resolve 
Swayed by these words ; but wins its way the more, 
And in the healing grows the more diseased. 
And thus at once when he had power to speak 
His lips began: ‘‘ The care that thou dost take 
For me, most excellent, for me, I pray, 
Lay this aside, and suffer me to make 
Barter of death for glory. I too, sire, 
Can shower my shafts, and with my right arm launch 
No weakly thrust ; and from the wound I deal 
Blood follows. Far away from him will be 
His goddess mother, woman-like to screen 
The coward in a cloud, and hide herself 
Within delusive shadows.” 

But the queen, 
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‘Nec genus indecores. Sine me haec haud mollia fatu 
‘Sublatis aperire dolis ; simul hoc animo hauri : 


‘Me natam nulli veterum sociare procorum 


‘Fas erat, idque omnes divique hominesque canebant. 


‘Victus amore tui, cognato sanguine victus, 
‘Coniugis et maestae lacrimis, vincla omnia rupi : 
‘Promissam er pui genero; arma impia sumpsi. 
‘Ex illo qui me casus quae, Turne, sequantur 
‘Bella, vides, quantos primus patiare labores. 

‘Bis magna victi pugna vix urbe tuemur 

‘Spes Italas; recalent nostro Tiberina fluenta 
‘Sanguine adhuc, campique ingentes ossibus albent. 
‘Quo referor totiens ? quae mentem insania mutat ? 
‘Si Turno exstincto socios sum adscire paratus, 
‘Cur non incolumi potius certamina tollo ? 

‘Quid consanguinei Rutuli, quid cetera dicet 
‘Italia, ad mortem si te—fors dicta refutet !— 

‘ Prodiderim, natam et conubia nostra petentem ? 
‘Respice res bello varias ; miserere parentis 
‘Longaevi, quem nunc maestum patria Ardea longe 
‘ Dividit.’ Haudquaquam dictis violentia Turni 
Flectitur ; exsuperat magis, aegrescitque medendo. 


Ut primum fari potuit, sic institit ore : 
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‘Quam pro me curam geris, hanc precor, optume, pro me 


‘Deponas, letumque sinas pro laude pacisci. 

‘Et nos tela, pater, ferrumque haud debile dextra 
‘Spargimus ; et nostro sequitur de volnere sanguis. 
‘Longe illi dea mater erit, quae nube fugacem 
‘Feminea tegat, et vanis sese occulat umbris.’ 
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At this new turning of the fight appalled, 
Was weeping, and death-doomed was holding fast 
Her fiery son-in-law: ‘‘ By these my tears, 
Turnus, I pray thee, by whate’er regard 
Of thine Amata doth thy spirit touch, 
Thou now our only hope, the rest art thou 
Of sorrow-stricken age; within thy power 
Is placed Latinus’ honour and his throne, 
And all our house is leaning bowed on thee ; 
One thing I pray: do thou engage no more, 
In contest with the Teucrians. Whatsoe’er 
Mishaps await thee in thy combatings 
Await me also, Turnus, for with thee 
Will I from this abhorréd light depart ; 
Nor as a captive will I set mine eyes 
Upon Aineas as my son-in-law.” 
Lavinia caught her mother’s utterance, 
Her burning cheeks besprinkled with her tears, 
And o’er her a deep red shot up its flame, 
And all across her flushing features ran. 
As were one Indian ivory to stain 
With blood-red purple, or when lilies white 
Redden in the mingling with the plenteous rose ; 
Such hues were passing o’er the maiden’s face. 
Him love bewilders, on the maiden he 
Rivets his gaze; he burns for war the more 
And in few words bespeaks Amata thus: 
“ Not, not with tears, I pray, take leave of me 
Nor such ill omen, mother, as I go 
Forth to the battles of relentless Mars, 
For stay of death is not in Turnus’ hand. 
Idmon, my herald, to the Phrygian lord 
Bear this my message, that will please him not: 
“When first Aurora in to-morrow’s sky 
On crimson wheels grows red, let him not lead 
His Teucrians against our Rutule host ; 
Let Trojan arms and Rutule warriors rest ; 
By our own blood let us bring war to end 
Upon that field Lavinia’s hand be sought.’”’ 

He said, then quickly rushes back within 
Calls for his steeds, and joys to see them neigh, 
Steeds Orithyia to Pilumnus gave, 
Her own proud gift, that in their whiteness passed 
The snows, and in their pace outsped the breeze. 
Their speedy charioteers beside them stand, 
And pat with hollowed palm their sounding chests, 
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At regina, nova pugnae conterrita sorte, 
Flebat, et ardentem generum moritura tenebat : 
‘Turne per has ego te lacrimas, per si quis Amatae 
‘Tangit honos animum,—spes tu nunc una, senectae 
‘Tu requies miserae; decus imperiumque Latini 
‘Te penes; in te omnis domus inclinata recumbit— 
‘Unum oro: desiste manum committere Teucris. 
‘Qui te cumque manent isto certamine casus, 
‘Et me, Turne, manent; simul haec invisa relinquam 
‘Lumina, nec generum Aenean captiva videbo.’ 
Accepit vocem lacrimis Lavinia matris 
Flagrantes perfusa genas, cui plurimus ignem 
Subiecit rubor, et calefacta per ora cucurrit. 
Indum sanguineo veluti violaverit ostro 
Si quis ebur, aut mixta rubent ubi lilia multa 
Alba rosa: tales virgo dabat ore colores. 
Illum turbat amor, figitque in virgine voltus. 
Ardet in arma magis, paucisque adfatur Amatam : 
‘Ne, quaeso, ne me lacrimis, neve omine tanto 
‘ Prosequere in duri certamina Martis euntem, 
‘O mater; neque enim Turno mora libera mortis. 
‘Nuntius haec, [dmon, Phrygio mea dicta tyranno 
‘Haud placitura refer: Cum primum crastina caelo 
‘Puniceis invecta rotis Aurora rubebit, 
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‘Non Teucros agat in Rutulos; Teucrum arma quiescant, 


‘Et Rutuli: nostro dirimamus sanguine bellum ; 
‘Tllo quaeratur coniunx Lavinia campo.’ 

Haec ubi dicta dedit, rapidusque in tecta recessit ; 
Poscit equos, gaudetque tuens ante ora frementes, 
Pilumno quos ipsa decus dedit Orithyia, 

Qui candore nives anteirent, cursibus auras. 


Circumstant properi aurigae manibusque lacessunt 
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And comb the manes that droop about their necks. 
Then he himself about his shoulders sets 
His corselet scaled with gold and paly bronze, 
And fits both sword and buckler for to wear 
And horns of scarlet crest ; that sword the god, 
The Lord of fire, his very self had forged 
For Daunus, sire to him, and tempered it 
When glowing white within the Stygian wave. 
Then last, he firmly grasps his sturdy spear, 
Which, propped against a mighty column, stood 
Hard by within his halls, spoil that he won 
From the Auruncan Actor. Lustily 
He shakes the quivering shaft, and cries aloud: 
“* Now, O my spear, that ne’er didst fail my call, 
Now is the hour at hand ; the mighty chief, 
Actor, once wielded thee; thee Turnus’ hand 
Is wielding now; grant me the power to lay 
His body low, and with strong arm to rend 
And tear the unmanly Phrygian’s corselet off, 
And foul within the dust the ringlets curled 
With crimping iron, and dripping wet with myrrh.” 
Urged is he thus by furies ; and from all 
The fiery warrior’s visage flashes start ; 
The gleam of fire is in his eager eye. 
As when a bull, the combat to begin, 
Uplifts dread bellowings, and strives to make 
The passion mount into his very horns, 
Butts at a tree-trunk, and provokes the winds 
By smiting them, or scattering the sand 
Makes prelude of the fight. 

No less, the while, 
Clad in the armour that his mother gave, 
Does fierce A‘neas whet his war desire, 
And with revengeful passion stir his soul, 
Joyful to think that by the truce proposed 
The end of war approaches. Then he calms 
His comrades and Iulus’ anxious fear, 
Expounding them his fates, and bids men bear 
To king Latinus answer definite, 
And terms of peace dictate. 

The coming dawn 

Scarce risen was strewing mountain tops with light, 
When first the steeds of Sol from ocean depths 
Mount, and from lifted nostrils snort the day. 
"Neath the great city’s walls were busy then 
The Rutule and the Teucrian warriors, both, 
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Pectora plausa cavis et colla comantia pectunt. 
Ipse dehinc auro squalentem alboque orichalco 
Circumdat loricam humeris; simul aptat habendo 
Ensemque clipeumque et rubrae cornua cristae ; 
Ensem, quem Dauno ignipotens deus ipse parenti 90 
Fecerat et Stygia candentem tinxerat unda. 
Exin, quae mediis ingenti adnixa columnae 
Aedibus adstabat, validam vi corripit hastam, 
Actoris Aurunci spolium, quassatque trementem, 
Vociferans: ‘Nunc, o numquam frustrata vocatus 95 
‘Hasta meos, nunc tempus adest ; te maxumus Actor, 
‘Te Turni nunc dextra gerit ; da sternere corpus 
‘Loricamque manu valida lacerare revolsam 
‘Semiviri Phrygis, et foedare in pulvere crines 
‘Vibratos calido ferro murraque madentes.’ 100 
His agitur furiis ; totoque ardentis ab ore 
Scintillae absistunt ; oculis micat acribus ignis. 
Mugitus veluti cum prima in proelia taurus 
Terrificos ciet atque irasci in cornua temptat, 
Arboris obnixus trunco, ventosque lacessit 105 
Ictibus, aut sparsa ad pugnam proludit harena. 

Nec minus interea maternis saevus in armis 
Aeneas acuit Martem et se suscitat ira, 
Oblato gaudens componi foedere bellum. 
Tum socios maestique metunt solatur Iuli, 110 
Fata docens, regique iubet responsa Latino 
Certa referre viros, et pacis dicere leges. 

Postera vix summos spargebat lumine montes 
Orta dies, cum primum alto se gurgite tollunt 
Solis equi, lucemque elatis naribus efflant : 115 
Campum ad certamen magnae sub moenibus urbis 
Dimensi Rutulique viri Teucrique parabant, 
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For that encounter spacing out the plain, 
And rearing in the midst of 1t their hearths 
And turf-bwilt altars to their common gods 
Others, n apron girded and their brows 
In vervain garlanded, were carrying 
Spring draught and kindling flame The Ausonian host 
March out, and from the crowded gateways pour 
Their javelined ranks From this side rushes forth 
Troy’s every man and the Etrurian host 
In arms diverse equipped, arrayed in steel 
No otherwise than if war’s conflict stern 
Were calling them Amid their thousands too 
The chiefs themselves flit proudly to and fro 
In gold and purple—Mnestheus of the line 
Of Assaracus, Asilas valourous, 
Messapus also, tamer of the steed, 
The son of Neptune And when, signal given 
Each to his place was gone, they plant their spears 
Firm 1n the ground and lean on them their shields 
Then streaming forth in eagerness, the dames 
And unarmed common folk and weak old men 
Crowd to the towers and rooftops of their homes , 
While others by the lofty gateways stand 

But Juno from the height called Alban now— 
Name, honour nor renown the mount had then— 
Was looking with far gaze upon the plain 
On Laurentine and Trojan armies both 
And on Latinus’ city Then at once 
To Turnus’ sister she addressed her thus— 
A goddess to a goddess who has rule 
O’er marshy pool and over babbling stream , 
This honour, Jove, high sovereign of the sky, 
For loss of virgin purity did make 
Her own prerogative—“ O nymph the pride 
Of rushing streams, most pleasant to my soul— 
Thou knowest how I preferred thee unto all 
Maidens of Latrum whosoever climbed 
The joyless couch of haughty Jupiter, 
And gladly gave thee place and share of heaven , 
Juturna, learn the grief on thee to fall, 
Lest thou shouldst bear me blame Where fortune seemed 
To suffer it, and when the fates allowed 
That Latium should obtain the mastery, 
I shielded Turnus and thy walls, but now, 
I see the warrior rushing on to meet 
Fates that he cannot match, the Parcae’s hour 
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In medioque focos et dis communibus aras 
Gramineas. Alii fontemque ignemque ferebant, 
Velati limo, et verbena tempora vincti. 

Procedit legio Ausonidum pilataque plenis 
Agmina se fundunt portis. Hinc Troius omnis 
Tyrrhenusque ruit variis exercitus armis, 

Haud secus instructi ferro, quam si aspera Martis 
Pugna vocet. Nec non mediis in milibus ipsi 
Ductores auro volitant ostroque superbi, 

Et genus Assaraci Mnestheus, et fortis Asilas, 
Et Messapus equum domitor, Neptunia proles. 
Utque dato signo spatia in sua quisque recessit, 
Defigunt telluri hastas et scuta reclinant. 

Tum studio effusae matres et volgus inermum 
Invalidique senes turres et tecta domorum 
Obsedere ; alii portis sublimibus adstant. 

At Iuno e summo, qui nunc Albanus habetur,— 
Tum neque nomen erat nec honos aut gloria monti— 
Prospiciens tumulo campum adspectabat et ambas 
Laurentum Troumque acies urbemque Latini. 
Extemplo Turni sic est adfata sororem, 

Diva deam, stagnis quae fluminibusque sonoris 
Praesidet ; hunc illi rex aetheris altus honorem 
Iuppiter erepta pro virginitate sacravit : 
“Nympha, decus fluviorum, animo gratissima nostro, 
‘Scis, ut te cunctis unam, quaecumque Latinae 
‘Magnanimi Iovis ingratum adscendere cubile, 
‘Praetulerim, caelique libens in parte locarim: 
‘Disce tuum, ne me incuses, Iuturna, dolorem. 

‘ Qua visa est fortuna pati Parcaeque sinebant 
‘Cedere res Latio, Turnum et tua moenia texi: 
‘Nunc iuvenem inparibus video concurrere fatis, 
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And their unfriendly might is nigh at hand, 

No power have I with eyes to contemplate 

This combat, nor these treaties ; but if thou, 

For brother, darest aught of more avail, 

Go forward ; it befits thee; chance it may 

That happier fate shall luckless men betide.” 

Scarce had she said, Juturna from her eyes 

Shed plenteous tears, and thrice and four times smote 

Her comely breast amain: ‘ No time is this 

For shedding tears,” Saturnian Juno cries; 

“Haste thou to snatch thy brother from his death 

If any means be found; or stir up war 

And dash from them the truce that they have planned. 

On me thy daring lies.” Thus urging her, 

She parted from her wavering and o’erwrought 

By the sore wound that smote upon her heart. 
Meanwhile the kings appear; drawn by four steeds 

Latinus’ giant form in chariot rides, 

Twelve rays of gold his beaming brows surround, 

Token of Sol that was his ancestor ; 

In his white pair-horsed chariot Turnus comes, 

Grasping two spears broad-tipped with iron in hand. 

From this side comes the sire Aéneas forth, 

He that was founder of our Roman stock, 

With starry shield ablaze and arms divine ; 

And at his side Ascanius, after-hope 

Of mighty Rome, they issue from the camp, 

And then a priest in spotless robe leads up 

A rough boar’s offspring, and ewe-lamb unshorn, 

And to the blazing altars brings his flock. 

They, with their eyes toward the rising sun, 

Present their salted meal, and score with knife 

The foreheads of the victims, and from bowls 

Upon the altars their libations pour. 

Then with drawn blade thus good Afneas prays: 

‘Now, Sol, be thou my witness, and this land, 

As I invoke thee, for the sake of which 

I had the strength such labours to endure ; 

And Sire Omnipotent, and thou his spouse 

Saturnian Juno, now more kindly grown, 

Ay goddess, now I pray to thee; and thou, 

Renownéd Mars, Sire, who of right divine 

Dost twist the course of every war about ; 

Alike on fountain and on stream I call, 

And on high heaven’s each several majesty 

And powers whate’er in azure ocean dwell ; 
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‘ Parcarumque dies et vis inimica propinquat. 


‘Non pugnam adspicere hanc oculis, non foedera possum. 


‘Tu pro germano si quid praesentius audes, 
‘Perge; decet. Forsan miseros meliora sequentur.’ 
Vix ea: cum lacrimas oculis Iuturna profudit, 
Terque quaterque manu pectus percussit honestum. 
‘Non lacrimis hoc tempus,’ ait Saturnia Iuno ; 
‘ Adcelera, et fratrem, si quis modus, eripe morti ; 
‘ Aut tu bella cie, conceptumque excute foedus. 
‘ Auctor ego audendi.’ Sic exhortata reliquit 
Incertam et tristi turbatam volnere mentis. 

Interea reges, ingenti mole Latinus 
Quadriiugo vehitur curru, cui tempora ci:cum 
Aurati bis sex radii fulgentia cingunt, 
Solis avi specimen ; bigis it Turnus in albis, 
Bina manu lato crispans hastilia ferro. 
Hinc pater Aeneas, Romanae stirpis origo, 
Sidereo flagrans clipeo et caelestibus armis, 
Et iuxta Ascanius, magnae spes altera Romae, 
Procedunt castris, puraque in veste sacerdos 
Saetigeri fetum suis intonsamque bidentem 
Attulit, admovitque pecus flagrantibus aris. 
Illi ad surgentem conversi lumina solem 
Dant fruges manibus salsas, et tempora ferro 
Summa notant pecudum, paterisque altaria libant. 
Tum pius Aeneas stricto sic ense precatur : 
‘Esto nunc Sol testis et haec mihi terra vocanti, 
‘Quam propter tantos potui perferre labores, 
‘Et Pater omnipotens, et tu Saturnia coniunx, 
‘Iam melior, iam, diva, precor ; tuque inclute Mavors, 
‘Cuncta tuo qui bella, pater, sub numine torques ; 
‘Fontesque Fluviosque voco, quaeque aetheris alti 
‘ Religio, et quae caeruleo sunt numina ponto: 
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If on Ausonian Turnus it may chance 

That victory wait, agreement here we make. 
Our conquered to Evander’s town should pass, 
Iulus from these boundaries depart, 

Nor ever after shall Aeneas’ sons 

Rising afresh in war, brings arms anew, 

Or lay to waste these kingdoms with the sword. 
But if the goddess Victory to us 

By nod assign the battle to be ours— 

As I the rather deem, and may the gods 

The rather by their sovereign will confirm— 
No, not to Teucrian-born will I ordain 

The Italian to be subject, nor, myself 

Seek I to rule; with equal laws may both 
Unconquered races bind them now in bond 

Of endless peace. Their rites and gods I'll give ; 
My sire-in-law, let king Latinus guide 

Our arms, my sire, retain his wonted sway ; 
For me a city shall my Teucrians build, 

And to our town Lavinia give her name.” 
Thus spake Zneas first ; thus follows next 
Latinus, gazing upward to the heaven, 

And stretches his right hand towards the stars : 
‘« By these self same, AEneas, do I swear 

By Earth, by Sea, by Stars, and offspring twain 
Latona bare, by Janus double-browed, 

And by the power that gods beneath us wield, 
And sacred shrines of Pluto hard of heart ; 

So may the Sire, who with his thunderbolt 
Gives treaties sanction, listen to the oath. 
With hand on altar, I to witness take 

The fires amidst them, and their deities : 

No time for sons of Italy shall rend 

This peace, this league, apart, what way soe’er 
The issue fall; nor any forceful might 

Shall turn me from it of mine own free will ; 
Not though it wash the earth into the waves, 
And whelm it in the flood, or though it melt 
Heaven into Tartarus, e’en as this staff ’”’— 
For chanced he then with sceptral staff in hand— 
“Will never more put forth its shady twigs 
With leafage light, since once within the wood 
Lopped from root-base, it lacks its parent-stem, 
And has by axe laid green and branch aside ; 
Erstwhile it was a tree; the craftsman’s hand 
Hath cased it now in ornamental bronze, 
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‘Cesserit Ausonio si fors victoria Turno, 

‘Convenit Euandri victos discedere ad urbem ; 

‘Cedet Iulus agris ; nec post arma ulla rebelles 185 
‘ Aeneadae referent, ferrove haec regna lacessent. 

‘Sin nostrum adnuerit nobis Victoria Martem,— 

‘Ut potius reor, et potius di numine firment— 

‘Non ego nec Teucris Italos parere iubebo, 

‘Nec mihi regna peto; paribus se legibus ambae 190 
‘Invictae gentes aeterna in foedera mittant. 

‘Sacra deosque dabo; socer arma Latinus habeto, 
‘Imperium sollemne socer ; mihi moenia Teucri 
‘Constituent, urbique dabit Lavinia nomen.’ 

Sic prior Aeneas; sequitur sic deinde Latinus, 195 
Suspiciens caelum, tenditque ad sidera dextram : 

‘Haec eadem, Aenea, Terram, Mare, Sidera, iuro. 
‘Latonaeque genus duplex, Ianumque bifrontem, 

‘ Vimque deum infernam et duri sacraria Ditis ; 

‘ Audiat haec Genitor, qui foedera fulmine sancit. 200 
‘Tango aras, medios ignes et numina testor : 

‘Nulla dies pacem hanc Italis nec foedera rumpet, 

‘Quo res cumque cadent ; nec me vis ulla volentem 

‘ Avertet, non, si tellurem effundat in undas, 

‘ Diluvio miscens, caclumque in Tartara solvat ; 205 
‘Ut sceptrum hoc ’—dextra sceptrum nam forte gerebat— 
‘Numquam fronde levi fundet virgulta nec umbras, 

‘Cum semel in silvis imo de stirpe recisum 

‘Matre caret, posuitque comas et bracchia ferro ; 


‘Olim arbos; nunc artificis manus aere decoro 210 
Pp 
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And given it to Latin kings to wield.” 
With words like these they sought to pledge the truce 
Betwixt them both, in view of chieftains round. 
Then o’er the flames they stab the throats of sheep 
Devoted with due rites to sacrifice, 
And tear the entrails from them yet alive, 
And pile the altars with the laden dish. 

But now some while does that encounter seem 
Unequal to the Rutules, and their hearts 
Are troubled by conflicting impulses ; 
Then more, the more they see their might ill-matched, 
Turnus, who steps forth treading silently 
And suppliant at the altar bends devout, 
With downcast gaze, wan-cheeked, a pallor o’er 
His martial frame, enhances their alarm. 

Now when Juturna, sister to him, saw 
This thought was gaining frequent utterance, 
And how men’s hearts were weakly wavering, 
Amid their ranks, assuming Camers’ form— 
Chieftain who boasted an exalted line 
Of ancestors, and an illustrious name 
For valour from his sire, and was himself 
Valiant in arms—aware of all, she plunged 
Amid their ranks, and various rumours spread, 
And cried: ‘“O, Rutules, blush ye not to make 
One life, for all you heroes, bear the risk. 
Match we them not in numbers, or in might ? 
See Trojans and Arcadians, these are all, 
And fate-sent bands Etruria’s hate has launched 
’Gainst Turnus; scarce, if each alternate man 
We close with them, has each of us a foe. 
He, sooth, in fame will reach the gods above 
Before whose shrines he vows his life away, 
And will live on upon the lips of men ; 
Whilst we, who now have on the field sat still, 
Our country lost, shall be compelled to yield 
Obedience to stern lords.’’ By words like these 
Enkindled are the warriors’ firm resolves 
Now more and more, and through the ranks there steals 
A murmur; e’en the Laurentines are changed, 
The very Latins changed. Those who but now 
Were hoping for themselves repose from war 
And safety for their state, now wish for arms, 
And pray the truce unratified remain, 
And Turnus’ illstarred lot commiserate. 
Yet other greater instigation still 
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‘Inclusit, patribusque dedit gestare Latinis.’ 
Talibus inter se firmabant foedera dictis 
Conspectu in medio procerum. Tum rite sacratas 
In flammam iugulant pecudes, et viscera vivis 
Enipiunt, cumulantque oneratis lancibus aras. 

At vero Rutulis inpar ea pugna videri 
Tamdudum, et vario misceri pectora motu ; 
Tum magis, ut propius cernunt non viribus aequis. 
Adiuvat incessu tacito progressus et aram 
Suppliciter venerans demisso lumine Turnus, 
Tabentesque genae et iuvenali in corpore pallor. 
Quem simul ac Juturna soror crebescere vidit 
Sermonem, et volgi variare labantia corda, 
In medias acies, formam adsimulata Camerti,— 
Cui genus a proavis ingens, clarumque paternae 
Nomen erat virtutis, et ipse acerrimus armis— 
In medias dat sese acies, haud nescia rerum, 
Rumoresque serit varios, ac talia fatur : 
“Non pudet, o Rutuli, pro cunctis talibus unam 
‘Obiectare animam ? numerone an viribus aequi 
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“Non sumus? En, omnes et Troes et Arcades hi sunt, 


‘Fatalesque manus, infensa Etruria Turno. 

‘Vix hostem, alterni si congrediamur, habemus. 
‘Ille quidem ad superos, quorum se devovet aris, 
“Succedet fama, vivusque per ora feretur ; 

‘Nos, patria amissa, dominis parere superbis 
“Cogemur, qui nunc lenti consedimus arvis.’ 
Talibus incensa est iuvenum sententia dictis 


Iam magis atque magis, serpitque per agmina murmur ; 


Ipsi Laurentes mutati ipsique Latini. 

Qui sibi iam requiem pugnae rebusque salutem 
Sperabant, nunc arma volunt, foedusque precantur 
Infectum, et Turni sortem miserantur iniquam. 
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Juturna joins to these, and from high heaven 
Gives forth a sign than which no other e’er 

So powerfully did stir Italian minds, ° 
And with its portent trick them. For on wing 

A tawny bird of Jove in rosy sky 

Was giving chase to fowl upon the shore, 

And to the noisy rout of wingéd flock ; 

When, swooping on the waters suddenly, 

He with hooked talons greedily laid hold 

Upon a goodly swan. _Italia’s sons 

Their courage prick at once, and all as one 

The birds their flight with clamour turn about, 

A wondrous sight, and darken with their wings 
The heaven above, and gathered in a cloud, 
Across the sky press on their enemy ; 

Till by the forceful might of them o’ercome 

And by the very weight, the bird grew faint, 
And from his talons tossed into the stream 

His prey, and took far refuge in the clouds. 

Then sooth the Rutules with a shout acclaim 
The omen, and they spread their hands aloft ; 
And seer Tolumnius was the first to cry 

“This was it, this, that oft in prayers I sought, 

I welcome and discern the gods therein. 

With me, with me your leader, seize the sword 
O hapless folk, whom like these feeble birds 

This foreigner relentless terrifies 

With war, and wastes in violence your shores, 

He will seek flight, and spread his sails far out 
Upon the deep. Draw close your companies, 
All of one mind, and rescue in the fight 

Your captured king.’’ He spake, and rushing forth 
Hurled mightily his weapon at the foes ; 

The hissing cornell sounded, and with aim 
Unerring cleft the air. Straight, straight uprose 
Great clamour, and through all the close ranks spread 
Disquiet, and in uproar hearts grew hot. 

The spear on-flying, as across its path 

The forms of nine fair brothers chanced to stand— 
Whom, though so many, one true Tuscan spouse 
Had to Gylippus the Arcadian borne— 

One out of these, a youth of noble mien 

And glittering arms, it drove through at the waist 
Betwixt the ribs where sewn belt chafes the groin 
And buckle frets the juncture of the sides, 

And poured his life out on the yellow sand. 
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His aliud maius Iuturna adiungit, et alto 

Dat signum caelo, quo non praesentius ullum 
Turbavit mentes Italas, monstroque fefellit. 
Namque volans rubra fulvus Iovis ales in aethra 
Litoreas agitabat aves turbamque sonantem 
Agminis aligeri: subito cum lapsus ad undas 
Cycnum excellentem pedibus rapit improbus uncis. 
Arrexere animos Itali, cunctaeque volucres 
Convertunt clamore fugam, mirabile visu, 
Aetheraque obscurant pennis, hostemque per auras 
Facta nube premunt, donec vi victus et ipso 
Pondere defecit, praedamque ex unguibus ales 
Proiecit fluvio, penitusque in nubila fugit. 

Tum vero augurium Rutuli clamore salutant, 
Expediuntque manus; primusque Tolumnius augur, 
‘Hoc erat, hoc, votis,’ inquit, ‘ quod saepe petivi. 
‘ Accipio, adgnososcoque deos; me, me duce ferrum 
‘ Corripite, 0 miseri, quos inprobus advena bello 

‘ Territat, invalidas ut aves, et litora vestra 

“Vi populat. Petet ille fugam, penitusque profundo 
‘Vela dabit. Vos unanimi densate catervas, 

“Et regem vobis pugna defendite raptum.’ 

Dixit, et adversos telum contorsit in hostes 
Procurrens ; sonitum dat stridula cornus, et auras 


Certa secat. Simul hoc, simul ingens clamor, et omnes 


Turbati cunei, calefactaque corda tumultu. 

Hasta volans, ut forte novem pulcherrima fratrum 
Corpora constiterant contra, quos fida crearat 
Una tot Arcadio coniunx Tyrrhena Gylippo, 
Horum unum ad medium, teritur qua sutilis alvo 
Balteus et laterum iuncturas fibula mordet, 
Egregium forma iuvenem et fulgentibus armis, 
Transadigit costas, fulvaque effundit arena. 
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But then his brothers, a bold band and fired 

By grief, some draw their swords, some snatch the iron 
To hurl and blindly rush; ’gainst whom dash out 
Laurentum’s ranks; and from this side once more 
Trojans, Agyllans, and Arcadia’s men 

With graven arms, roll onward wave on wave, 

Thus had one passion seized them all to take 

The sword’s arbitrament. Right soon they tear 

The altars down, and over all the sky 

Passes the darkling tempest of their darts, 

And iron hail sleets down; they bear away 

Goblet and hearth alike. Latinus’ self, 

The treaty never made, flies bearing off 

His baffled gods; while others put the rein 

To chariot, or leap astride the steed, 

And with drawn sword lend aid. Messapus then, 

In eagerness to bring the truce to naught, 

Rides at and makes the Tuscan king give ground, 
Aulestes—king, and wearing kingly badge ; 

He, in retiring, falls with crash to earth, 

And, luckless man, o’er altars reared behind 

Rolls backward, head and shoulders to the ground. 
Then thither with his spear Messapus flies 
Hot-haste, and, towering o’er him on his steed, 
While many prayers he makes, with beamlike shaft 
Deals him a grievous blow. and thus he cries: 

“ He hath it now; a worthier victim this 

For the great gods.”” The Italians crowding rush 
To spoil his life-warm limbs. ’Gainst whom, a brand 
Half-burnt from the altar Corinzus seized, 

And thrust in face of Ebysus the flames, 

As on he came to smite, forestalling him ; 

His huge beard caught the blaze, and scorching gave 
Foul odour forth: and following the blow 

The chief with left hand seized the plenteous locks 
Of his bewildered foe, and forcefully, 

With knee pressed on him, to the earth pinned down 
The lord of them—so with unbending blade 

He pierced his side. Here Podalirius towers 

O’er shepherd Alsus as he chases him 

With naked blade while he in battle front 

Amid their shafts was rushing ; but with axe 
Swung back, then Alsus cleaves his foe in twain 
Forehead and chin and with bespattered gore 
Makes all his armour wet. A stern repose 

And iron slumber weighs his eyelids down ; 
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At fratres, animosa phalanx accensaque luctu, 

Pars gladios stringunt manibus, pars missile ferrum 
Corripiunt, caecique ruunt. Quos agmina contra 
Procurrunt Laurentum ; hinc densi rursus inundant 
Troes Agyllinique et pictis Arcades armis. 

Sic omnes amor unus habet decernere ferro. 
Diripuere aras; it toto turbida caelo 

Tempestas telorum, ac ferreus ingruit imber ; 
Craterasque focosque ferunt. Fugit ipse Latinus 
Pulsatos referens infecto foedere divos. 

Infrenant alii currus, aut corpora saltu 

Subiiciunt in equos, et strictis ensibus adsunt. 
Messapus regem regisque insigne gerentem, 
Tyrrhenum Aulesten, avidus confundere foedus 
Adverso proterret equo ; ruit ille recedens, 

Et miser oppositis a tergo involvitur aris 

In caput inque humeros. At fervidus advolat hasta 
Messapus, teloque orantem multa trabali 

Desuper altus equo graviter ferit, atque ita fatur : 


‘Hoc habet ; haec melior magnis data victima divis.’ 


Concurrunt Itali, spoliantque calentia membra. 
Obvius ambustum torrem Corynaeus ab ara 
Corripit, et venienti Ebyso plagamque ferenti 
Occupat os flammis; olli ingens barba reluxit, 
Nidoremque ambusta dedit ; super ipse secutus 
Caesariem laeva turbati corripit hostis, 
Inpressoque genu nitens terrae adplicat ipsum ; 
Sic rigido latus ense ferit. Podalirius Alsum, 
Pastorem, primaque acie per tela ruentem, 
Ense sequens nudo superimminet ; ille securi 
Adversi frontem mediam mentumque reducta 
Disiicit, et sparso late rigat arma cruore. 

Olli dura quies oculos et ferreus urguet 
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His eyes are closed for everlasting night, 

But good Aineas, with head bared held forth 
His right hand all unarmed, and lustily 
Was calling to his men: ‘‘ Where rush ye then? 
Or what this feud of yours that grows apace ? 
Oh! curb your passions. Now already struck 
Our treaty bond, and all its terms arranged ; 
The right of combat is to me alone: 
Leave me my will and put yours fears aside ; 
I with mine arm will make your treaties sure ; 
These rites e’en now make Turnus’ life my due.” 
While thus he railed, amid such very words, 
Lo! hissing in winged course an arrow stole 
Against the chief, sped by the hand of whom, 
Driven by what lightning force—who ’twas that brought, 
Rutulians such renown, chance or heaven’s will, 
Is all uncertain ; buried was the fame 
Of that illustrious deed; nor any one 
Did vaunt him o’er /Eneas for the wound. 
Turnus, when he beheld Atneas pass 
From out the host, the chieftains in dismay, 
With the hot flush of sudden hope is fired, 
Calls for his steeds and for his arms at once, 
And with a bound leaps proudly to his car 
And firmly grasps the reins ; and, hovering round, 
Brings death to many forms of heroes brave, 
Rolls many half in death, or with his car 
Tramples their ranks, or seizes spear on spear 
And hurls against them in their flight. E’en like 
Bloodthirsting Mars beside cool Hebrus’ stream, 
When in swift course he clanks upon his shield, 
And bent on war loose-reins his rampant steeds ; 
south wind and Zephyr o’er the open plain 
On wing they leave behind ; and farthest Thrace 
Groaneth beneath the trampling of their hoofs, 
And busy round are shapes of dread Alarm, 
Passions and Snares, the god’s own retinue ; 
Thus eagerly does Turnus lash his steeds 
Steaming with sweat across the battlefield, 
And pitiably tread down his slaughtered foes ; 
His fleet hoofs splash the dews of blood around, 
And trampled is the gore and mingled sand. 
And Sthenelus already has he slain, 
And Thamyris and Pholus, hand to hand 
The latter pair, but Sthenelus from far ; 
Both sons of Imbrasus, by distant aim, 
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Somnus; in aeternam conduntur lumina noctem. 310 
At pius Aeneas dextram tendebat inermem 

Nudato capite, atque suos clamore vocabat : 

‘Quo ruitis ? quaeve ista repens discordia surgit ? 

‘O cohibete iras! ictum iam foedus, et omnes 

‘Compositae leges ; mihi ius concurrere soli; 315 

‘Me sinite, atque auferte metus: ego foedera faxo 

‘Firma manu; Turnum debent haec iam mihi sacra.’ 

Has inter voces, media inter talia verba, 

Ecce, viro stridens alis adlapsa sagitta est, 

Incertum, qua pulsa manu, quo turbine adacta, 320 

Quis tantam Rutulis laudem, casusne deusne, 

Attulerit ; pressa est insignis gloria facti, 

Nec sese Aeneae iactavit volnere quisquam. 

Turnus, ut Aenean cedentem ex agmine vidit 

Turbatosque duces, subita spe fervidus ardet ; 325 

Poscit equos atque arma simul, saltuque superbus 

Emicat in currum, et manibus molitur habenas. 

Multa virum volitans dat fortia corpora leto ; 

Semineces volvit multos, aut agmina, curru 

Proterit, aut raptas fugientibus ingerit hastas. 330 

Qualis apud gelidi cum flumina concitus Hebri 

Sanguineus Mavors clipeo increpat, atque furentes 

Bella movens inmittit equos ; illi aequore aperto 

Ante Notos Zephyrumque volant ; gemit ultima pulsu 

Thraca pedum ; circumque atrae Formidinis ora, 335 

Iraeque, Insidiaeque, dei comitatus, aguntur : 

Talis equos alacer media inter proelia Turnus 

Fumantis sudore quatit, miserabile caesis 

Hostibus insultans ; spargit rapida ungula rores 

Sanguineos, mixtaque cruor calcatur harena. 340 

Iamque neci Sthenelumque dedit Thamyrimque Pholumque 

Hunc congressus et hunc, illum eminus ; eminus ambo 
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Glaucus and Lades, these had Imbrasus 

Himself in Lycia reared, and with like arms 
Adorned them, either hand to hand to fight, 

Or mounted to be swifter than the winds. 
Elsewhere Eumedes into battle rides, 

The war-famed son of old Dolon, whose name 
Recalls his grandsire, whose stout heart and skill, 
His sire; who erst dared claim as his reward, 

For viewing as a spy the camp of Greeks, 

The car of Peleus’ son; for such rash deed 
Tydides paid him quite another wage, 

Nor seeks he now to win Achilles’ steeds. 

Him when far off across-the open plain 

Turnus descried, o’er the long void between, 

First, with light dart he chased him, then reins up 
His twin-yoked steeds, and from his chariot leaps, 
And comes upon him now half-dead and fallen ; 
Then with his foot firm planted on his neck, 
Wrenches from out of his right hand the sword, 
And dyes deep in his neck the gleaming blade, 

And further adds the taunt ‘‘ Behold thy fields 
And, lying there, space out the Hesperian land 
That thou didst seek in war; these meeds they gain 
Who dare to try my prowess with the sword ; 
Thus do they found their walls.’’ With hurléd lance 
He sends Asbytes to companion him, 

Chloreus and Sybaris, and Dares, so 

Thersilochus, Thymoetes too, who fell 

From neck of plunging steed. And as when blast 
Of Thracian Boreas o’er /Xgean main 

Roars, and pursues the billows to the shore, 

And where winds pitch, clouds scud from out the sky, 
To Turnus thus, where’er he cleaves a path, 

The ranks give way, and lines in rout retire ; 

His onslaught bears him forward, and the breeze, 
Meeting his chariot, waves his floating plumes. 

Him brooked not Phegeus, as he onward pressed 
With angry outburst; but before the car 

Flung him, and with his right hand turned aside 
The horses’ mouths, now frothing at the bit, 

In swift career, and while he is dragged along, 

And dangles from the yoke, the broad tipped spear 
Finds an unguarded place, and piercing there 
Bursts through the doubly woven coat of mail, 
And wounding tastes the margin of his flesh ; 

Yet went he on and faced with shield the foe, 
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Imbrasidas, Glaucum atque Laden, quos Imbrasus ipse 
Nutrierat Lycia, paribusque ornaverat armis, 

Vel conferre manum, vel equo praevertere ventos. 345 
Parte alia media Eumedes in proelia fertur, , 
Antiqui proles bello praeclara Dolonis, 

Nomine avum referens, animo manibusque parentem, 

Qui quondam, castra ut Danaum speculator adiret, 

Ausus Pelidae pretium sibi poscere currus ; 350 
Illum Tydides alio pro talibus ausis 

Adfecit pretio, nec equis adspirat Achillis. 

Hunc procul ut campo Turnus prospexit aperto, 

Ante levi iaculo longum per inane secutus, 

Sistit equos biiuges et curru desilit, atque 355 
Semianimi lapsoque supervenit, et pede collo 

Inpresso, dextrae mucronem extorquet et alto 

Fulgentem tinguit iugulo, atque haec insuper addit : 

‘En, agros, et, quam bello, Troiane, petisti, 

‘Hesperiam metire iacens: haec praemia, qui me 360 
‘Ferro ausi temptare, ferunt ; sic moenia condunt.’ 

Huic comitem Asbyten coniecta cuspide mittit, 

Chloreaque Sybarimque Daretaque Thersilochumque 

Et sternacis equi lapsum cervice Thymoeten. 

Ac velut Edoni Boreae cum spiritus alto 365 
Insonat Aegaeo, sequiturque ad litora fluctus ; 

Qua venti incubuere, fugam dant nubila caelo: 

Sic Turno, quacumque viam secat, agmina cedunt 
Conversaeque ruunt acies ; fert impetus ipsum, 

Et cristam adverso curru quatit aura volantem. 370 
Non tulit instantem Phegeus animisque frementem ; 
Obiecit sese ad currum, et spumantia frenis 

Ora citatorum dextra detorsit equorum. 

Dum trahitur pendetque iugis, hunc lata retectum 

Lancea consequitur, rumpitque infixa bilicem 375 
Loricam, et summum degustat volnere corpus. 

Ile tamen clipeo obiecto conversus in hostem 


588 BOOK XII 


And of drawn point was striving for the aid, 
When wheel and axle quickened in their pace 
Struck off and shed him headlong on the ground ; 
And Turnus in pursuit ’twixt helmet’s base 

And corselet’s upper edge, smote off with sword 
His head, and left his trunk upon the sand. 

And when victorious Turnus on the plain 
These deaths was dealing, Mnestheus all the while, 
And tried Achates, and Ascanius too 
Among them, brought A‘neas to the camp 
Bleeding, and propping his alternate steps 
Upon his long-spear shaft. Infuriate he, 

And struggles hard to tear away the dart 

With broken haft, and bids them take the way 
That to his aid lies readiest ; and cut 

With broad blade, and lay bare to lowest depths 
The weapon’s lurkingplace, and send him back 
To war. And now lapis drew anigh, 

Iasus’ son, whom Phecebus loved the best, 

On whom erstwhile, by ardent passion thralled 
Apollo gladly did himself bestow 

Arts that were his and offices his own, 
Soothsaying, and the lyre, and arrows swift. 

He, his sire’s life, despaired-of, to prolong, 

Made choice the power of herbs to understand 
And practice curative, and to engage, 
Inglorious, in arts that bring no fame. 

Leant on his mighty spear was standing there, 
In bitter fury, of their tears unmoved, 

7Eneas, ’midst great concourse of his chiefs, 
Iulus of their number, sorrowing. 

The old physician then, his robe bound back 
After the fashion of the leech, in vain 

Made anxious trial with his healing hand 

Of many cures and Phcebus’ potent herbs, 

In vain with right hand seeks to wrench the dart, 
And with the holding pincers grips the point. 
No kindly fortune guides him on the way ; 

No aid Apollo who inspired him lends ; 

And thicker yet and thicker o’er the plains 
Grows the fell dread, and nearer draws the bane. 
Already seems the heaven grown stiff with dust, 
On come the horsemen, thick the javelins fall 
Amidst the camp. The woeful cry goes up 

Of men that battle and of men that fall 

By cruel Mars. His parent Venus now, 
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Ibat, et auxilium ducto mucrone petebat , 
Cum rota praecipitem et procursu concitus axis 
Impulit effunditque solo, Turnusque secutus 
Imam inter galeam summzi thoracis et oras 
Abstulit ense caput, truncumque reliquit harenae 
Atque ea dum campis victor dat funera Turnus, 
Interea Aenean Mnestheus et fidus Achates 
Ascaniusque comes castris statuere cruentum, 
Alternos longa nitentem cuspide gressus 
Saevit, et infracta luctatur arundine telum 
Eripere, auxilioque viam, quae proxuma, poscit 
Ense secent lato volnus, telique latebram 
Rescindant penitus, seseque in bella remittant 
Tamque aderat Phoebo ante alios dilectus Iapis 
Iasides, acri quondam cui captus amore 
Ipse suas artes, sua munera, laetus Apollo 
Augurium citharamque dabat celeresque sagittas 
Ille, ut deposit: proferret fata parentis, 
Scire potestates herbarum usumque medendi 
Maluit et mutas agitare mglorius artes 
Stabat acerba fremens, ingentem nixus in hastam 
Aeneas, magno luvenum et maerentis luli 
Concursu, lacrimis inmobilis_ Ile retorto 
Paeonium m morem senior succinctus amictu, 
Multa manu medica Phoebique potentibus herbis 
Nequiquam trepidat, nequiquam spicula dextra 
Sollicitat prensatque tenaci forcipe ferrum 
Nulla viam Fortuna regit , nihil auctor Apollo 


Subvenit , et saevus campis magis ac magis horror 
Crebescit, proprusque malum est Iam pulvere caelum 


Stare vident, subeuntque equites, et spicula castris 
Densa cadunt medus It tristis ad aethera clamor 
Bellantum ruvenum et duro sub Marte cadentum 
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Stricken at her sons’ all undeserved pain. 
From off her Cretan Ida plucked a stalk 
Of dittany, with hairy leaves profuse 
And purple bloom ; right well that herb is known 
To wild goats, when winged arrow in their flank 
Is bedded fast. This Venus bare to him, 
Her form enshrouded in a darkling cloud, 
With this imbues the water that was poured 
Within the shining vase, and secretly 
Drugs it, and strews the healing juices there 
Of herb ambrosia and sweet cure-of-all. 
Aged Iapis, all unwittingly, 
Bathed in that lymph the wound, and suddenly 
Sooth all the anguish from his frame was fled, 
And all the blood deep in the wound was stanched ; 
And, yielding to the hand, none forcing it, 
Now fell the arrow forth, and fresh returned 
His vigour as before. ‘‘ Quick, haste to bring 
The hero’s arms to him! Why stand ye there? ” 
Cries out Iapis, and is first to fire 
Their courage ’gainst the foe. ‘‘ This fortune comes 
Not of man’s aid, nor of my sovereign skill, 
Nor thee, AEneas, does my right hand save ; 
’Tis a god’s mightier power that worketh this, 
And sends thee back to mightier enterprise.” 
He, eager for the fight, had cased in gold 
His calves this side and that, and loathes delay, 
And makes his spear-shaft quiver. To his side 
No sooner was his handy buckler set 
And corselet on his back, with circling arms 
Ascanius then to his embrace he drew, 
And kissing his lip-tips through visor spake : 
“Courage and true endurance do thou learn 
From me, my son; from other learn good luck, 
Now shall my right arm render thee secure 
In war, and lead thee ’midst of high reward. 
See to it thou be mindful, when ripe age 
Shall bring thee presently to manhood’s years ; 
Pondering in mind th’ensamples of thy folk, 
Let both thy sire AEneas, Hector too 
Thine uncle, rouse a rivalry in thee.” 

This uttered, from the gateway forth he strode 
A mighty chieftain, brandishing in hand 
A weapon huge; and instantly rush out 
Antheus and Mnestheus with a serried host, 
And all the throng flows forth and leaves the camp. 
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Hic Venus, indigno nati concussa dolore, 
Dictamnum genetrix Cretaea carpit ab Ida, 
Puberibus caulem foliis et flore comantem 
Purpureo; non illa feris incognita capris 
Gramina, cum tergo volucres haesere sagittae. 
Hoc Venus, obscuro faciem circumdata nimbo, 
Detulit ; hoc fusum labris splendentibus amnem 
Inficit, occulte medicans, spargitque salubres 
Ambrosiae sucos et odoriferam panaceam. 
Fovit ea volnus lympha longaevus Iapis 
Ignorans, subitoque omnis de corpore fugit 
Quippe dolor, omnis stetit imo volnere sanguis. 
Tamque secuta manum, nullo cogente, sagitta 
Excidit, atque novae rediere in pristina vires. 
‘Arma citi properate viro! quid statis?’ Iapis 
Conclamat, primusque animos accendit in hostem. 
“Non haec humanis opibus, non arte magistra 
* Proveniunt, neque te, Aenea, mea dextera servat ; 
“Maior agit deus atque opera ad maiora remittit.’ 
Ille avidus pugnae suras incluserat auro 
Hinc atque hinc, oditque moras, hastamque coruscat. 
Postquam habilis lateri clipeus loricaque tergo est, 
Ascanium fusis circum conplectitur armis, 
Summaque per galeam delibans oscula fatur : 
“ Disce, puer, virtutem ex me verumque laborem, 
“Fortunam ex aliis. Nunc te mea dextera bello 
“Defensum dabit, et magna inter praemia ducet : 
‘Tu facito, mox cum matura adoleverit aetas, 
“Sis memor, et te animo repetentem exempla tuorum 
‘Et pater Aeneas et avunculus excitet Hector.’ 
Haec ubi dicta dedit, portis sese extulit ingens, 
Telum inmane manu quatiens; simul agmine denso 
Antheusque Mnestheusque ruunt, omnisque relictis 
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Then in dark dust the plain is wrapt, and earth 
Trembles and throbs beneath the tramp of feet. 
Turnus from hillock opposite beheld 

Their coming; them Ausonia’s host beheld ; 

And deep within their bones a cold thrill ran. 

O’er Latins all, Juturna was the first 

To hear and know the sound, and tremblingly 
Took flight afar. AEneas wings his way, 

And with dark squadron scours the open plain. 
As when, a tempest burst within the sky, 

The storm cloud o’er mid main drives on to land, 
Alas! the hearts of hapless husbandmen 

Begin to quake, foreboding it afar. 

’Twill bring their trees destruction, lay their crops, 
Deal ruin far and wide o’er all; the winds 

Fly on in front, and carry to the shore 

The noise of it; so the Rhoeteian chief 

Leads on his line against the opposing foe ; 
Close-packed in wedges dense all crowd their ranks. 
Thymbraeus cleaves Osiris’ heavy form, 

With sword, Menestheus strikes Acchetius down 
Achates smites the head from Epulo, 

Gyas slays Ufens; e’en Tolumnius falls, 

The seer who first at foemen opposite 

Had whirled his dart. To heaven the shouts arise, 
And routed in their turn, Rutulians shew 

Their dust-stained backs in flight across the fields. 
The chief himself deigns not in death to strew 
Men turned in flight, nor follows after those 

Who fairly foot to foot encounter him, 

Nor those that come in arms; Turnus alone 

In the thick gloom he tracks and searches for 
And him alone for final combat claims. 
Heart-stricken of this dread, the warrior maid, 
Juturna, dashed Metiscus from the car, 

The charioteer of Turnus, with the reins 

Dangling around, and left him far behind 

Fallen from the pole; she takes his place herself, 
And with her hands directs the waving reins, 

In guise complete, Metiscus’ voice and form 

And armour. As when some dark swallow flies 
Through the wide palace of a wealthy lord, 

And traverses on wing his lofty halls, 

Gathering her scanty provender and food 

For clamorous nestlings ; and the whirr of her 
Now sounds among the empty colonnades, 
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Turba fluit castris. Tum caeco pulvere campus 
Miscetur, pulsuque pedum tremit excita tellus. 
Vidit ab adverso venientes aggere Turnus, 

Videre Ausonii, gelidusque per ima cucurrit 

Ossa tremor ; prima ante omnes [uturna Latinos 
Audiit adgnovitque sonum, et tremefacta refugit. 
Ille volat, campoque atrum rapit agmen aperto. 
Qualis ubi ad terras abrupto sidere nimbus 

It mare per medium; miseris, heu, praescia longe 
Horrescunt corda agricolis; dabit ille ruinas 
Arboribus, stragemque satis; ruet omnia late ; 
Ante volant, sonitumque ferunt ad litora venti: 
Talis in adversos ductor Rhoeteius hostes 
Agmen agit; densi cuneis se quisque coactis 


Adglomerant. Ferit ense gravem Thymbraeus Osirim, 


Archetium Mnestheus, Epulonem obtruncat Achates, 
Ufentemque Gyas; cadit ipse Tolumnius augur, 
Primus in adversos telum qui torserat hostes. 
Tollitur in caelum clamor, versique vicissim 
Pulverulenta fuga Rutuli dant terga per agros. 
Ipse neque aversos dignatur sternere morti, 

Nec pede congressos aequo nec tela ferentes 
Insequitur ; solum densa in caligine Turnum 
Vestigat lustrans, solum in certamina poscit. 
Hoc concussa metu mentem Iuturna virago 
Aurigam Turni media inter lora Metiscum 
Excutit, et longe lapsum temone reliquit ; 

Ipsa subit, manibusque undantes flectit habenas, 


Cuncta gerens, vocemque et corpus et arma Metisci. 


Nigra velut magnas domini cum divitis aedes 
Pervolat et pennis alta atria lustrat hirundo, 
Pabula parva legens nidisque loquacibus escas ; 


Et nunc porticibus vacuis, nunc humida circum 
eq 
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Now round the moist still pools; behind her steeds 
So rides Juturna ’mongst the enemies, 
And flying in swift car scours all the field ; 
Displays her brother as a conqueror, 
Now here, now there, nor lets him meet his foe, 
But from the track speeds far. Yet none the less 
7Eneas to the encounter gathers up 
Her winding circuits, and tracks out the chief, 
And calls him loudly ’midst their broken bands. 
So oft as on his foe he cast his gaze, 
And raced to match their wing-hoofed coursers flight, 
So oft Juturna wheeled, and turned again 
The car. Alas! what then for him to do? 
In vain he tosses on a changeful tide, 
And cares conflicting rend his soul apart. 
At him Messapus, as by chance he held 
Two pliant iron-tipped javelins in left hand 
Fleet footed—launched then hotly with true aim 
One of the twain. A‘neas met the blow 
And knee to earth, drew close behind his shield ; 
Yet the swift spear the peak of helmet took, 
And smote the towering plumes from off his head. 
Then sooth his anger rose ; and overborne 
By their deceits, when this way and when that 
He saw the steeds and chariot disappear, 
Invoking Jove to witness, many times, 
And altars of the broken covenant, 
He now at last bears down upon their midst, 
And terrible by aid of Mars, awakes 
Relentless slaughter indiscriminate, 
And looses all the reins of vengeful wrath. 

What god for me can now in song unfold 
The many bitter scenes ? what god relate 
The various havoc, and the deaths of chiefs, 
Whom over all the plain, and turn by turn 
Now Turnus, now Troy’s hero put to flight ? 
Jove, didst thou will that nations, to be joined 
In endless peace thereafter, then should clash 
With such fierce energy ? Aineas smote 
Rutulian Sucro full upon the side— 
That fight first stayed the Trojans in their rush, 
Howe’er he did not cause him long delay— 
And, there where death was speediest, through rib, 
And through the woven lattice of his breast, 
Drove home the weltering blade. Turnus a-foot 
Met Amycus and hurled him from his horse, 
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Stagna sonat: similis medios Iuturna per hostes 
Fertur equis, rapidoque volans obit omnia curru ; 
Tamque hic germanum, iamque hic ostentat ovantem ; 
Nec conferre manum patitur ; volat avia longe. 
Haud minus Aeneas tortos legit obvius orbes, 
Vestigatque virum et disiecta per agmina magna 
Voce vocat. Quotiens oculos coniecit in hostem, 
Alipedumque fugam cursu temptavit equorum, 
Aversos totiens currus Juturna retorsit. 

Heu, quid agat ? Vario nequiquam fluctuat aestu, 
Diversaeque vocant animum in contraria curae. 
Huic Messapus, uti laeva duo forte gerebat 
Lenta, levis cursu, praefixa hastilia ferro, 

Horum unum certo contorquens dirigit ictu. 
Substitit Aeneas, et se collegit in arma, 

Poplite subsidens ; apicem tamen incita summum 
Hasta tulit, summasque excussit vertice cristas. 
Tum vero adsurgunt irae; insidiisque subactus, 
Diversos ubi sentit equos currumque referri, 
Multa Jovem et laesi testatus foederis aras, 

Iam tandem invadit medios, et Marte secundo 
Terribilis saevam nullo discrimine caedem 
Suscitat, irarumque omnes effundit habenas. 


595 


480 


485 


490 


495 


Quis mihi nunc tot acerba deus, quis carmine caedes 500 


Diversas, obitumque ducum, quos aequore toto 
Inque vicem nunc Turnus agit, nunc Troius heros, 
Expediat ? tanton’ placuit concurrere motu, 
Iuppiter, aeterna gentes in pace futuras? 

Aeneas Rutulum Sucronem,—ea prima ruentes 
Pugna loco statuit Teucros—haud multa morantem, 
Excipit in latus, et, qua fata celerrima, crudum 
Transadigit costas et crates pectoris ensem. 

Turnus equo deiectum Amycum fratremque Diorem, 
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Diores that was brother to him too, 

And with long spear slew one, as on he came, 
The other with sword pomt, then lopped away, 
And hung the heads of both upon his car, 

And bare them dripping with the dews of blood 
Talon and Tanais and Cethegus brave, 

Three 1n one fight, Aineas sends to Death, 

And sad Onites, of Echion’s name 

And of his mother Peridia’s line 

Then Turnus slays the brothers that were sent 
From Lycian land and from Apollo’s fields, 
Menoetes too, an Arcad youth, who loathed 
War, but m vain, his craft and scanty home 
Had been by Lerna’s fish-abounding stream , 
Nor had he known the office of the great, 

And in hired Jand his sire was wont to sow. 
And lke fires hghted all about to burn 

A parching wood and rustling brakes of bay, 

Or when swift-rushing down from mountain heights 
The foaming rivers roar, and to the main 

Race onward, each his path of ruin cleared , 
Full as mpetuous through the battle then 
fEneas rushed and Turnus, both of them 

Now, now within them vengeful passions surge, 
Now burst the breasts that never brooked defeat , 
Now on to wounds with all their might they press 
With stone, and with a whirling mighty rock, 
fEneas smites headlong and fells to earth 
Murranus, boastful of his high descent 

And ancient titles of his ancestors 

And all his line through Latin kings derived , 
"Neath rein and yoke the car-wheel smote him on, 
And, prancing o’er him with repeated stamp, 
The hoofs of steeds, unmindful of their lord, 
Trample him down’ The other, Turnus, meets 
Hyllus on-rushing in a wild outburst 

Of passion, and against his gilded brows 

A javelin hurls , and passing through his helm, 
The spear stood fast within his piercéd brain 
Nor thee from Turnus could thy nght hand save 
Cretheus, that wert the bravest of the Greeks , 
Nor did his guardian-gods Cupencus shield 
Then, when AEneas came; he gave his breast 
To meet the sword, nor for the luckless chief 
Was bronzen shield’s defence effectual. 

Thee also did Laurentum’s plains behold 
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Congressus pedes, hunc venientem cuspide longa, 
Hunc mucrone ferit curruque abscisa duorum 
Suspendit capita, et rorantia sanguine portat. 
Iile Talon Tanaimque neci fortemque Cethegum, 
Tres uno congressu, et maestum mittit Oniten, 
Nomen Echionium matrisque genus Peridiae ; 

Hic fratres Lycia missos et Apollinis agris, 

Et iuvenem exosum nequiquam bella Menoeten, 
Arcada, piscosae cui circum flumina Lernae 

Ars fuerat pauperque domus, nec nota potentum, 
Munera, conductaque pater tellure serebat. 

Ac velut inmissi diversis partibus ignes 

Arentem in silvam et virgulta sonantia lauro : 
Aut ubi decursu rapido de montibus altis 

Dant sonitum spumosi amnes, et in aequora currunt 
Quisque suum populatus iter: non segnius ambo 
Aeneas Turnusque ruunt per proelia; nunc, nunc 
Fluctuat ira intus: rumpuntur nescia vinci 
Pectora ; nunc totis in volnera viribus itur. 
Murranum hic, atavos et avorum antiqua sonantem 
Nomina, per regesque actum genus omne Latinos, 
Praecipitem scopulo atque ingentis turbine saxi 
Excutit, effunditque solo; hunc lora.et iuga subter 
Provolvere rotae ; crebro super ungula pulsu 
Incita nec domini memorum proculcat equorum. 
Ile ruenti Hyllo animisque immane frementi 
Occurrit, telumque aurata ad tempora torquet : 
Olli per galeam fixo stetit hasta cerebro. 

Dextera nec tua te, Graium fortissime, Cretheu, 
Eripuit Turno ; nec di texere Cupencum, 

Aenea veniente, sui; dedit obvia ferro 

Pectora, nec misero clipei mora profuit aerei. 

Te quoque Laurentes viderunt, Aeole, campi 
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When thou didst meet thy death, O olus, 

And o’er a breadth of land outstretch thy back. 

Thou falledst whom Greek armies could not slay, 

Nor yet Achilles, Priam’s realm, who wrecked : 

Here was thy goal of death; ‘neath Ida’s mount 

A stately home thou hadst; a stately home 

At Lyrnesus ; but on Laurentine soil 

Thy sepulchre. So turned the host8 throughout 

Against each other, and the Latins all, 

The Dardans one and all, Mnestheus and brave 

Serestus, and Messapus, horseman bold, 

And brave Asilas, and the Tuscan band, 

And light Arcadian horse Evander sent ; 

Each warrior for himself strives might and main ; 

No stay, no pause, in one vast strife engaged. 
And now his mother full of grace inspired 

/Eneas’ thought, to go against their walls, 

And quickly on their city launch his host, 

And Latins with a sudden wreck confound. 

He, when close-searching ’midst their various bands 

For Turnus, as he cast this way and that 

A keen glance all around, beheld the town 

Of that fierce war untroubled, and at rest 

Unharmed ; at once there kindled in his mind 

The vision of a yet more glorious fight. 

Mnestheus, Sergestus, and Serestus brave, 

His chiefs, he summons, and on hillock mounts, 

To which flock all the host of Troy beside, 

Nor, thronging there, lay shield nor javelin by. 

He, standing ‘midst them speaks from lofty mound: 

“ Let naught delay my plan, for Jove approves ; 

And none, I pray, be tardier to go, 

For that so sudden is our enterprise. 

This town to-day, the occasion of the war, 

Ay, e’en Latinus’ realm, should it not yield 

To take our bridle, and as vanquished foes 

Obey our hests, will I o’erthrow and lay 

Its smoking rooftops level with the ground. 

Sooth should I wait till Turnus’ pleasure be 

To stand to our encounter, and again 

Vanquished be willing to engage in fight ? 

This, citizens, the front, the cause entire 

Of this accurséd war; bring torches quick 

And claim your treaty back amidst the flames.” 

His words were ended, and, with hearts that vie 

In fierce intent, all form into a wedge, 
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Oppetere et late terram consternere tergo ; 
Occidis, Argivae quem non potuere phalanges 
Sternere, nec Priami regnorum eversor Achilles ; 
Hic tibi mortis erant metae, domus alta sub Ida, 
Lyrnesi domus alta, solo Laurente sepulchrum. 
Totae adeo conversae acies, omnesque Latini, 
Omnes Dardanidae, Mnestheus, acerque Serestus, 
Et Messapus equum domitor, et fortis Asilas, 
Tuscorumque phalanx, Euandrique Arcades alae, 
Pro se quisque viri summa nituntur opum vi; 
Nec mora, nec requies; vasto certamine tendunt. 
Hic mentem Aeneae genetrix pulcherrima misit, 
Iret ut ad muros, urbique adverteret agmen 
Ocius et subita turbaret clade Latinos, 
Ile, ut vestigans divorsa per agmina Turnum 
Huc atque huc acies circumtulit, aspicit urbem 
Immunem tanti belli atque inpune quietam. 
Continuo pugnae accendit maioris imago ; 
Mnesthea Sergestumque vocat fortemque Serestum 
Ductores, tumulumque capit, quo cetera Teucrum 
Concurrit legio, nec scuta aut spicula densi 
Deponunt. Celso medius stans aggere fatur : 
‘Ne qua meis esto dictis mora ; Iuppiter hac stat ; 
“Neu quis ob inceptum subitum mihi segnior ito. 
“Urbem hodie, caussam belli, regna ipsa Latini, 
‘Ni frenum accipere et victi parere fatentur, 
‘Eruam, et aequa solo fumantia culmina ponam. 
‘ Scilicet expectem, libeat dum proelia Turno 
‘Nostra pati, rursusque velit concurrere victus ? 
‘Hoc caput, o cives, haec belli summa nefandi. 
‘ Ferte faces propere, foedusque reposcite flammis.’ 
Dixerat, atque animis pariter certantibus omnes 
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And in close mass against the walls are borne 

Quickly the unlooked for scaling ladders shew 

And ready flames Some rush toward the gates 

Their several ways, and slay the foremost guards , 

Some hurl the steel and shadow heaven with darts 

The chief AEneas, ’mongst the first, holds forth 

His right hand ’neath the walls, and with loud voice 

Upbraids Latinus, and invokes the gods 

To mark that he once more 1s forced to fight, 

That twice have now the Italians proved them foes, 

This now the second treaty to be rent 

Strife grows amidst the troubled citizens , 

Some would unbar the town, and fling their gates 

Wide to the Dardans, and would hale their king 

In person to the walls , others bring arms, 

And forward step, their ramparts to defend 

As when a shepherd has discovered bees 

Ensconced within a crannied pumice rock, 

And filled 1t to the full with pungent smoke , 

They, for their fortunes sore alarmed, within 

Rush to and fro throughout their waxen camp, 

And with loud buzzing their resentment whet 

The murky stench amid their mansions curls , 

Then with dull murmur sounds the rock within 

And to the empty breeze the smoke goes forth 
Now on worn Latins falls this fresh mishap, 

That utterly shook all their town with grief 

The Queen, when from her palace she looks forth 

Upon the foe advancing, and the walls 

Assailed, and firebrands flying to the roofs, 

No Rutule ranks to meet them anywhere, 

No hosts of Turnus, in her wretchedness 

Deems that her warrior 1s in combat slain , 

And, mind unhinged by suddenness of grief, 

Proclaiums herself the cause and guilty source 

And fount of ills, and mad with frenzied grief 

Tells many things, and, purposing to die, 

Rends with rude hand her purple robes apart, 

And from a lofty ceilmg-beam binds fast 

The unlovely knot of death And when the dames 

Of Latium sorrowing this disaster learnt, 

Her daughter first, Lavima, with her hand 

Tare all her yellow locks and rose-like cheeks, 

Then wild with grief 1s all the crowd around, 

The halls throughout with cries of wailing ring. 

Thence over all the town the ill-starred news 
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Dant cuneum, densaque ad muros mole feruntur. 
Scalae inproviso subitusque adparuit ignis. 
Discurrunt alii ad portas primosque trucidant, 
Ferrum alii torquent et obumbrant aethera telis, 
Ipse inter primos dextram sub moenia tendit 
Aeneas, magnaque incusat voce Latinum, 
Testaturque deos iterum se ad proelia cogi, 


Bis iam Italos hostes, haec iam altera foedera rumpi. 


Exoritur trepidos inter discordia cives : 
Urbem alii reserare iubent et pandere portas 
Dardanidis, ipsumque trahunt in moenia regem ; 
Arma ferunt alii et pergunt defendere muros : 
Inclusas ut cum lJatebroso in pumice pastor 
Vestigavit apes, fumoque inplevit amaro ; 
Illae intus trepidae rerum per cerea castra 
Discurrunt, magnisque acuunt stridoribus iras ; 
Volvitur ater odor tectis; tum murmure caeco 
Intus saxa sonant ; vacuas it fumus ad auras. 
Accidit haec fessis etiam fortuna Latinis, 
Quae totam luctu concussit funditus urbem. 
Regina ut tectis venientem prospicit hostem, 
Incessi muros, ignes ad tecta volare, 


Nusquam acies contra Rutulas, nulla agmina Turni: 


Infelix pugnae luvenem in certamine credit 
Exstinctum, et, subito mentem turbata dolore, 
Se causam clamat crimenque caputque malorum, 
Multaque per maestum demens effata furorem, 
Purpureos moritura manu discindit amictus, 

Et nodum informis leti trabe nectit ab alta. 
Quam cladem miserae postquam accepere Latinae. 
Filia prima manu floros Lavinia crines 

Et roseas laniata genas, tum cetera circum 
Turba furit ; resonant late plangoribus aedes. 
Hinc totam infelix volgatur fama per urbem. 
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Becomes a common tale. Their hearts grow faint ; 

Awed at the fate that had befallen his spouse, 

And ruin of his town, with garments rent 

Latinus goes his way, dishonouring 

His hoary locks bespread with filthy dust ; 

(And much he blamed himself, who had not given 

Dardan Aéneas welcome earlier, 

And claimed him of free-will for son-in-law.) 
Meanwhile upon the outskirts of the plain 

The warrior Turnus now less eagerly 

Chases the straggling few, and even now 

Joys less and less in prowess of his steeds. 

The breeze to him this mingled clamour bore, 

And darksome dread; and on his ears intent 

The din of the distracted city broke, 

And its unjoyous murmur. “ Woe is me! 

Why with such wailing are our walls distressed ? 

What clamour loud from the far city pours?” 

He spake, and wildered, halted with drawn rein, 

And him his sister, changed into the form 

Of charioteer Metiscus, as she drave 

Chariot and reinéd steeds, addresses thus: 

“ Turnus, this way the Trojans let us chase, 

Where speediest victory opens out the path. 

Others there be by might of hand to guard 

Our homes. A‘neas on Italia’s sons 

Is pressing hard, and urges on the fight ; 

Let us then also by our prowess deal 

To Trojans cruel deaths. Thou shalt return 

No less in tale of victims, nor in meed 

Of battle.” Turnus to these words replied, 

“O sister, well I knew thee now awhile, 

When thou wert first by craft the truce to break, 

And to this warring thou didst give thyself ; 

And now in vain thou dost thy godhead hide. 

But who did will thee from high heaven sent down 

Such toils to bear? Was it that thou might’st look 

Upon thy hapless brother’s cruel death ? 

For what avail my deeds, or what fair chance 

Doth pledge me safety now? Before mine eyes 

My very self, Murranus I beheld— 

Than whom des none more dear to me survive— 

Die while he called aloud on me to aid, 

A mighty chief, and slain by mighty wound. 

The ill-starred Ufens died, that he might not 

Behold our shame; his body and his arms 
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Demuittunt mentes , 1t scissa veste Latinus, 
Coniugis attonitus fatis urbisque ruina, 
Canitiem mmundo perfusam pulvere turpans 
[Multaque se incusat, qui non acceperit ante 
Dardanium Aenean, generumque adsciverit ultro] 
Interea extremo bellator in aequore Turnus 
Palantes sequitur paucos 1am segnior, atque 
Iam mimus atque minus successu laetus equorum 
Attulit hunc ili caecis terroribus aura 
Commixtum clamorem, arrectasque inpulit aures 
Confusae sonus urbis et mlaetabile murmur 
‘Hei mihi! quid tanto turbantur moenia luctu ? 
‘Quisve ruit tantus diversa clamor ab urbe ?’ 
Sic ait, adductisque amens subsistit habenis 
Atque huic, in faciem soror ut conversa Metisc1 
Aurigae currumque et equos et lora regebat, 
Tahbus occurrit dictis ‘Hac, Turne, sequamur 
‘ Trolugenas, qua prima viam victoria pandit , 
‘Sunt alu, qui tecta manu defendere possint 
“Ingruit Aeneas Italis et proelia miscet , 
“Et nos saeva manu mittamus funera Teucris 


“Nec numero inferior, pugnae nec honore recedes ’ 


Turnus ad haec 


‘O soror, et dudum adgnovi, cum prima per artem 


“Foedera turbasti teque haec in bella dedisti, 

‘Et nunc nequiquam fallis dea Sed quis Olympo 
‘Demuissam tantos voluit te ferre labores ° 

‘An fratris miser1 letum ut crudele videres ? 
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‘Nam quid ago? aut quae 1am spondet Fortuna salutem ° 


“Vidi oculos ante 1pse meos me voce vocantem 

‘Murranum, quo non superat mihi carior alter, 

‘ Oppetere ingentem atque ingenti volnere victum 

‘Occidit imfelix, ne nostrum dedecus Ufens 
Aspiceret , Teucri potiuntur corpore et armis 
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Are Teucrian spoil. The sacking of our homes— 
That one thing to our misery there lacked— 
Shall I endure? and shall I not refute 
The calumnies of Drances with mine arm? 
Shall I take flight ? and shall this land behold 
Turnus in act to flee? And is it then 
So sad a thing to die? Be kindly now, 
Ye gods of nether world, for gods above 
Have their approval turned from me away. 
A stainless soul, and one that never knew 
That fault thou nam’st, will I descend to you, 
Not e’er unworthy of great ancestors.” 

Scarce had he said it, lo, through midst of foes 
Comes Saces flying, borne on frothing steed, 
Full in the face by arrow wounded sore, 
And rushing calls on Turnus by his name: 
“Turnus, on thee last hope of safety rests ; 
Pity thy folk ; A®neas, clad in arms, 
Comes thundering on and threatens to hurl down 
And give to wreck Italia’s tallest towers ; 
And to our roofs e’en now their torches fly. 
To thee the Latins turn, to thee they look ; 
The king himself, Latinus, brooding, doubts 
Whom for his son by marriage to invite, 
Or unto what alliance bend his will. 
Moreo’er the Queen, most faithful to thy cause, 
Has fallen herself by her own hand, and fled 
In terror from the light. Before our gate 
Messapus and Atinas valorous 
Alone hold up our line ; round these each side 
Are dense battalions ranged, and the iron crop 
Of blades unsheathed stands stiff; yet thou dost wheel 
Thy chariot upon deserted sward.” 
Dumb-struck was Turnus in bewilderment 
At all the varied picturing of their case, 
And stood in silent gaze; within one heart 
There wells deep shame, and madness mixed with grief, 
And frenzied love, and conscious bravery. 
No sooner was the gloom dispersed, and light 
Returned within the mind, his eyes fierce orbs 
He turned towards the walls, and from wheeled car 
On the great city cast a troubled look. 
But lo! amidst its floors was surging up 
To heaven a whirling pinnacle of flame 
And seizing on the tower—the tower his hands, 
Had reared with bonded beams, and set on wheels 


LIBER XII 605 

‘ Exscindine domos,—id rebus defuit unum,— 

‘ Perpetiar ? dextra nec Drancis dicta refellam ? 

‘Terga dabo, et Turnum fugientem haec terra videbit ? 645 

‘Usque adeone mori miserum est? Vos o mihi Manes 

‘Este boni, quoniam Superis aversa voluntas. 

‘Sancta ad vos anima, atque istius inscia culpae 

‘Descendam, magnorum haud umquam indignus avorum.’ 
Vix ea fatus erat: medios volat, ecce, per hostes 650 

Vectus equo spumante Saces, adversa sagitta 

Saucjus ora, ruitque implorans nomine Turnum : 

‘Turne, in te suprema salus; miserere tuorum. 

“Fulminat Aeneas armis, summasque minatur 

‘ Deiecturum arces Italum exscidioque daturum ; 655 

‘Tamque faces ad tecta volant. In te ora Latini, 

‘In te oculos referunt ; mussat rex ipse Latinus, 

“Quos generos vocet, aut quae sese ad foedera flectat. 

‘ Praeterea regina, tui fidissima, dextra 

‘ Occidit ipsa sua, lucemque exterrita fugit. 660 

“Soli pro portis Messapus et acer Atinas 

‘Sustentant aciem. Circum hos utrimque phalanges 

‘Stant densae, strictisque seges mucronibus horret 

*Ferrea: tu currum deserto in gramine versas.’ 

Obstipuit varia confusus imagine rerum 665 

Turnus, et obtutu tacito stetit ; aestuat ingens 

Uno in corde pudor mixtoque insania luctu 

Et furiis agitatus amor et conscia virtus. 

Ut primum discussae umbrae et lux reddita menti, 

Ardentes oculorum orbes ad moenia torsit 670 

Turbidus, eque rotis magnam respexit ad urbem. 

Ecce autem, flammis inter tabulata volutus 

Ad caelum undabat vortex turrimque tenebat, 

Turrim, compactis trabibus quam eduxerat ipse 
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And slung high gangways to it. ‘‘ Now, e’en now, 

Sister,”’ he cries, ‘‘ Fate gains the mastery ; 

Forbear to hold me back, for where heaven’s will 

And where harsh fortune calls me, let me go. 

Needs must I meet Aineas hand to hand ; 

Needs must endure whatever bitterness 

Death hath within it; and no more shalt thou 

See me dishonoured, sister. Let me, pray, 

First madden out this madness.”’ Thus he cried, 

And swiftly leapt from car upon the plain ; 

And rushes through his foes, and through their darts, 

Leaving behind his sister sorrowing, 

And in swift course breaks in amidst their host. 

And like a rock what time from mountain top 

It crashes headlong, torn by wind away, 

Or be it that rain-flood has swirled it down, 

Or wasting age has stolen at the base, 

And loosened it by years, adown th’abyss 

The crag relentless in its mighty sweep 

Bounds on its way and dances o’er the ground, 

And in its train whirls woods and herds and men ; 

So Turnus, rushes to the city walls 

Through ranks he tossed aside—there where the ground 

With plenteous bloodshed reeks, and breezes sing 

With spears—and signs with hand, and then at once 

Begins with mighty voice: ‘“ Now Rutules spare, 

And ye too, Latins, now restrain your darts ; 

Fate’s issue, whatsoe’er it be, is mine; 

More just it were that I alone for you 

Should wipe away the breaking of the truce, 

And with the sword decide it.”’ Quickly then 

All those between withdrew, and gave them room. 
But sire AEneas, hearing Turnus’ name, 

Forsakes the walls, forsakes the lofty towers, 

All hindrances flings hastily aside, 

All work breaks off in his exultant joy, 

And thunders with dread clashing of his arms 

Great as Mount Athos, or as Eryx great, 

Or e’en as Father Apenninus’ self, 

What time he with his rustling holm-oaks roars, 

And joys as he uplifts him to the skies 

With snow-clad summit. But already both 

Rutules and Teucrians with like eagerness 

And all the Italians thither turn their gaze, 

They that were guarding the high battlements ; 

They too who smote with ram the walls beneath ; 
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Subdideratque rotas pontesque instraverat altos. 675 
“Tam iam fata, soror superant ; absiste morari ; 
“Quo deus et quo dura vocat Fortuna, sequamur. 
‘Stat conferre manum Aeneae, stat, quidquid acerbi est, 
‘Morte pati; neque me indecorem, germana, videbis 
‘Amplius. Hunc, oro, sine me furere ante furorem.’ 680 
Dixit, et e curru saltum dedit ocius arvis, 
Perque hostes, per tela ruit, maestamque sororem 
Deserit, ac rapido cursu media agmina rumpit. 
Ac yeluti montis saxum de vertice praeceps 
Cum ruit, avolsum vento, seu turbidus imber 685 
Proluit, aut annis solvit sublapsa vetustas ; 
Fertur in abruptum magno mons inprobus actu, 
Exsultatque solo, silvas armenta virosque 
Involvens secum: disiecta per agmina Turnus 
Sic urbis ruit ad muros, ubi plurima fuso 690 
Sanguine terra madet, striduntque hastilibus aurae ; 
Significatque manu, et magno simul incipit ore: 
‘Parcite jam, Rutuli, et vos tela inhibete, Latini ; 
“Quaecumque est Fortuna, mea est: me verius unum 
‘Pro vobis foedus luere, et decernere ferro.’ 695 
Discessere omnes medii, spatiumque dedere. 

At pater Aeneas, audito nomine Turni, 
Deserit et muros, et summas deserit arces, 
Praecipitatque moras omnes, opera omnia rumpit, 
Laetitia exsultans, horrendumque intonat armis : 700 
Quantus Athos, aut quantus Eryx, aut ipse, coruscis 
Cum fremit ilicibus, quantus, gaudetque nivali 
Vertice se attollens pater Appenninus ad auras. 
Iam vero et Rutuli certatim et Troes et omnes 
Convertere oculos Itali, quique alta tenebant 705 
Moenia, quique imos pulsabant ariete muros, 
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And from their shoulders they set down their arms. 
Himself Latinus stands in awe to see 

Those mighty chieftains, in far distant spheres 

Of earth begotten, now in combat met, 

And trying now the issue with the sword. 

And they, so soon as with clear space the plain 

Lies open to them, with swift forward rush 

Hurling from far their spears, commence the fight 
’Mid the deep clanging of their bronzen shields— 
Earth groans; then thicker they the sword-strokes shower 
And chance and valour play their parts combined. 
And as on Sila’s spacious range, or when 

Upon Taburnus’ top two bulls rush on 

Front against front for battle to the death : 

Fast fly in fear the herdsmen; all the herd 

Stand dumb with fright ; the heifers faintly low 

To watch who now hath lordship of the glade, 
Whose leadership must all the herds obey. 

They deal each other wounds with doughty strength, 
And struggling might and main thrust home their horns, 
And bathe their necks and sides in streams of blood ; 
At groaning of them all the grove resounds : 

No otherwise rush to the clash of shields 

Trojan AEneas and the Daunian chief ; 

The mighty crashing of them fills the sky. 

Jove his own self holds high with level beam 

Two scales, and in them sets the fates diverse 

Of both, to mark whom toil of battle dooms, 

And ’neath whose weight death makes the scale go down. 
Now forward leaps, and deems it safely done, 
Turnus, and to his high uplifted sword 

Rears him and smites with all his might of frame. 
Trojans and anxious Latins raise a shout 

And battle ranks of both intently gaze. 

But lo! the treacherous weapon breaks, and leaves 
The fiery chieftain in mid-stroke undone, 

If flight unto his rescue did not come. 

Swifter than blast of Eastern wind he flies, 

When he beholds the unfamiliar hilt 

And his right hand disarmed. ‘Tis told that he, 
When he was mounting in hot haste behind 

His harnessed steeds on early battles bent, 

His charioteer Metiscus’ sword has seized, 

And left his father’s pointed blade behind. 

And that, long time, had served his purpose well, 
While straggling Trojans turned to him their backs, 
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Armaque deposuere humeris. Stupet ipse Latinus 
Ingentes, genitos diversis partibus orbis, 

Inter se colisse viros et cernere ferro. 

Atque illi, ut vacuo patuerunt aequore campi, 
Procursu rapido, coniectis eminus hastis, 

Invadunt Martem clipeis atque aere sonoro. 

Dat gemitum tellus: tum crebros ensibus ictus 
Congeminant ; fors et virtus miscentur in unum. 

Ac velut ingenti Sila summove Taburno 

Cum duo’ conversis inimica in proelia tauri 

Frontibus incurrunt ; pavidi cessere magistri ; 

Stat pecus omne metu mutum, mussantque iuvencae, 
Quis nemori imperitet, quem tota armenta sequantur ; 
Illi inter sese multa vi volnera miscent, 

Cornuaque obnixi infigunt, et sanguine largo 

Colla armosque lavant; gemitu nemus omne remugit : 
Non aliter Tros Aeneas et Daunius heros 

Concurrunt clipeis; ingens fragor aethera conplet. 
Iuppiter ipse duas aequato examine lances 

Sustinet, et fata inponit diversa duorum, 

Quem damnet labor, et quo vergat pondere letum. 
Emicat hic, inpune putans, et corpore toto 

Alte sublatum consurgit Turnus in ensem, 

Et ferit. Exclamant Troes trepidique Latini, 
Arrectaeque amborum acies. At perfidus ensis 
Frangitur, in medioque ardentem deserit ictu, 

Ni fuga subsidio subeat. Fugit ocior Euro, 

Ut capulum ignotum dextramque aspexit inermem. 
Fama est, praecipitem, cum prima in proelia iunctos 
Conscendebat equos, patrio mucrone relicto, 

Dum trepidat, ferrum aurigae rapuisse Metisci ; 
Idque diu, dum terga dabant palantia Teucri, 
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But when on Vulcan’s arms divine it came, 
The man-wrought weapon, brittle as the ice, 
Leapt at the blow apart; its fragments gleam 
Upon the yellow sand. So then distraught, 
This way and that o’er all the level plain 
Turnus seeks refuge ; and now here then there 
Fold upon fold his aimless circles threads ; 
For with dense ring the Trojans all about, 
Have hemmed him in; this side the spreading marsh, 
And this the lofty rampart ring him round. 

Nor less Aéneas, though sometimes his knees 
By arrow-wound disabled hold him back, 
Nor to the race consent, still comes behind, 
And fiercely presses hard, foot close on foot 
Of trembling foe; as if sometime a hound 
Finding a stag encloséd by a stream, 
Or hedged about by dread of crimson plumes, 
With rush and constant barking plies him hard ; 
While he, in terror at their ambushes 
And steepness of the bank, flies and flies back 
A thousand ways: but the staunch Umbrian hound 
Hangs on him open-mouthed in very act 
To seize him, and like one that has his prey, 
Snaps with his jaws, and of his fancied hold, 
Is tricked. Then sooth a shout goes up, and bank 
And lake around give answer, and all heaven 
Rings with tumultuous din. He while he flies 
Chides all the Rutules, calling each by name, 
And urgently demands his well-tried sword. 
7Eneas, answering, menaces with death 
And swift destruction any that approach, 
And frightens trembling foes with frequent threats 
To wreck their town, and, wounded, follows hard. 
Five circles in the race they weave, unweave 
This way and that as many, for at stake 
No unsubstantial and no trivial prize, 
But ‘tis for Turnus’ life-blood that they strive. 
It chanced an oleander here had stood, 
With bitter leaves to Taunus consecrate, 
A tree by sailors reverenced of yore, 
Whereon, when saved from waters they would hang 
Their offerings, and their votive garb suspend 
To Laurens’ god; but not regarding this 
The Trojans had removed its sacred stock 
That they might fight on unencumbered plain. 
Here stood Atneas’ spear within the ground ; 
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Suffecit ; postquam arma dei ad Volcania ventum est, 


Mortalis mucro, glacies ceu futilis, ictu 

Dissiluit : fulva resplendent fragmina harena. 

Ergo amens diversa fuga petit aequora Turnus, 

Et nunc huc, inde huc incertos implicat orbes ; 

Undique enim Teucri densa inclusere corona, 

Atque hinc vasta palus, hinc ardua moenia cingunt. 
Nec minus Aeneas, quamquam tardata sagitta 

Interdum genua impediunt cursumque recusant, 

Insequitur, trepidique pedem pede fervidus urguet : 

Inclusum veluti si quando flumine nactus 

Cervum, aut puniceae saeptum formidine pennae, 

Venator cursu canis et latratibus instat ; 

Ille autem, insidiis et ripa territus alta, 

Mille fugit refugitque vias: at vividus Umber 

Haeret hians, iam iamque tenet, similisque tenenti 

Increpuit malis, morsuque elusus inani est. 

Tum vero exoritur clamor, ripaeque lacusque 

Responsant circa, et caelum tonat omne tumultu. 

Ille simul fugiens Rutulos simul increpat omnes, 


Nomine quemque vocans, notumque efflagitat ensem. 


Aeneas mortem contra praesensque minatur 
Exitium, si quisquam adeat, terretque trementes, 
Excisurum urbem minitans, et saucius instat. 
Quinque orbes explent cursu, totidemque retexunt 
Huc illuc; neque enim levia aut ludicra petuntur 
Praemia, sed Turni de vita et sanguine certant. 
Forte sacer Fauno foliis oleaster amaris 

Hic steterat, nautis olim venerabile lignum, 
Servati ex undis ubi figere dona solebant 
Laurenti divo et votas suspendere vestes : 

Sed stirpem Teucri nullo discrimine sacrum 
Sustulerant, puro ut possent concurrere campo. 
Hic hasta Aeneae stabat ; huc impetus illam 
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So far the force he gave had carried it, 

And fast in that tough root was holding it. 

The son of Dardanus bent to the task, 

And fain perforce would wrench the iron away, 

And with the weapon overtake the foe, 

Whom in the race he had not power to catch. 

Then Turnus, of a truth by fear distraught, 

Cries out: “‘O Faunus, have thou pity, pray, 

And thou, too, kindly earth, hold fast the steel, 

If I thy worship ever have maintained, 

To which for their part the Aineadz 

In war have done despite.’’ He spake ; nor asked 

The help of heaven upon a fruitless prayer ; 

For though long time he wrestled and delayed 

O’er the tough root, yet by no force at all 

/Eneas could its doughty hold relax 

And while he struggles hard and earnestly, 

The Daunian goddess, once again transformed 

To charioteer Metiscus’ form, runs forth 

And to her brother gives his sword again. 

But Venus, wroth that to the daring Nymph 

This be allowed, drew nigh and tore away 

From the deep root the spear. Then those high chiefs, 

In arms and in their courage renovate, 

One trusting to his sword, the other, fierce 

And spear uplifted high, confronting stand, 

With panting breath in war’s arbitrament. 
Meanwhile the king of heaven omnipotent 

Addresses Juno, as from golden cloud 

She views the strife, ‘‘ What-ending now, my spouse 

Shall be to this? What hast thou yet in store ? 

Thyself thou knowest, and dost own to know, 

To heaven Aineas is by birthright due, 

And destiny exalts him to the stars. 

. What schemes are thine? or with what hope dost thou 

Stay poised in chilly clouds? Was it then well 

A god should be by wound of mortal wronged ? 

Or that the sword that had been plucked away 

(For what avail Juturna without thee ?) 

To Turnus be restored, and that the might 

Of conquered men should grow? Now late in time, 

Desist, and be by my éntreaties swayed 

Nor let such grief in silence gnaw thy heart, 

Nor oft let sad reproaches fall on me 

From thy sweet lip. The end has now been reached. 

By land or wave thou hadst the power to toss 
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Detulerat, fixam et lenta in radice tenebat. 

Incubuit voluitque manu convellere ferrum 

Dardanides, teloque sequi, quem prendere cursu 775 

Non poterat. Tum vero amens formidine Turnus, 

‘Faune, precor, miserere,’ inquit, ‘tuque optuma ferrum 

‘Terra tene, colui vestros si semper honores, 

‘“Quos contra Aeneadae bello fecere profanos.’ 

Dixit, opemque dei non cassa in vota vocavit. 780 

Namque diu luctans lentoque in stirpe moratus 

Viribus haud ullis valuit discludere morsus 

Roboris Aeneas. Dum nititur acer et instat, 

Rursus in aurigae faciem mutata Metisci 

Procurrit fratrique ensem dea Daunia dea reddit. 785 

Quod Venus audaci Nymphae indignata licere, 

Accessit, telumque alta ab radice revellit. 

Olli sublimes, armis animisque refecti, 

Hic gladio fidens, hic acer et arduus hasta, 

Adsistunt contra certamine Martis anheli. 790 
Iunonem interea Rex omnipotentis Olympi 

Adloquitur, fulva pugnas de nube tuentem ; 

‘Quae iam finis erit, coniunx ? quid denique restat ? 

‘Indigetem Aenean scis ipsa, et scire fateris, 

“ Deberi caelo, fatisque ad sidera tolli. 795 

‘Quid struis? aut qua spe gelidis in nubibus haeres ? 

‘Mortalin’ decuit violari volnere divum ? 

‘ Aut ensem—dquid enim sine te Iuturna valeret ?— 

“ Ereptum reddi Turno, et vim crescere victis ? 

* Desine iam tandem, precibusque inflectere nostris ; 800 

“Nec te tantus edit tacitam dolor, et mihi curae 

“Saepe tuo dulci tristes ex ore recursent. 

‘Ventum ad supremum est. Terris agitare vel undis 
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The Trojans, hateful warfare to inflame, 

To mar a home, and blend with bridal grief ; 
The further trial of thy power I ban.” 

Thus Jupiter began; thus in reply 

Spake Saturn’s daughter with submissive mien: 
“For that in very truth, great Jupiter, 

That sovereign will of thine was known to me, 
Both Turnus and his land, against my will, 
Have I forsaken ; else thou wouldest not 
Behold me now in airy solitude 

Bear things I ought, or ought not, to endure, 
But, girt with flame, beside their very line 
Should I be standing, and to deadly fight 
Luring the Trojans on. I own to thee 

I wrought upon Juturna to bring aid 

To her unhappy brother, and approved 

That for his life still greater risks she dare ; 
But not to aim her shafts nor aim her bow; 
By source of Styx implacable I swear, 

That one dread oath which gods above exchange. 
And now forsooth I yield and leave the fray 
Sore hating it. This boon of thee I claim— 
Which by no ordinance of fate is barred— 

For Latium, for the honour of thy race ; 

That when by this auspicious marriage tie 

Their peace—so let it be—they shall arrange ; 
When now their laws and treaties they shall bind ; 
Do thou not bid the soil-born Latin folk 
Exchange their olden name, nor come to be 
Trojans, nor yet be calléd Teucer’s sons— 

Nor that our brave men change the tongue they speak 
Nor wear fresh garb; but Latium let it be, 

And Alban be their kings the ages through ; 
Let offspring of the Roman grow to power 

By valour of Italian; fallen is Troy, 

Let her be fallen her name along with her.” 
Then, smiling upon her, the Fashioner 

Of man and all things spake: “‘ Sister thou art 
Of Jupiter, and Saturn’s other child ; 

Dost thou such billows of thine anger roll 

Deep in thy bosom? Come then howsoe’er 
And overcome thine idly gendered wrath. 

I grant to thee thy wish, and yield myself 
Vanquished and vanquished also willingly. 
Their native tongue Ausonians shall retain 

And customs, and as now their names shall be ; 
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‘Troianos potuisti, infandum accendere bellum, 
‘Deformare domum, et luctu miscere hymenaeos : 
‘ Ulterius temptare veto.’ Sic Iuppiter orsus ; 

Sic dea submisso contra Saturnia voltu: 

‘Ista quidem quia nota mihi tua, magne, voluntas, 
“Tuppiter, et Turnum et terras invita reliqui ; 

“Nec tu me aeria solam nunc sede videres 

‘ Digna indigna pati, sed flammis cincta sub ipsa 


‘Starem acie traheremque inimica in proelia Teucros. 


‘Tuturnam misero, fateor, succurrere fratri 

‘Suasi, et pro vita maiora audere probavi ; 

‘Non ut tela tamen, non ut contenderet arcum; 

‘ Adiuro Stygii caput inplacabile fontis, 

‘Una superstitio superis quae reddita divis. 

‘Et nunc cedo equidem, pugnasque exosa relinquo. 
‘Tilud te, nulla fati quod lege tenetur, 

‘Pro Latio obtestor, pro maiestate tuorum : 
“Cum iam conubiis pacem, felicibus, esto, 
‘Conponent, cum iam leges et foedera iungent, 
‘Ne vetus indigenas nomen mutare Latinos, 

“Neu Troas fieri iubeas Teucrosque vocari, 

“Aut vocem mutare viros, aut vertere vestem. 

‘Sit Latium, sint Albani per saecula reges, 

‘Sit Romana potens Itala virtute propago ; 

‘ Occidit, occideritque sinas cum nomine Troia.’ 
Olli subridens hominum rerumque repertor : 

“Et germana Iovis Saturnique altera proles ; 
‘TIrarum tantos volvis sub pectore fluctus ! 
“Verum age et inceptum frustra submitte furorem : 
‘Do, quod vis, et me victusque volensque remitto. 
‘Sermonem Ausonii patrium moresque tenebunt, 

‘ Utque est nomen erit ; commixti corpore tantum 
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The Teucrians shall but settle down with them 

In race commingled. Further I will give 

Usage and rites of sacred things to them, 

And Latins make them all, of one same tongue. 

From then the race of mixed Ausonian blood 

That shall arise thou wilt behold surpass 

Mankind in goodness, e’en surpass the gods, 

Nor any race so zealously shall pay 

Thine honours.” Juno gave to this assent, 

And now rejoicing her desires reversed. 

The while from heaven she passed, and left her cloud. 
This done the Sire himself within his heart 

Ponders another plan, and sets himself 

To drive Juturna from her brother’s arms. 

Twin plagues there are, the Dirae designate, 

Which Night, at one same birth, untimely bare 

With Hell’s Megzra, and enwreathed alike 

With serpent coils, and gave them wings of wind. 

These ready by the throne of Jove abide 

Within the threshold of the cruel king, 

And for sick mortals make their fears more keen ; 

Whatever time the king of gods would work 

Death with its shudderings and sicknesses, 

Or guilty cities terrify with war. 

One of the twain Jove sent swift-flying down 

From height of heaven, and bade her that she stand 

For evil omen in Juturna’s path. 

She flies to earth on speedy whirlwind borne: 

Like arrow shot from string athwart the cloud, 

That, tipped with bitter juice of poison fell, 

Parthian has sped, Parthian—or it may be 

Cydonian—shaft whose wounding none may heal, 

Whistling and undiscerned it leaps across 

The fleeting shadows ; such did bear herself 

Night’s offspring, and sought access to the earth. 

When Ilian ranks and Turnus’ host she spied, 

Shrinking at once within that small bird’s shape 

Which, sitting nightly ever and anon 

On tomb, or on deserted rooftop, sings 

Late in the dark her inauspicious song, 

Changed to this form, the fiend before the gaze 

Of Turnus passes screaming to and fro, 

And with her pinions flaps upon his shield. 

Then from great fear a numbness strange relaxed 

His limbs, from horror rose his hair on end, 

And to his jaws the word he uttered clave. 
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*‘Subsident Teucri: morem ritusque sacrorum 

* Adiiciam ; faciamque omnes uno ore Latinos. 
‘Hinc genus Ausonio mixtum quod sanguine surget, 
‘Supra homines, supra ire deos pietate videbis, 
‘Nec gens ulla tuos aeque celebrabit honores,’ 
Adnuit his Iuno, et mentem laetata retorsit. 

Interea excedit caelo, nubemque relinquit. 

His actis aliud Genitor secum ipse volutat, 
Iuturnamque parat fratris dimittere ab armis. 
Dicuntyr geminae pestes cognomine Dirae, 

Quas et Tartaream Nox intempesta Megaeram 
Uno eodemque tulit partu, paribusque revinxit 
Serpentum spiris, ventosasque addidit alas. 

Hae Iovis ad solium saevique in limine regis 
Adparent, acuuntque metum mortalibus aegris, 

Si quando letum horrificum morbosque deum rex 
Molitur, meritas aut bello territat urbes. 

Harum unam celerem demisit ab aethere summo 
Iuppiter, inque omen Iuturnae occurrere iussit. 
Illa volat, celerique ad terram turbine fertur. 
Non secus, ac nervo per nubem inpulsa sagitta, 
Armatam saevi Parthus quam felle veneni, 
Parthus, sive Cydon, telum inmedicabile, torsit, 
Stridens et celeres incognita transilit umbras : 
Talis se sata Nocte tulit, terrasque petivit. 
Postquam acies videt Iliacas atque agmina Turni, 
Alitis in parvae subitam collecta figuram, 

Quae quondam in bustis aut culminibus desertis 
Nocte sedens serum canit inportuna per umbras ; 
Hanc versa in faciem Turni se pestis ob ora 


Fertque refertque sonans, clipeumque everberat alis. 


Illi membra novus solvit formidine torpor, 
Arrectaeque horrore comae, et vox faucibus haesit. 
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But when far off Juturna recognised 

The shrieking of the Fury and her wings, 

She sheared in grief her locks, and sister-wise 

Marring her face with nail, her breast with blows : 

“In what, oh Turnus, can thy sister now 

Bear aid to thee ? or what now still remains 

For me so hard of heart? By what device 

Can I thy life prolong? Have I the power 

To pit myself ’gainst such a fearful bane ? 

Now, now I quit the battlefield. Do ye 

Not fright me in my fear, ill-omened birds ; 

The flapping of your wings, their deathly sound 

I recognise ; nor do the stern commands 

Of high-souled Jupiter escape my ken. 

This for my maiden state does he return ? 

Why gave he me a life to last for aye ? 

Why was the binding clause of death removed ? 

Now surely could I end such bitter griefs, 

And bear my luckless brother company 

Amongst the shades. Immortal am I then? 

Or shall there aught of mine be sweet to me 

Without thee, brother? O what earth can yawn 

Depths low enough for me, and let me down 

A goddess to the Manes deep below? ”’ 

So much she spake; and with a blue-grey shroud 

O’er veiled her head ; and many times she groaned, 

And, goddess, plunged within the stream profound. 
On pressed AEneas opposite and makes 

His weapon, huge as trunk of tree, to flash, 

And thus in fierceness of his heart he cried: 

‘What room then is there for thy dallying now ? 

Or why now, Turnus, art thou holding back ? 

Not racing must we strive, but hand to hand, 

With cruel arms. Turn thee to every shape, 

And gather to thyself whatever powers 

Of courage or of trickery thou hast ; 

Make choice on wings the lofty stars to reach, 

And hide thy body close in hollow earth.” 

He with proud toss of head: “ Not thy hot words 

Can fright me bitter foe; the gods are they 

Who frighten me, and Jove mine enemy.’ 

He spake no more, but looking round espied 

A boulder huge, a boulder of old time, 

That chanced to lie there huge upon the plain, 

Set in the field for landmark to decide 

The land’s disputed boundary; and this 
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At, procul ut Dirae stridorem adgnovit et alas, 
Infelix crines scindit Iuturna solutos, 870 
Unguibus ora soror foedans et pectora pugnis : 
‘Quid nunc te tua, Turne, potest germana iuvare ? 
‘Aut quid iam durae superat mihi? qua tibi lucem 
‘Arte morer ? talin’ possum me opponere monstro ? 
‘Tam iam linquo acies. Ne me terrete timentem, 875 
‘Obscenae volucres; alarum verbera nosco 
‘Letalemque sonum ; nec fallunt iussa superba 
‘ Magnanimi Iovis. Haec pro virginitate reponit ? 
‘Quo vitam dedit aeternam ? cur mortis adempta est 
‘Condicio ? possem tantos finire dolores 880 
‘Nunc certe, et misero fratri comes ire per umbras. 
‘Inmortalis ego ? aut quicquam mihi dulce meorum 
‘Te sine, frater, erit? O quae satis ima dehiscat 
‘Terra mihi, Manesque deam demittat ad imos!’ 
Tantum effata, caput glauco contexit amictu, 885 
Multa gemens, et se fluvio dea condidit alto. 
Aeneas instat contra telumque coruscat, 
Ingens, arboreum, et saevo sic pectore fatur : 
‘Quae nunc deinde mora est? aut quid iam, Turne, 
retractas ? 
‘Non cursu, saevis certandum est comminus armis. 890 
‘Verte omnes tete in facies, et contrahe, quidquid 
‘Sive animis sive arte vales; opta ardua pennis 
‘ Astra sequi, clausumque cava te condere terra.’ 
Ille caput quassans: ‘ Non me tua fervida terrent 
‘ Dicta, ferox: di me terrent et Iuppiter hostis.’ 895 
Nec plura effatus, saxum circumspicit ingens, 
Saxum antiquum, ingens campo quod forte iacebat, 
Limes agro positus, litem ut discerneret arvis ; 


620 BOOK XII 


Six chosen men could scarcely raise aloft 

Upon their necks—such build of men as earth 
Engenders now. With quivering arm he seized 
And strove to hurl it at his enemy, 

Rising full height, and rushing all his speed, 

The hero that he was. Yet did not he 

Running, nor on his way, nor in his hand 
Uplifting it, and swaying the huge rock, 

Know what he did; his knees were tottering, 
His blood grown chill from cold congealed within. 
Then too the rock itself the hero bore, 

Whirled through the empty void, held not its way 
Through the full range, and dealt not home the blow. 
And as in dreams, whene’er the languid power 

Of night’s repose has weighed our eyelids down, 
A fruitless wishfulness we seem to feel 

Our eager races to prolong, then sink 

Faint in our throes ; the tongue has lost its power, 
The body’s well-known forces serve it not, 

Nor voice nor word comes forth: to Turnus thus, 
By valour wheresoe’er he sought the way, 

The baneful goddess bars to him success. 

Then varied feelings in his bosom work. 

On his Rutulians and the town he casts 

An earnest gaze, and pauses in dismay, 

And grows to tremble at the coming shaft ; 

Yet sees not whither he can make escape, 

Nor with what might to hurl him on the foe, 
Nor chariot and sister-charioteer 

Sees anywhere. Then at him pausing there 
fEneas brandishes his deadly spear, 

And at a glance secures a lucky aim, 

And hurls at him from far with utmost might. 
Ne’er so did rock, from rampart engine sped, 
Crash, nor such clap from thunderbolt outburst. 
Like some dark hurricane flies on the spear, 

And fell destruction bears within its train, 

And opens out the joints of his cuirass, 

And outer circles of his sevenfold shield ; 

Then whirring goes through centre of his thigh. 
With knee bent under to the earth there falls 
The mighty Turnus stricken. Then uprise 

With moan of grief the Rutules one and all, . 
And all the mountain gives dull echo back, 

And far and wide deep groves return the sound. 

He, suppliant, submission in his eyes, 


LIBER XII 

Vix illud lecti bis sex cervice subirent, 

Qualia nunc hominum producit corpora tellus : 
Ille manu raptum trepida torquebat in hostem, 
Altior insurgens et cursu concitus heros. 

Sed neque currentem se nec cognoscit euntem, 
Tollentemve manu saxumque inmane moventem ; 
Genua labant, gelidus concrevit frigore sanguis. 
Tum lapis ipse viri, vacuum per inane volutus, 
Nec spatium evasit totum, neque pertulit ictum. 
Ac velut, in somnis, oculos ubi languida pressit 
Nocte quies, nequiquam avidos extendere cursus 
Velle videmur, et in mediis conatibus aegri 
Succidimus ; non lingua valet, non corpore notae 
Sufficiunt vires, nec vox aut verba sequuntur: 
Sic Turno, quacumque viam virtute petivit, 
Successum dea dira negat. Tum pectore sensus 
Vertuntur varii; Rutulos adspectat et urbem, 
Cunctaturque metu, telumque instare tremescit ; 
Nec, quo se eripiat, nec, qua vi tendat in hostem, 
Nec currus usquam videt aurigamque sororem. 
Cunctanti telum Aeneas fatale coruscat, > 
Sortitus fortunam oculis, et corpore toto 
Eminus intorquet. Murali concita numquam 
Tormento sic saxa fremunt, nec fulmine tanti 
Dissultant crepitus. Volat atri turbinis instar 
Exitium dirum hasta ferens, orasque recludit 
Loricae et clipei extremos septemplicis orbes. 

Per medium stridens transit femur. Incidit ictus 
Ingens ad terram duplicato poplite Turnus. 
Consurgunt gemitu Rutuli, totusque remugit 


Mons circum, et vocem late nemora alta remittunt. 


Tile humiles supplex oculos dextramque precantem 
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And stretching forth a hand beseechingly : 

“‘T have deserved, nor at my fate repine ; 

Enjoy thy fortune. But, I pray, if grief 

Of hapless parent aught can touch thy heart, 
And such to thee the sire Anchises was, 

Do thou take pity upon Daunus’ years, 

And to my folk restore me, or, if thou 

Prefer it so, my corpse despoiled of life. 

Victor thou art, and the Ausonian folk 

Have seen the conquered foe stretch forth his palms ; 
To thee the bride Lavinia belongs ; 

Then press no further in thine enmity.” 

Fierce, clad in arms, AEneas stood and rolled 

His eyes, and stayed his right hand from the stroke. 
And more and more the other’s speech began 

To sway him as he lingered ; when there shewed 
High on his shoulder that ill-omened belt, 

And with its well-known bosses glittered bright 
The youthful Pallas’ girdle, whom o’ercome 

By wound had Turnus slain, and wore it then 
Upon his shoulder as a foeman’s badge. 

He, when his eye drank these memorials in 

Of cruel grief, and trophies of the dead, 

By fury stirred, and terrible in rage: 

“Clad in the spoil of mine own friends would’st thou 
E’en hence escape me? Pallas with this wound, 
*Tis Pallas, who for victim offers thee, 

And claims his forfeit from thine evil race.” 

So speaking he in fiery passion plunged 

Full in his breast the blade. The other’s limbs 
Are loosed in cold of death, and with a groan 
His life disdainful flies beneath the shades. 
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Protendens, ‘ Equidem merui, nec deprecor, inquit ; 


‘Utere sorte tua. Miseri te si qua parentis 
‘Tangere cura potest, oro,—fuit et tibi talis 

‘ Anchises genitor—Dauni miserere senectae, 

‘Et me, seu corpus spoliatum lumine mavis, 
“Redde meis. Vicisti, et victum tendere palmas 
‘ Ausonii videre: tua est Lavinia coniunx: 
‘Ulterius ne tende odiis.’ Stetit acer in armis 
Aeneas, volvens oculos, dextramque repressit ; 

Et iam vamque magis cunctantem flectere sermo 
Coeperat, infelix humero cum adparuit alto 
Balteus et notis fulserunt cingula bullis 
Pallantis pueri, victum quem volnere Turnus 
Straverat atque humeris inimicum insigne gerebat. 
Ile, oculis postquam saevi monumenta doloris 
Exuviasque hausit, furiis accensus, et ira 
Terribilis: ‘ Tune hinc spoliis indute meorum 
‘Eripiare mihi? Pallas te hoc volnere, Pallas 
‘“Immolat, et poenam scelerato ex sanguine sumit.’ 
Hoc dicens ferrum adverso sub pectore condit 
Fervidus. Ast ili solvuntur frigore membra, 
Vitaque cum gemitu fugit indignata sub umbras. 
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